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Summary: 
            Korra knows a special place to indulge in her darkest fantasy. Every time she says it'll be the last time. Every time it isn't.

          







Leave It On

Author's Note:
      I was told that we're supposed to write absolutely filthy smut for Thanksgiving so that people have to read it around their families and keep a straight face. So here you go. Happy Thanksgiving!

    


    
    The hat had been a gift from Asami. The irony wasn’t lost on Korra as she yanked it low over her face again. She’d gotten rid of so much, after, but for some reason this stupid purple hat that she’d never once worn in broad daylight had endured the purge of her ex’s influence. Now as she hurried through the dark and twisting streets that skirted Republic City’s industrial district she was grateful to look nothing at all like herself. Stylish, anonymous. Just a woman with somewhere to be. Even on a cold night well past moonset Korra wasn’t taking any chances. 

The alley she finally turned down was unmarked. Korra had never figured out if that was on purpose or not, not that it mattered. Those who knew, knew. Those who didn’t probably shouldn’t and they’d all be happier that way. If one could call whatever this was happiness. Every time Korra came here she told herself it was the last time. Every time it wasn’t.

“This is the last time,” she hissed to herself as she rounded the final corner. Only the buildings heard her lie. 

The red door to Moonshadow was marked only by a crescent painted with gold leaf carved deep into the wood. Korra didn’t knock. The door was always unlocked. It was only inside that she encountered security in the form of a bouncer nearly as tall as Tenzin. Korra pulled the hated hat down again. The bouncer made a point to keep his eyes forward anyway. In a place like Republic City Korra was far from the only familiar face to visit a place like Moonshadow, and they knew their business. 

“Here for a good time.” Korra pitched her voice high just in case. The bouncer only turned his palm upwards. A stupid amount of bills changed hands and then he was pulling open the metal door behind him, the whole transaction as wordless and commonplace as opening the door at the bank. Korra scurried past him and hated herself for it. There was nothing wrong with her, she had nothing to hide. And anyway this was the last time. 

The alcove beyond was lit only with the faintest watery blue light. Beyond it was a set curtains; velvet, drawn. Set into the wall beside her were a series of small wooden drawers like one might find on a file set. Each drawer had a name and a short description painted on it with the same gold leaf as the carved crescent moon at the entrance. Korra scanned the offerings as she pretended to deliberate. She could try something else tonight. It didn’t have to be him. Yet her hand drifted to the old familiar drawer as if on puppet strings. It slid open easily, as it always did. Korra held her breath, half hoping to find it empty this time, to be forced to choose anything other than what she’d come for. Instead, inside was a large brass key and two slips of paper. On one was a room number: eight. On the other was a short menu with prices. 

Korra swallowed hard and took the key in one shaking hand. With the other she quickly made a series of marks on the menu paper with one of the stubby pencils provided. More money went into the drawer along with the slip. Korra closed the drawer with a snap, panting. On the other side of the wall she heard a shuffling noise, followed by a scrape of the paper and money being retrieved. A part of her whispered that it wasn’t too late to turn back tonight even still, that she could go home, run a bath, flick the bean, call Mako, anything. Anything. Then she strode resolutely through the curtains. 

Inside was a short hallway lit with the same thin blue light. It was lined with doors. Korra walked quickly to the one that matched her key, careful not to listen too hard as she went. She couldn’t hear anything from the hallway and didn’t want to know if she could. Instead she knocked swiftly at the door to room eight and counted to thirty. Her key slid easily into the lock. The tumbler turned silently, as if it wanted her to. It was the last chance to turn back and she knew it. Her breath tore in and out of her lungs. The key clattered slightly in the lock where she held it.

Korra exhaled and pushed open the door. Inside was a wall of equipment and a bed on which had been set two items. The first was a thin coil of rope. The second was a set of clothes. A very familiar set of clothes.

Her clothes.

Korra finally took of the stupid purple hat and shook out her hair. From here it was all business. Her hands steadied as she took off her boots, pants, and the old green tunic she’d worn and folded them and set them in a basket in the corner. Then she took off everything else and set about dressing in the Korra-clothes that had been provided by Moonshadow. Pants, tunic, overskirt. Even her arm wraps. In some ways this was the strangest part of the whole experience. There were no mirrors in room number eight but Korra knew if there had been she might have been looking at a version of herself from seven years ago. A woman who’d just saved the world, a hero. A woman with a home and a loving girlfriend who hadn’t yet moved to the far-off Fire Nation. But there weren’t any mirrors so Korra sat on the bed and waited.

It didn’t take long. Two minutes, maybe three, and there was another knock at the door.

“Come in,” said Korra. She hated the slight tremble in her voice nearly as much as the flare of anticipation between her legs. 

The door swung open. He came in. 

“It’s nice to see you again, Avatar,” the man purred. His voice was velvet. That was the worst part, she’d decided. How close whoever this really was had gotten the voice. The look was right, too. As always he was tall and broad and dressed in the dark gray hooded cloak that had once haunted her nightmares. The skin on his slender fingers was only a shade or two lighter than her own. The colors of home. Bright blue eyes glittered behind the slits in his pale mask. 

“That makes one of us,” said Korra, her mouth dry. She jabbed her chin in his direction. “Take it off.”

“As you say.” Amon pushed back his hood to reveal a shock of thick brown hair. One by one he undid the buttons on his jacket, then the belt. Both clattered to the floor. Then the shirt beneath. He had hair on his chest—not a lot, but more than any man Korra had ever been with. His muscles gleamed in the low light as if he’d oiled them. Finally he stepped out of his pants. He wore nothing beneath. His hands went to his mask.

“No!” Korra said quickly. “Not that. Leave it on.” 

Amon only inclined his head. Then he simply stood there in his nakedness. Korra could see a few small scars among the smooth expanse of his skin, noted how his hair thickened and darkened around his already half-erect cock. There were no obvious tells. With the mask on he might have been the real thing. 

“Get on the bed,” she said. Amon strode over to the bed and sat down beside her as Korra picked up the rope. “Hands behind your back.” Amon dutifully crossed his wrists at the small of his back and waited while Korra tied one of the knots she’d tried to show Asami once.  Ow, you’re hurting me! You don’t know your own strength, Korra. Can’t we just... The beginning of the end, she knew now. Korra had needs she’d learned soft, kind, pretty Asami Sato could never fulfill. Asami deserved to be a princess with a husband who’d die with his head between her legs before disappointing her. And Korra, Korra deserved this. She finished the knots and stood. 

“Lie back.” Amon tipped himself backwards onto the bed. His feet remained planted. He was fully hard now, and the way his hands tented at the base of his spine pushed his hips up so that his thick cock stood up like a ship’s mast. The reddened tip glistened. Korra found herself licking her lips. 

“Now, tell me how I have you at my mercy,” she said. 

Amon’s voice was low and musical. “You’ve finally caught me, Avatar,” he said. “You’ve overpowered me. I have no choice now but to submit to your mercy. Have your way with me.”

Korra stepped forward and wrapped her hand around his cock. Amon said nothing, but she saw the way the big muscles in his thighs twitched at the contact. The casting at Moonshadow was good that way. It never felt like anyone was faking it. Korra licked her palm and slid it down to the base and back up again three times before giving it a healthy squeeze. Amon grunted softly behind his mask. 

She turned then to the rack on the wall that up until now she’d mostly ignored. The contents were unsurprising. Korra trailed her fingers over a long rod with a fringed leather tip before deciding she wasn’t in the mood tonight. A few knobs down hung the straps in various sizes. Korra didn’t select the largest, but nearly. She was powerful. She was the Avatar, but even more than that, she was Korra. Her strap should reflect that. 

Korra took the strap and a bottle of oil and set them on the bed where she knew Amon could see them. He didn’t react. Then she shucked out of her Korra-costume pants, boots, and overskirt, leaving only the tank top and arm wraps. 

“On your knees on the bed,” she said. Amon wiggled onto his stomach and climbed the rest of the way onto the bed. He spread his knees a little, clearly getting comfortable. He’d seen what was coming. Meanwhile Korra fastened on the strap. The weight felt satisfying against her hips. 

“Tell me how badly you want it.” Korra uncapped the bottle of oil and slathered it over the strap. “Tell me you need it, Amon.”

“I need it.” His voice was slightly muffled by the bedsheets. “I need you to fuck me, Korra. That’s all I ever wanted, from the first time I saw you on Aang Memorial Island. Your power, I crave it. I—” but Korra had stopped listening. Aang Memorial Island. That was the first time she’d ever met Amon, though she’d seen him before in disguise. How many people knew that? As far as she was aware that meeting was never public. Was it?

Korra reached over and grabbed a tuft of the man’s hair. “How did you know that?” she hissed.

“What?”

“How did you know about the first time I—uh, Korra—met Amon?”

“I… do my research, Avatar. It is my job to know.” His voice still smooth as silk. Unruffled, as if he were sipping wine on a terrace instead of tied up naked in a sex club with a dildo the size of his forearm hovering two inches from his ass. Spirits, he sounded exactly the same. He always did. And that, that voice, was what Korra knew in her heart kept her coming back here. She hadn’t defeated Amon. He hadn’t seen justice. They’d never found the bodies. But here, here he would finally submit to her, and whatever it was that had been unresolved between them for so long was for a few brief minutes calmed.

“Shut up.” Korra released his hair and positioned her strap. The cock that hung between his legs looked even bigger now, somehow. Maybe it was the angle, the blood running down. Or maybe he really did want this. Korra decided she didn’t care and pushed forward. She went slow, she knew from the times before that she had to, just little dips of her hips as Amon grunted into the quilt. It didn’t take long though. A man working at Moonshadow with a little wooden box of his description would be used to this.

Korra bottomed out a few minutes later and Amon actually moaned. His thigh muscles jittered and his hands clenched where they were still tied firmly behind his back. Utterly within her power. Korra slid the dildo out and then slammed it back in. Again. Again. Again.

“Is this what you wanted?” she growled. She slapped one taut cheek of his ass and watched the reddened impression fade. “Is this what you wanted from me?”

“Y-yes.” 

Korra reached between his legs with one oil-slicked hand and found his hot cock. She started stroking it, fast, her rhythm matching that of her fucking and her own building climax. Sweat dripped down her nose and onto Amon’s naked back. Close, so close. The only sounds now were the sharp slapping of skin on skin and their ragged, panting breaths. 

Korra came in a wracking, full-body way that only seemed to accompany these sessions. Her very toes shook with it. Amon gasped beneath her. And Korra pulled out. Her hand stilled. Amon’s cock throbbed beneath her palm, desperate for release, but she didn’t give it. She uncurled her hand and started unbuckling the strap. Amon whined face-down into the bed like a kicked puppy.

“And none for you,” said Korra, tossing the strap in a different basket for used equipment. She cleaned herself off with the towels provided and put those, too, in the basket before dressing. The Amon actor didn’t move. He just stayed there, ass in the air, cock hanging down, hands behind his back and his mask pressed into the mattress. Only when she’d fully dressed did Korra untie his hands. 

“I won’t be back,” she said, jamming the purple hat down on her head again. “I won’t.” 

But she would.
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