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Summary: 
            Amorra week 2026 day 2: I Hate Everything About You

A reformed Lieutenant opens Pandora's box and wants to claw out his eyes.

          











I hate everything about you

Author's Note:
      I wanted to give Amon's llieutenant a different name instead of Liu, so now, ladies and gentelmen and gentlefolks, I present you Jian. He doesn't have a very good time here, just like in canon.

    


    
    “Lieutenant! Could you open the door? It’s very important!”- Kang’s voice called out urgently on the outside of Jian’s home. It wasn’t big, the house contained 4 rooms; The living room connected with the kitchen, a bedroom, a bathroom and the toilet. Although compared to the other houses (if you could refer to them as such) it was a palace, in this tiny no-name Earth Kingdom village. It was secluded from the villagers, higher in the mountain slide which made Jian fell in love with it at first sight. The only drawback that brought out his migraine sometimes, that it was 1 hour away from the next city and his workplace by Satomobile. At the time, when he bought the house, that was the sanest decision he made. In cities, they might have looked for him, the right-hand man of the ex-equalist leader. So, this hidden gem of a village was the safest option for him.

Beside the 2-hours driving he had to do on a day-to-day basis, Jian loved the quietness and the peace the place brought to his mind and heart, but he would have loved it even more if his old comrades didn’t know about its existence.

With a sigh, he abandoned the stove after he made sure the fire was put out, lamenting the tea he oh so looked for, letting Kang inside.

“I told you many times now Kang, don’t refer to me like that again. It’s been 10 years, I thought after this long it would sink even into your thick head.”-he chided the young man.

“Sorry, sorry, but I can’t help myself. You will always be lieutenant to me.”- bashfully, the young earth kingdom resident scratched his head.

Kang was around 15 years old when he joined to the Equalist cause, nearing its end, and ever since then he stayed loyal. Jian remembered fondly of the kid he got to know back in the day and those feelings would have remained that way if Knag wouldn’t have made it into his mission to take Jian back to Republic City and make him the leader of the Equalists. The other men and women who were also ranked high under that man’s rule were also hellbent about that. Jian was getting really tired of that shit, if you could pardon his language.

The Spirits work in mysterious ways, for he still doesn’t know how he survived him…But he did, and Jian didn’t want to wait until the police caught up to him. He managed to flee to the basis, that wasn’t (yet) discovered by the officers, nor the Avatar’s team, where majority of documents were hidden. On the basis, when he arrived, exhausted from escaping, panicking chi-blockers were running left and right like headless artic hens. Jian, with as much as authority he could muster up ordered his brothers and sisters to grab as many documents and files as they can carry and either destroy them or keep them safe. He promised them that as soon as the hunt for them disappeared, he will reach out to the people. (He didn’t. The people that trusted Jian had to track him like eel-hounds.)

Instead, he ran away from that wretched place, that rotting city. Jian took all of the papers he could find in that man’s desk and left for the Earth Kingdom, founding a safe space for himself here. Jian had to break the doors’ locks and thankfully, his rage gave him enough strength for that as he made use of his Kali sticks.

It is unknown to him why he did that exactly. His loyalty for him died the moment he witnessed Avatar Korra and the fire bender boy writhing on the floor in pure agony. But still, he grabbed all of the bloodbender’s writings and took them to safety.

If only he could have claimed that it was both of their works. Essays, articles, manifestos, plans for how to usher in the new era and things like that, but the bloodbender only kept his writings and documents about the young Avatar. (So many documents about that one.) Jian’s works and co-written papers were stacked away in his office and those were saved by Kang when he ordered him. Now all of those saved papers were hidden under the bed. He wanted to burry them, but was afraid that they would get ruined, and there wasn’t a better hiding place in the house. So, under the bed they went and will stay there until the day he died.

“By the way, could you land me the documents? I need them urgently.”- Kang asked as Jian led him to take a seat on the couch.

“Why?”- the sound of incredulous question slipped out of him.

“Look Li…Jian, sorry. I know that you don’t want to do anything with the movement again, even though you’d be the perfect leader, but we thought…and decided that the things you and Amon wrote down could give us something to work with. Maybe we can make another revolution happen! Nor now, but later in the future. Amon laid down the stones for us, we just have to build the road out of it.

Jian winced at that name, making Kang flinch in response. He forgot that he shouldn’t throw that name around so casually, especially around the lieutenant. After a rather awkward silence, Jian responded:

“You can take my papers and the ones that were co-written. The other stuff, however, those will be untouched. Is that clear?”

Kang whined and buried his head into his heads dramatically, leaning on the table, like a devastated man left by his lover.

“Act like your age, Kang. You are not 15 anymore. Avatar Korra was more mature when she was running around the city as a teenager. “

“But why can’t you give us A…his papers as well?”-before the name could slip out of the black-haired youth. – “I bet it’s a gold mine of facts and strategies, and maybe we could use something against the Avatar or create something we could take the bending away.”

“About Avatar Korra, you will only find outdated facts in those boxes of papers and old photos of the time when he ordered us to gather everything we can about the girl. Plus, bending can be taken and given back by her, and only by her, the Avatar. There’s no one out there with a power like that anymore. That man was a fraud. Forget about it.”

“But…”- before Kang could object, Jian shot him a look, that long ago straightened out the younger man’s back at once when he was being disrespectful, and that trick still had its effect.

Jian told the truth. He didn’t update any files about the girl (woman, she was a woman grown), although he kept tabs on her. Even if he weren’t following her career religiously (it was good to know when she was nearby, so he could make sure not to cross paths) in his workplace, at the new station where he worked as an editor, and through the radio it would have been impossible not to be informed about the woman warrior. (A miracle, it was, that the radio could catch signal even in his home, but Jian didn’t complain.)

Another reason for not giving lightly out the things he wrote was because the ex-lieutenant couldn’t imagine what the documents could hide. He never touched them. At first, out of loyalty for the man for he was prone to secrets even if it came to Jian, then out of fear of what he could find in them. he didn’t want to get a glimpse of that brilliant, sick mind. However, Kang and the others didn’t need to know that.

“Aw man, that sucks. Whatever, at least I can get to read your stuff.”- the young man with bright green eyes exclaimed, jumping from another topic like a little child does.

“Will you ever grow up?”- Jian shook his head, a small smile growing on his ageing face.

“Perhaps one day.”- with a mischievous smile, Kang winked.

***

It was getting late, so Jian insisted on inviting Kang overnight. He took the other half of the bedding oof of the king-sized bed and put it out for Kang on the couch, while the young man occupied the bathroom.

It took total 5 minutes to convince the equalist to not go back to Republic City. The hidden village was 3 days away from the city and Kang would have to fill up the Satomobile’s tank. Obviously, the next gas station was in the city, so another delay will not hurt anybody. Whatever plans the new generation of equalists were cooking up, they could wait. (Jian also wanted to make sure, only those papers leave his house that he allowed.)

Kang insisted on making dinner for the both of them, swearing on the Mother of Faces that he can cook now. Well, it was plain noodles with teriyaki sauce with some cabbage (or so he hoped) leaves at best, but compared to the teenage boy, who used the strainer up-side down it was an improvement.

After bidding goodnight to each other, they retired for the night.

Jian had a good time, Kang was a splendid companion when he didn’t pester him about anything related to his old past, but now as Jian was tossing and turning around, he regretted having the other man over. Something was off.

He was sweating, his stomach ached and he felt like he could choke on the air. He would have liked to ease his pain by changing from sleeping on his back into fetal position (his little water tribe lady, his wife, his Inuk, his everything used to do that when she was on her period or when she was pregnant with their children) but somehow, he found himself frozen. He simply couldn’t move.

It was a hellish night. Mornings and him weren’t the best of friends, but he would have welcomed the light of dawn as the sweetest salvation if it would end his suffering sooner. Jian already knew that he must call his boss in the morning, for he had an inkling that he won’t survive the day at work.

Fucking Kang and his fucking talent at food-poisoning.

Jian crawled out of the bed, feeling like death was upon him.

I need some water. Or something strong.

As he opened the door, Kang's sleeping form and loud snoring was the first thing he spotted. Never did Jian feel as grateful as of now for not having neighbours so close to him. They might have thought he was keeping a platypus-bear as a pet, the way the couch shook from Kang's snoring.

Pissed at the younger man's easy sleep, Jian went back to the bedroom, trying to get back to sleep. It was still too early to call his boss and although the man was kind, Jian had a feeling that he wouldn't appreciate it if he were woke up at 6 in the morning because of that.

As Jian's anger and jealousy returned to Kang's probably restful sleep, the thought of the papers the young man requested came to him suddenly. He had plenty of time to get through what Kang could take. He also wouldn't have to worry about keeping an eye on Kang if he took something else if Jian goes through it quickly before the other man woke up. He pulled out the two boxes under his bed and sat down on the floor. There were some of them that Jian decided by a single glance if they stay or not. And some where put in the corner waiting to be judged, as he was torn by the indecision. Some of those included his writings. They were damned good one, but that's why they were so dangerous. After years, he still could manipulate the words that even Jian found himself under the spell of the writings. But the memory of seeing and being subjected to his bloodbending quickly knocked his senses back. He almost puked up, even though nothing was in his stomach.

No. These will stay here. Kang can take one of the bloodbender's pieces but that's all.

As Jian seperated the approved documents, he glanced around if everything was ist in order. His eyes found itself resting on the things that remained in one of the boxes. Jian knew, even before he pulled out the documents, that those will stay, no matter what. Two notebooks and letters containing Polaroids about Avatar Korra. So, so many Polaroids. Jian should have thrown them out a long time ago, but the depression after the revolution influenced him to commit the greatest sin, one that he never forgave when it came to his commerades under the Equalist era: Sloth.

Now he really should get rid of them.

It would make me look like an old lecherous stalker if somebody discoverd them. The notebooks, however...

Jian opened the one covered in brown leather once, and to his surprise it was the bloodbender's life story, or so theorized. After the first few sentences he closed it and put it away. The black one, he didn't even look into it. Ignorance is a bliss. He didn't want to sympathise with that monster.

How the tables have turned. Long ago I despised all benders and the Avatar and worshiped the ground he walked on. Now I don't even want to give him a single drop of empathy.

Jian, hearing noises, packed the right documents in one of the boxes and took it out to a sleepy Kang.

„Good morning. Your papers.” - Jian greeted and put the box on the table.

„Good morning! Did you sleep well? You don't look good, sit down and I'll make breakfast, okay?”

„Don't you dare! You stay there until you have to go. Stay away from my kitchen.” - Commanded Jian, pointing a finger at Kang to emphasise that his will be done.

„Good fucking morning my ass.” - Kang mumbled under his breath, mood souring at the lieutenant's sudden tyranny over the kitchen.

„Language boy!”

„Yes, sir.”

***

„Thank you Lie..Jian! Thank you, the others will be grateful to you forever.” - Kang said, as he was putting the box inside the Satomobile.

„They can show their gratitude by not using you as carrier pigeon.” - Kang had the decency to blush. Jian didn't want to hurt his feelings, if he did, but he would appreciate it greatly if that was the last time the new gen Equalists bothered him. – „Of course, you are always welcome when you need an old friend. This old fox can teach you some tricks. Like how to cook without paralysing somebody.” - he added with a wink.

„I don't know what could have happened. I was fine the whole time.”

„I noticed.” - Jian deadpaned. – „Never mind, have a nice journey.”

When Kang left, that same terrible illness came over him. He should go to a healer, but in this condition it's a wonder he can still walk, let alone drive.

I can ask one of the villagers.

But that idea as fast as it came, it went away quickly as a familiar voice called out to him when he closed the door.

„Hello Jian.” - Jian whipped around, eyes widening mouth dropped open at the sight of him. Or some shape-shifting spirit that decided to mess with him by taking the form of him. Of Amon. Whoever stood before him, he smiled. – „We have much to discuss.”

***

Jian never felt so emotionally drained like this before. Finally, the war he felt he was fighting ended. Not without Amon causing horrible damages inside his little home, and drinking blood from his neck, but Jian won. He sat in his armchair, thinking over everything that happened.

Amon was alive. No, scracth that, Amon was back from the dead. He was now a dark spirit, drinks blood as if it were water, looked like a love child between a human and an Eel-hound, and wanted Jian to be his lover. Or so Amon said.

Once upon a time, I would have become his without an single thought.

But as any normal betrayed person would have reacted, he refused. No matter how much Amon was throwning things around. No matter how loving he tried to be to Jian.

Looking back on things, he didn't know what Amon was doing here exactly. The man said he wanted love, Jian's love, but something was off. As time proved it, Jian didn't know the man as he believed it, but he knew when Amon was hiding something. He noticed it when he served under him, that sometimes the leader was holding back informations from the Equalists. That some people might never come back from the fights. Or that Hiroshi Sato's machinery isn't as reliable at sometimes. Or that why he needs so many pictures and facts about the Avatar. And surprise, surprise Jian was right. When Amon gave up, he knocked over his table with that massive tail of his and hissed in that reptalian way of his, more to himself than to Jian:

„Fine then. Spirits know, I know that you wouldn't have filled that hole, no matter how hard I try. It's her, it's always been her.” - He stopped in the middle of the room – „I'll have her. No matter what the cost.” - he turned to him – „Farewell Jian. I won't bother you again. But beware, don't tell a soul what happened. I might not show mercy like the last time. Like now.”

Her? Who? Poor woman.

Before Jian could have asked who was the unfortunate soul to deserve Amon's undivided attention, the spirit vanished. Jian could finally breathe. But couldn't rest. He had this gut feeling, that whatever the spirit is up to, it it's going to be a nasty affair.

Perhaps I should contact the Avatar.

It made him immensely curious, how Avatar Korra would react at the news. At first he was hopeless enough to reach out for her, but now Amon wasn't a problem anymore for him.

Would she laugh at me or look at me in absolute terror?

Jian shook his head. He had to find out who that woman cloaked in mystery was, Amon's fixation. After he gathered some information, he's going to forward it to the Avatar. The question was, where he should start it? He thought that it was somebody from the past, it was doubtful that Amon fell for a spirit.

The notebooks!

Jian rushed into the bedroom spilling out the papers from the remaining box. From his floor, Avatar Korra was staring at him from various pictures as they spilled over. He picked up the brown notebook and started to read. His eyes searched through the words for any clue that would give it away. But as he read, he found himself pulled into the sad, pitiful life of Noatak and the bitter, hateful one of Amon.

***

The brown one didn't contain anything. As he read on, he found some names that weren't relatives of Noatak and were his lovers, but nothing special about the stood out. Jian practically ate up the words, analysed them from every angle, but the women in there were nothing obsessed to be over. At least Amon wrote them about that way. Jian sighed, frustrated. What he thought was a genius idea to look through the notebooks didn't seem to offer the clue he thought he would. He glanced down at the black one, wondering if he should even try it. Jian shrugged, it wouldn't hurt to look through. He didn't know yet, what was inside.

***

I hate that I admire the Avatar. But how could I not? This magical, no, otherworldly being is all that consumes my thoughts. The power the Avatar carries in a simple, mortal body is fascinating. Bloodbending should have killed the vessel, but no, Avatar Aang conquerd the most lethal bending style. And then rid Yakone of his power. I aspire to be that strong. Maybe even stronger than the Avatar.

***

I hate that Avatar Aang died before I could talk to him. I wanted to get behind his reasonings. Why doesn't he rid every criminal of their bending? Why? It should be a part of his duty. To make the streets of Republic City safe against scum like this but he doesn't. Doesn't he see the life that non-benders here suffer because of that ignorance?

***

I hate that the new Avatar, the one I eventually have to face is a little girl. It's hard to imagine that this young, child with that little beer-belly of hers is going to grow up into the most powerful being in the world. Though, I can already tell by that picture in the newspaper that she tries to master the glare that should make enemies tremble. It's like watching a polar-bear-puppy scare away the bigger, smarter, stronger predator. Should I try to take her away? And teach her my ways, my philosophy? With her by my side I would be unstoppable. But then I could not show the world that I am stronger, I can protect them, I can rule over them. Decision, decisions...

***

I hate that the Avatar arrived earlier than expected. My plans have to be set in motion so much sooner. In the mean time, I should take a closer look at the girl. Let's see if she became as fierce as that baby picture of hers promised.

***

The Avatar graced us with her presence tonight at my revelation. I feel honoured. I hate that she couldn't stay for a while. A little chat between just the two of us would have made my night even better. But alas, I couldn't imagine a better messenger than the Avatar herself. I let her run. Let her spread the fear in the city. Like to a singing canary, the people turn to her, listen to her, belive her. Fly around and sing, my little canary. You make my job all the time more easier.

***

I hate that Tarrlok got his hands on her. That my brother, like a pythonaconda he is, snatched up the girl into his task-force. It was part of my plan, that Tarrlok would do something like this, but I didn't imagine that he wouldn't use only his silver-tounge to achieve that. I don't think Tarrlok has ever spent so much money on anything, not even for himself, let alone on a slip of a girl. But looking at the picture of them, it won't last. Tarrlok can't handle that girl, but he will eventually learn. But I love the dress Tarrlok specifically sent for the Avatar. She looks gorgeous in it, with that worried expression on her face.

***

I hate that I had to bring my followers with me, tonight. But the girl needs to learn to fear me. As I fear what would happen if the two of us were alone. Would she have beaten me tonight? Would I have been the reason for the girl to unlock the avatar state? After all, Avatar Aang couldn't control it ever. It brings shiver down my spine, that it could have been me to make the girl reveal the power she hides behind that soft skin. All that power, waiting for me to destroy. Yes, the Avatar shall be destroyed, but what will become of the girl? What shall become of you?

***

I hate that the girl haunts me. I already slept and woke with the idea of the Avatar ever since Yakone's obsession festered in both of us, his sons. But that tender skin like silk makes me shiver whenever I think about it.

Would her dark hair feel as soft if I would run through my fingers through those curls. Her blue eyes, clearer than any water in the world is so expressive. Would those eyes reflect fear like at Avatar Aang Memorial Island? Or anger? Or...

***

I hate this picture of her. Where she's kissing a firebender brat. Does she even know how to do it properly? Did those two fumble around or one of them took control? How many experiences can a girl have if she was locked away in a compound? How those lips would feel on mine? Oh...I should not.

***

I hate that she wakes jealousy in me. Possessiveness. That firebender boy. The earthbender. Tarrlok. Even some of my equalists. Kang, that little boy, who attached himself to Lieutenant pissed himself when I Iooked at him as he was talking about the "pretty Avatar". I should've controlled myself better, he is but a boy, full of hormones. But the pretty Avatar seems to bring out the worst in me.

***

I hate that the Polaroids aren't enough for me. I need to see her. In the flesh.

***

I hate that as the girl mastu-

Jian closed the notebook and went to bed. He didn't touch it again for a few days. But then he continued.

***

I hate that as the girl masturbates it's probably not me she imagines. Her moans are the sweetest sounds I've heard in a long time. I wish I could touch her with my bloodbending to feel how the sensation runs through her, the way she experiences it. I wish I could climb through her window and take charge of her pleasure. But I only have place in her nightmares. I hate that instead of rapture, the girl screams my name in horror. And it's not even the real one.

***

I hate that her name rolls on my tounge. Like a prayer to the most divine being. Korra. I want her to say my name with the same devotion as I do hers.

***

I hate that she slips through my fingers as we pursue each other. That she couldn't get into the air ship I escaped with after the arena. That she, even as afraid and weakened she must have been after Tarrlok's treatment of her, that Beifong didn't betray the girl. But perhaps I should feel grateful for that. If her and me were to be alone....oh, Korra. How I hate everything about you. Your talent that I am going to steal. They way you carry yourself. The way you talk. The way you represent something I could have become if I choose another path. How I hate the desire I feel to kiss you senseless. How I hate, that all I can think of is you beneath me, breathless from what I am planning to do to you. Stealing your bending and...making you mine. Fully. Permanently. How I hate that I want your loyalty, affections, anger, sorrow, love...everything. I hate that I want you to reciprocate. Why do I love you?

***

Jian tried to absorb all the things he read. And saw. He had to admit, Amon was a talented artist, the notebook was filled to the brim with pencil drawings of Avatar Korra. It felt like the girl is alive, looking at Jian, with sad eyes, angry eyes, happy eyes. As if the girl from could reach out to him from the papers any moment. (But the most realistic one perhaps was the full bodied piece of her, lustful, teary eyes looking him, the reader, fingers deep inside her womanly part. Or perhaps not. He looked at it only once, and then closed it as fast as he realised what was staring back at him. He clutched the notebook to his chest, like the action would seal the knowledge away forever.)

On the outside, Jian followed his daily routines he was supposed to. He woke up, went to work, and slept. But all of his actions was shadowed by the thought of Amon and the Avatar. On what should he do?

Should I warn her? She must know about Amon now, it's been three months.

The radio, like a harbinger of doom, answered his mental battle. Jian dropped the tray filled with tea mugs he was carrying around his colleagues, as it was his turn now. They turned to him, calling for him, gently shaking him, asking what was wrong? But the only thing he could think about was that Hiroshi's pride and joy was dead.

***

After three years, Jian decided to reach out to Avatar Korra.
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