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Summary: 
            Amorra week 2026 day 1: Whispers In The Dark/Skillet

Korra is haunted by Amon. Literally.

          







1. Chapter 1

Author's Note:
      Like Cinderella, before midnight strikes I present you fanfictions for Amorra week. Initially, I didn't want to share the fics, but since two of my recomendations made it into the final promtpts, I thought screw it. Sorry for the late update!

Any advice is welcome, but one thing I would appreciate the most is if you guys would pray for me if you worship God from one off the Abrahamic religions, send me good manifestations if you're a witch, or just wish me good luck if you are a non-beliver. I have really shitty weeks behind my back and I don't need an Ao3 curse in my life now.

Enjoy! Or not!

    


    
    Korra’s first thought was that it was just the trick of the mind.

Hallucinations, like in the good ol’ days (those lonely years, where she was trying to overcome her traumas), when she was having daily encounters with her corrupted self in the Avatar state and occasionally remembering what Amon (and Tarrlok. How could she ever forget about Tarrlok?), Unalaq and Zaheer with his team put her through.

Since she knew that those wounds in her might never disappear, but they dull in time, she tried to ignore the surreal feeling of being watched.

From the corner of hers and Asami’s flat, on the street, almost anywhere. She even sensed of being stalked in the bathroom, as if somebody was standing behind the curtain of the shower, like in that moving picture show Bolin had dragged them (thanks Bo) once for a fleeting moment. But as quickly that moment came it left just as fast.

The keyword is tried. Korra throughout the years learned to be more patient than she was at 17 years old, however these strange occurrences of being seen by something or someone in her domestic life with Asami quickly got on her nerves.

Her annoyance slowly turned into paranoia, when she felt touches on her body. Slight pressures here and there at first, when her eyes are closed. Again, just the tricks of the mind.

It wasn’t even that bad in the beginning, with the softest of touches on her hair, on the back of her hand, on her lips, under her chin, on her forehead where her chakra was, as if somebody’s finger brushed there. On places where Asami often brushes her fingers in their quiet moments, so it did not occur to Korra that when she was taking a nap, when she was between dream and reality it is not actually Asami doing it.

She only realised this, when once she fully awoke to the feeling of a finger brushing her lips gently like her lover would, and she opened her eyes to nothing. Absolutely nothing.

After that, she called out to her Sami affectionately, if a bit freaked out, if she’s home. No answer came to her question.

Asami arrived back around five hours later after the incident, asking Korra how her day was with a tired albeit kind smile followed by a peck on the lips.

Korra pondered on telling her about the strange situation she had, but ultimately decided to keep it to herself. She did not want to stress Asami out with this, she worked tirelessly at the company. Even after Korra had endured many of the creepy, invisible touches. Even after she had started hearing voices.

Well, it was just one voice, but Korra couldn’t understand the murmurs that surrounded her. As if she were underwater and the sounds couldn’t reach her clearly. (The fact that she felt nauseous whenever she experienced such encounters, if she could refer to these as such, did not ease her paranoia.) Later, the murmurs advanced to whispers, where she could distinguish the words that left the invisible man’s mouth.

He often called out to her when darkness covered the room, calling her by her title or sometimes just wanted to grab her attention by saying her name.

However, the urge to tell her girlfriend what was going on when the feathery touches became bolder was brewing in her. Finger intertwined with hers, finger in her hair, hands squeezing her hips, hands covering her face and neck. The breaking point for her came when a blushing Asami gifted her with matching betrothal necklaces, asking her if she would spend the rest of their lives as wives rather than girlfriends.

Before Korra’s yes could even form in her thoughts, the necklaces fell out of Asami’s hands as the non-bender let out a painful shriek. The jewels landed on the floor unharmed, but not for long. As if somebody stepped on them, the stones broke to pieces.

The Avatar felt the invisible eyes on her like never before. Goosebumps covered her entire body, her stomach started to coil like a Prickle Snake trying to make a home inside her, starting to sweat like crazy, standing there paralysed. Korra thought the being will finally stop this charade and reveal himself in front of them. Then, Korra could feel normal a bit thankfully and not like she will spiral into madness.

However, after a few minutes, she could breathe steadily again. The being left quietly.

“Korra, what was that?!” - a freaked out Asami asked.

“Are you alright?”

“I am, but...Korrra, what was this? A spirit?

“I don’t know...”

Since there was nothing left to hide, the young woman unpacked all the bizarre things that had happened until this moment, burying her face in Asami’s neck with tearful eyes.

“If he’s a spirit, why wouldn’t reveal himself to me? I can’t help somebody if he acts like this. Or I am just being a terrible Avatar again….

“Don’t speak like that, Korra. Is it possible that he is just not strong enough yet to communicate more clearly? That’s why he just whispers and touches you to let the Avatar know he’s here? And the grabbing… maybe he got a little impatient. Or...I don’t know…I know not how the spirits work.”

“Then he could stop acting like a creepy fucker”- scoffed the master of the elements.

Asami couldn’t help but giggle at Korra’s bluntness, even if the situation would not allow it. She loved this side of her lover dearly.

Korra shot her a soft smile.

“Come on, let’s go to bed. You’ll wake up in the morning quite early for that trip of yours. Varrick must be fucking excited for this new project of yours.”

“Ah, don’t remind me. I can’t wait to be back already.” - as Asami started to stand up, her gaze landed on the remains of the necklaces – “Well, we should probably clean up first.” she concluded sadly. “I made them myself, you know? I should have waited until I came back from the trip, but I couldn’t wait to give them to you. Plus, I was scared I will mess it up, for weeks I could not sleep peacefully. I even did a rehearsal for the homeless people around the block before I took a step into the building.”

Korra completely charmed by her girlfriend (fiancée. Asami will be her wife) helped with her air bending, quickly picking up the tiny pieces of the broken stones and threw them into the trash, so none of them get cut by them.

“Couldn’t wait to see me in nothing but in that betrothal necklace, huh? naughty girl”- Korra smirked at her fiancée.

“Maybe”- Asami answered back with a smirk of her own.

“Well then, come on. Let me give you a little goodbye gift.”- The Avatar opened the bedroom door as she backed up against it, while using her left forefinger to motion Asami into getting closer to her.

“Just a little? I’m hurt.”

“Yes, just a little. But when you return, you might get a bigger gift from me.”

Maybe I could get new lingerie pieces for the both of us.

“Then I am going to ditch Varrick as soon as possible.”

The women giggled as they fell on the bed, loosing themselves in each other’s kisses.

***

The women woke up to the harsh ringing of the clock. Asami tried to stop Korra from getting out of the bed (mornings were still a tough enemy for her), but she insisted on, at the least, bidding goodbye to her fiancée, if she would not let her and Naga take Asami to the docks.

“Don’t be silly, Korra. I don’t want Naga to be burdened with that many bags and suitcase. It’s easier for me to go with a Sato-mobile.”

So, the Avatar just put on her pyjama, while Asami was dressing up in a comfortable trousers and shirt for the trip. She looked into the mirror that was hanging on the wall of their bedroom looking for mistakes that needed a patch up. Korra could have seen her own reflection, the hint of the door that lead to the connected bathroom, and the bed if she woud have bothered looking.

Asami pecked her lover on the cheek before she closed the door behind her, leaving the Avatar all alone in the flat. In the hopes of falling asleep quickly, Korra crawled back into bed. She almost did.

Korra sensed soft fingers brushing down on her cheek that brought a smile to her face before snuggling her face into the pillow. Until she remembered that Asami already left the flat.

Her eyes shot open, jumping out of the bed, looking around the room wildly.

“Alright, I had enough of you. Show yourself to me!”

The temperature of the room dropped considerably. She was sweating again, her stomach was aching and she breathed in the air quicker. Then she felt hands gripping her arms spinning her around to come face to face with the mysterious spirit.

The angry scowl on her face turned into terror in a second.

Before her stood a smiling man, that promised her long ago her destruction. A man that caused havoc in Republic City by exploiting the tensions between non-benders and benders. A man that haunted her nightmares for a long period and cruelly blood bent her.

Amon.

He looked different to say the least. The iconic mask of his was gone, but Korra could never forget his face, even if she just got a glimpse of it from far away.  The other parts of him however...the old equalist clothes he wore were torn in some places. His skin had turned purple. Instead of the colour of ice, his eyes like little suns were glowing in the darkness of the room and on his cheeks gill like things were glowing as well. His hands and legs reminded Korra of an Eel Hound, only difference was that Amon’s hands weren’t as lean as the animal’s. (But the claws were just as sharp, as they dug into her skin.) He also possessed a long tail now, that was lazily swirling on the floor.

Amon’s smile widened at her reaction, which allowed Korra to get a glimpse of sharp teeth. They were like the teeth of a Tiger Shark. Then he decided to break the silence.

“Hello again, Avatar. It has been a while.”

The last thing Korra remembered was this new monstrous face of her once enemy and reptile like arms holding onto her as she fainted.

***

She woke up, hours later, tucked into the bed. Her nausea during the nightmare about Amon (because it was just a bad dream, nothing more) faded away. Getting out of bed was still a challenge for her though, for she was shaking very hard. Taking deep breaths eventually calmed her enough to gather enough strength for getting out of bed for a glass of water.

As she was making her way to the kitchen, on the kitchen table a note was left behind.

“I will reaper again as soon as the sun went down. Try not to faint again, Avatar.”

***

As he promised, Amon did return that evening.

Korra was sitting in one of the chairs in the kitchen. The nausea came back with a vengeance as soon as Amon revealed himself in front of her.

As much as Korra wanted to have Naga with her, she left her dear companion down in the kennel they built with Asami. As long as Korra was not sure what powers the Amon gained with his new form, she deemed it safer to greet the ex-equalist leader alone.

Said leader, without much invitation took a seat on the chair that was closest to Korra, on the woman’s right side, leaning back, his left arm resting on the table.

She did not spare a single glance at him, rather she was staring into her steamy jasmine tea.

It was unfathomable to Korra what Amon could possibly trying to achieve this time. All the questions she could have asked of him didn’t find their way out of her mouth. Ultimately, the simplest question was satisfactory enough for her:

“Why are you here?”

Amon’s fingers were drumming on the table, not answering right away. Korra held onto her cup tighter.

If you want to terrify me, you already accomplished that quite nicely, fucker.

Instead of giving her a straight answer, the revolutionist decided to speak about a completely different subject.

“You have grown since the last time I saw you. You don’t possess the baby-face of that snotty 17 years old girl I had the chance to meet. How long ago was it? If my memory serves correctly, a decade has passed us by.”

His left hand rose from behind the back of the chair, immediately trying to reach for Korra’s hair, while continuing his speech.

“You cut your hair. What happened to those wolf-tails of yours? I have always wondered on that, ever since I laid my eyes on you again.” – his goal was stopped by Korra’s hand, finally locking eyes with the man. It brought a lazy smile to his face. – “Apparently, you also gained the confidence to finally look me in the eye on your own.”

Korra shoved his hand away roughly.

“You, Amon, had always loved to brag about your plans for the future. Why are you avoiding it now? Why are you here?”

“I will let you know it in time, Avatar. My, it seems you are still as impatient as ever.” – the sound of his mocking voice brought back memories about him broadcasting through the radio his demands. So self-assured, that the city will play by his rules. In a way, they played right into his hands.

I must control myself. Don’t let him rattle you so.

She stood up, letting out a deep breath.

Fuck it, this won’t work now.

She retreated into the living room, a headache already following in her footsteps. So did that fucking spirit.

Korra massaged her temple while Amon got comfortable on the couch.

“I was wondering, why do the Sato heiress and the Avatar live in a flat together. Hiroshi is richer than the kings were in the fairy tales I grew up on and you are the world’s most famous hero throughout many eras. How come you two are not in a mansion?”

Did he become madder after death? – Korra thought to herself bitterly. The ex-terrorist was chatting with her as if it was the most normal thing in the world.

However, she let him talk.

If I ease this fucker into talking by playing his game he might slip up. Who am I kidding? This is Amon. Still, fortune favours the bold.

His face was neutral when Korra turned to him. The wall supporting her back gave her a sense of comfort as she backed into it.

“After Hiroshi sacrificed himself Asami wanted out of that mansion. It was already too big for her, even when me and the boys stayed over when her father was in prison, but after that she couldn’t stand the thought of occupying it anymore. For me, it doesn’t matter where I live, I survive anywhere.”

A thoughtful “hmm” was Amon’ only acknowledgment and then took lead of the conversation again:

“I am surprised to see you in a relationship with Ms. Sato. Last I remembered, you were throwing a gust of wind at me because of that fire bender boy. What was his name again?”- that fucking mocking tone of his returned.

“Don’t pretend.”- Korra scoffed – “You must have had a collection of facts about me as soon as you found out I arrived in Republic City. A few names to gather mustn’t have been so difficult to you spies.

Amon, to the Avatar’s irritation, still pretended to be guessing the name of her friends.

“Hmmm, Mako right? He is the fire bender. And his brother is Bolin, I think. Both were so entranced by you. How exactly did you end up with Ms. Sato?”

“How does this matter to you? I just did. Mako wasn’t right for me nor for Asami. And I wasn’t right for him either.”

Looking back on those years, Korra got second-hand embarrassment whenever those memories rushed back. Both her and Mako were so young and foolish back then.

“Yes, yes, in my humble opinion, Avatar, fire nation descendants most of the time don’t last with us, water tribe members. Opposite elements, opposite temperaments. We are far more calm-and-collected.”

“Huh, really? Tenzin got his temperament from Katara. I am still as passionate as ever and your brother also didn’t possess the “calm-and-collected” attitude, especially, when it came to getting his way. Well, not when it came to me, who didn’t take his shit.”- she challenged, no longer leaning on the wall – You also were rather theatrical. The mask over Aang’s statute, do you remember that? Or when I always slipped through your and your chi blockers’ fingers? I bet if it weren’t for your mask everybody would have seen your veins popping out on your forehead.”

“Why are you getting is worked up over an opinion, Avatar? Your little girlfriend is also a descendant of the Fire Nation and you two seem just fine to me, so lovey-dovey.”-disgust slipped through his teeth.

“Fiancée. You are talking about my fiancée. I’d like to remind you, just because you broke our betrothal necklaces it didn’t change a single…- during her rant, Korra suddenly halted – Why did you break them?

Amon stayed silent, watching her stepping closer to him. In her anger, Korra didn’t take notice of getting farther from the wall.

“Why are you here wrecking chaos on my life now? You had years to torment me, yet here you are. When I am finally content with my life you barge into it with vengeance. – realization struck her like lightning – “That’s what is this about, right?”

Closer and closer she went to her enemy. Korra could see as his hands dug into the couch.

“It’s about revenge, isn’t it? You became a Dark Spirit, who feeds on misery and chaos, don’t even try to deny it, Amon.” -she was laughing now – “You must feel scorned for how I defeated you and waited for the perfect time to strike.”

In a flash, Amon pounced on her, but she avoided colliding with him. Nevertheless, she forgot about the Amon’s tail that wrapped itself around her ankle. By stealing the floor underneath Korra’s feet, he swiftly grabbed onto the woman’s arms while she was still in the air, trapping her beneath him when the inevitable landing came to an end. The head of her back hurt from the floor’s savage kiss.

Korra tried to wiggle her arms out of his grip, but the man rapidly got hold of her wrists, pinning them down in the short fight. Sitting on her abdomen, he twined his tail around her right leg, leaning down to her face until their noses almost touched.

I’m going to throw up if he doesn’t get off of me this instant. He is so close to me.

They stared at each other, adrenaline pumping in both of them still.

“This business between us is about revenge, yes. But it’s a bit about love too, Avatar.”

What?

Korra roared fire at the man, but the oppressive pressure of his body was gone before it could roast him. Instead, the white ceiling was covered by sooty lines now.

I am a fool. I should have used spirit bending on him the moment he appeared.

But curiosity will be the death of her (or somebody else’s) someday, for she will let him in again.

***

“Is everything alright at home?”- Asami asked her through the phone.

“Not exactly, Sami. I accidentally added a new décor for the ceiling. You know that fire is a fickle element. How do you feel about absurd art?”

“Spirits, what happened?”- worry filled the non-bender’s voice – “Was it the Spirit again?”

Korra wasn’t sure what would be the right decision right now. She still couldn’t figure out what Amon was up to, and if she were to tell Asami who has been haunting them the woman would hop on the next ship available. Or would steal something she could fly with back to Republic City. That was the last thing Korra wanted. Asami, the Avatar reasoned, was much safer in right now in the Fire Nation.

“Yes, it was him.”- she replied. It was not even a white lie if she didn’t let on what had transpired between her and the ex-terrorist.

“Did you pull something out of him? Any information about what he covets or anything?

“No, unfortunately not. He’s still a difficult douchebag.”- The Avatar didn’t care, as Amon sat down on the other end of the couch, if he had heard her comment.

“Are you sure you can handle him alone? I can go back if you want to. Varrick cancelled many meetings with me before spontaneously, it’s time I give him a taste of his own medicine.”- Annoyance was the only emotion Korra could hear from Asami’s voice. No matter how times changed, Varrick didn’t.

“Haha, no, no it’s all good. I am a big girl, Sami. I’ll finish this little problem before you come back.”- Korra threw glances at the man beside her. He didn’t seem bothered by it as he was leaning back on the couch, head tilted back, eyes shut.

On the other end of the line, her fiancée sighed. Korra tried to ignore it.

“Okay, Korra. I trust your judgement, but if you need me just call and I’ll be there as fast as I can.”

“I would never dare to disturb those eight lovely days with Varrick.” – she teased.

“Ugh, make it ten. He and Zhu Li are going to come back with me on the voyage to Republic City.”

“Fantastic.”- the sarcasm slipped out of her tone. Varrick would definitely invite himself over. Speaking of men stepping into home where they weren’t welcomed, Amon suddenly chuckled quietly. Asami couldn’t have possibly hear it, but it still made Korra agonise over the thought of it. Thankfully, her fiancée wished her sweet dreams, while making Korra promise again if there is a problem, she will let her know or their other friends.

The phone was put down with more strength than the woman would have liked, but she couldn’t help herself.

“I thought you wouldn’t comeback tonight. Well, I hoped after what happened you would show mercy to me and let me be.”

Let tonight’s shitshow begin.

“Last night we couldn’t finish what we have started.”- Amon answered, keeping his posture.

“It wasn’t my fault! You, were the one who jumped at me! For whatever reason that set you off.”

The man opened his eerie eyes, assessing her from head-to-toe. Despite that she was mostly trembling in fury, fear swept through her as she recalled how easily she found herself under Amon’s heavy body. His gaze, however, was a tougher burden than Korra could bear. It always was.

“If you will listen and not cut into my words Avatar, I will enlighten you about why I decided to dwell here. I am sure you are dying of curiosity. Can you do that?”

“I don’t swear on things I know I can’t keep.”

“Who would have thought?”- impatient sneer was Amon’s only reply. He stood up, walking back and forth in front of her in the tiny living room. It reminded Korra of Naga, when the polar-bear-dog was playing with her prey before going for the kill.

She stayed still as possible. The man proved it to her last night, that one wrong move or word could rile him up making him slip away from her. That would also make this thing between them last longer than it should be.

Korra let out a heavy sigh.

Give him what he wants. For now.

“Alright then. Speak. I won’t interrupt.”

His circling did not stop, but at least it didn’t feel like he will pounce on her again.

“Before you ask,”- Amon started – “I don’t know how I turned out this way. After Tarrlok blew us up, we woke up in the Spirit World like this.”

So Tarrlok’s alive as well! Or, kind of. But why isn’t he here then?

“I my opinion, it is divine punishment. For the sins me and Tarrlok committed. But then you might think why isn’t Yakone there with us. But this isn’t relevant now.”

Who gives a single fuck about Yakone?!

“Tarrlok and I tried to get along. Even in this new form. “It will be just like the good old days” he said. Nevertheless, this plan went up in flames. He never forgave me for what I did to him.”

Which one are you reffering to? When you abandoned him or when you took his bending?

Guilt pierced Korra’s heart at the thought. Amon was just a hurt boy when he left his little brother behind.

“He also couldn’t forgive himself for what he did to you. He picked up the nasty, masochistic habit of letting the guilt eat him up. So, he doesn’t leave the Spirit World often. As you cleverly pointed out, both of us are capable of causing trouble to people, and by extension, to you. We both feed on the emotions of people by drinking the blood of the victim, but just haunts somebody who was unfortunate enough to get in his way when his starvation hits a critical point. If he feels that he fed himself enough to last him for a while, he goes back to the Spirit World. He should hunt more often” -He sighed as he finished.

Korra tried to imagine these two together as young boys, but she just couldn’t grasp for a long time, that Amon and Tarrlok were brothers, nor she could fathom the idea, that Amon cared for his brother. Until this moment. That sigh which left the man’s lungs was a familiar sound. Asami does that too. Not as often as she used to thankfully. (Until tonight.)

“I tried to connect to him by this. Scaring people and all that, as if we were just mischievous kids. Both of us didn’t want to shed blood, you know, but what other choice we had? But he barely tolerates my presence now. Tarrlok, I learned, comes to me when he can’t bear the solitude any longer. It’s a cage of his own making, but if he thinks he can repent this way, who am I to stop him?

How benevolent both of you are. – She hoped her thoughts weren’t painted on her face.

“So, most of my time was spent alone. I haunted men, women and children, whoever took my fancy. At first it wasn’t so bad…I enjoyed it deep down, their fear was exquisite. It brought back fond memories, when I was the number one enemy of this city. I felt unstoppable. But it got boring after a while. Especially when prey became endless since you left the portals open. Something was missing from my second life, but I just couldn’t put my finger on it. Until Tarrlok and I saw you with Ms. Sato one day. You two just arrived there, I think.”- His pacing came to a halt. Some space was left between the two of them, but Amon was facing her now. – “Tarrlok pulled me out of your eyesight, holding me against the wall of a cave. Silly boy,”- he let out a short laugh – “he believed I would run up to you girls in an instant to slice your pretty little neck.”- a bloodthirsty smile adorned his face as he stepped to Korra, caressing her cheek.

She jumped from her the couch, slapping away the man’s hand in the while. Now both of them was circling each other in the little space of the living room. Korra felt she was going to suffocate as Amon continued on:

“We watched you two walking, laughing and sharing kisses. Tarrlok hid his face into my chest as if he witnessed something he shouldn’t have. He groaned, then pulled me away from that place. After that for weeks he was spending time with me. He wouldn’t let me out of his sight. In that moment I knew what I and unknowingly my brother craved. We were starved for affection.”

The Avatar didn’t want to hear more of Amon’s tale. The knowledge that he could have been spying on her and Asami for that long made her stomach churn. She would have liked to flee, but something in her told her that the ex-equalist leader won’t be letting her leave now, not after the things he had just confessed.

“It was so clear from that point. Two boys became miserable adults after growing up without love. I only had adoration from my equalists, Tarrlok got even less from what I know. So, the answer was clear for our predicament. But who would ever love monsters like us? I thought my brother would see reason too now, we only have each other. We could share brotherly love, could work together as a team like in our childhood. He, however, as I have said before, likes to torture himself now. He refused me. He would rather suffer than actually be with his brother.”- Amon then started to walk towards her as she took steps backwards in return. His movements were slow, but his eyes were as wild as a rapid animal’s.

“Ever since I saw you and Ms. Sato together, I couldn’t erase it out of my mind. I wanted what you, my greatest enemy, had. I searched for my old comrade, my lieutenant, hoping that he could ease my loneliness. You can imagine how he reacted.”- a hollow laugh followed his speech. – “For days I tried to convince him. Once, I meant the world to him and maybe…maybe now would be the time to reciprocate those feelings. In the end, he almost reached out to you, desperate enough to call for you to get rid of me for him. Defeated, I ventured back to the Spirit World and thought…and thought…and thought…

Korra didn’t take notice in time that he trapped her inside the bedroom. He shut the door behind him, locking it with the key and as a final touch barricading it with his body.

Even if the Avatar thought about using any element or even the Avatar State before now, she would be unable. Her thoughts were foggy from terror, and for some reason she just stood there in the middle of the bedroom, right before the bed, paralysed.

Why can’t I move?

As if Amon knew what she was thinking, he assured her:

“Don’t worry. I am not going to hurt you I just need you to listen. You did well so far.”- he praised – “You will be free of my influence in a minute.”

Korra let out a disbelieving, nervous laugh.

I doubt that.

“Where was I? Ah, yes…As I was saying, I want affection, love…But I can’t have it without forcing somebody to endure my presence. My lieutenant was on the floor from sickness when I appeared before him. Not that it wouldn’t have been an unsolvable problem, with time, I am sure he would have grown accustomed to it. Like you did. You didn’t get so pale this night…”- His eyes neve left her face. That tail of his was scraping the floor in excitement, a smile, so similar to his old mask graced his lips. – “My dear Avatar…I need somebody to bind myself to, to extinguish this hunger inside me for love. Or if not that, at least they could feed me with their endless hopelessness. I need somebody who would not cause me grief over the way I weasel myself into their life. Somebody, who is painfully self-sacrificial if their loved ones are threatened. I was thinking hard about this perfect person for me…and then I remembered you.”

Spirits above and below please no. It’s just a dream. Just a hallucination.

The tears running down on her cheeks begged to differ.

“I have a proposition for you.”- Amon straightened to his full height, nearing to the woman. Although he lifted up his power over Korra, she didn’t dare to move. She would end up on the bed, helpless. – “Leave Ms. Sato behind and give yourself to me. In return, none of your friends nor your family members get harmed.”

“No.”- Korra choked up the words.

“Then let me rephrase it. If you don’t do as I say, you will be the cause of your friends’ demise. I will go to such lengths you can’t even imagine. Keep refusing me and everything will be destroyed you hold dear until it is just the two of us left in this world. So, give in now, for the sake of your loved ones.

Korra raised her hand for a slap but Amon caught it before it could land. His other arm snaked his way around her waist, flushing their bodies together. For minutes, he was holding onto her as she tried to get out the man’s almost embrace. With a snarl, Amon pushed the her onto the bed, looking down at her as Korra scrambled away from him as possible. He started to reach for her legs, but then he shook his head, ceasing to achieve his goal.

“Think my offer through, Avatar. I am coming back tomorrow. Decide wisely.”

The Avatar was left alone with her thoughts, tears still running down on her face.

***

Korra jumped into the shower to calm her nerves before Amon arrived back. The warm water like rain was falling on her body. As she was washing herself with lavender scented soap, she went over her final decision. On how deliver the news to Amon.

As if it were a hard decision.

In these three days, beside tending to Naga’s needs, Korra hadn’t left the flat since this morning. Her beloved companion seemed agatized whenever the woman went down to the kennel, whining and trying to go after her master. No doubt, the polar-bear-dog must be tired of being couped up.

Feeling guilty about not paying more attention to Naga, she decided that it was time for a big walk for the both of them. Fresh air would do wonders for her.

Korra barely had time to sat down into the sadle, Naga started to sprint as if her life depended on it. The Avatar tried to apologise to everybody on the street, but after a while, it was a futile. Naga just ran and ran, making the already chaotic traffic of Republic City worse.

Lin is going to murder me if she hears about this.

As the huge animal was turning left and right on the streets, Korra lost herself in her thoughts, not watching particularly where was Naga carrying her.

Her nightmares, just like her first enemy, returned with a vengeance. Unalaq, Zaheer, Vaatu, her corrupted self…only difference was now that there was two equalist leaders torturing her in her dreams.

It was a miracle, that after Amon’s threat she fell asleep, really. Although, Korra now wished she stayed up last night. In her dream the old Amon took her bending. Then she was let go of and she started to fall until she landed in water. She couldn’t move as she descended lower into the deep. Soon two familiar monstrous arms wrapped around her, caging the woman in an embrace of iron while burying his head into her neck. The bed after the nightmare session ended was a mess, sweat covered both size of the bed as she was tossing and turning around. Korra was also choking on her own saliva as she suddenly started to drown in the water after the man successfully got his hands on her.

Trying on focusing on her surroundings to get rid of the bitter vision of the night, she noticed that Naga and her were at the foot of the snowy mountains where she was spirited away by Tarrlok. If Korra wouldn’t have pulled on the reins, halting the animal in her tracks, she was sure they would have ended up back at that shack. Naga and her fought a battle of wills, the animal trying to go farther up unto to mountains. In the end, Korra came out as the victor as she led the polar-near-dog back home.

I don’t think I could handle anything related to Tarrlok right now. His brother is enough trouble for me.

The thought of Tarrlok might be dwelling here when he was out of the Spirit World came to her briefly. If what Amon said is true, she didn’t have to fear from the ex-councilman. Maybe…she could end his suffering if he wanted to. She could absolve him from his sins. Amon had to go, there was no questions about it. She couldn’t and wouldn’t do the mad man’s bidding. Korra wasn’t a naïve child anymore, it was clear what the he expected of her. It was ridiculous, really, picturing herself leaving Asami in order to please a dead man’s lust. May it be of the flesh or blood.

The Avatar dried her wet body with a blue towel walking out of the bathroom into the bedroom. She didn’t bother to close the bedroom door, but as she saw Amon standing in the middle of the living room the door was slammed shut with a loud bang.

Couldn’t give me at least thirty minutes of peace of mind, could you now?

She grabbed the first piece of clothing that her eyes found, these being her pyjama shirt and trousers, and changed into them quickly. Him standing out there, only a door separating them, knocked the things she wanted to say to him out of her mind. The Avatar breathed in and out for thirty seconds.

Let’s get down to business.

She opened the door and walked towards Amon, but still keeping a comfortable enough distance between them.

Let him think I am scared of him. From here I can easily spirit bend him.

She expected Amon to be silent, waiting for her to start stating her decision, but the man had other ideas. He approached her, running his eyes up and down her body, features softening. Trying to keep them separate, Korra took a step back until she couldn’t.

“How are you able to blood bend?”-through gritted teeth, she demanded.

“I lost that ability. In exchange, I gained this one. That’s how me and Tarrlok hunt. The prey shows symptoms of sickness and paralysation. Think of me as if I were a creature of sleep-paralysis. But I am very much real, dear.”- Amon held her face in both of his hands, his forehead touching hers as he leaned down to her. – “I frightened you last night, didn’t I? I should have kept my composure better but when it comes to you…sometimes my control slips.”- his hands stayed in place, but their foreheads weren’t connected anymore as he pulled away to shake his head. – “It is certainly a surprise, that you decided to greet me like this. Not that I mind, but…”- His eyes took the Avatar’s appearance in again. – “My intent wasn’t this.”- With his eyes he motioned down. – “We don’t have to do anything tonight yet, Korra.”

Seeing the momentary shock his words stilled into the woman, he let go of his hold on her. From Korra’s face, the hands that cradled it, slid down to her arms. In a calming manner, his hands ran up and down on her arms as he continued on speaking:

“You choose wisely. Don’t be afraid, your life won’t be interrupted. In the daytime you are free to do as you please and I won’t keep you from preforming your duties as the Avatar if at night you are called. Your family, your friends…They don’t have to know about the deal we made. I only ask you to give your time from evening ‘till the crack of dawn when I come to you.”- Then he added, now a bit more authority in his voice. – “One more thing, I was serious about you leaving Ms. Sato. I won’t tolerate competition over who you bestow your attention upon.”

The Avatar shook the man’s hands off of her as she hugged herself for comfort as she trembled.

How could someone be so mad?

“You are delusional…”- Korra stated.

“I am not. I know it will be a massive change for you and that made you unsure about your decision. But let me take the lead Korra and I will prove it was the best road you choose to walk on. You want it too, why else would you be dressed in your nightware if…-Korra cut into Amon’s monologue.

“You vastly misunderstood me! I refuse you!”- Amon became frighteningly still at that, but she went on. – “My life so far was about to forget all the bad things my enemies put me trough. All of you took pieces of me, moulding me into a person I couldn’t recognize. And now, you are here, demanding even more from me. How could you be so…so…insatiable?! I ought to…”- before she could finish her sentence, Amon quick as a lightning, chi-blocked her. She fell on the floor, on her stomach, listening as the man grew volatile, thrashing the objects in the living room that got in his way. When he was finished, still shaking from anger, Amon looked down at Korra.

“I can guarantee, that this will be your gravest mistake yet so far Avatar.”- then he disappeared. For a while, she was alone. Her muscles wouldn’t move, no matter how hard the woman tried to make use of them. It didn’t take a long time for Amon to come back, a quarter of an hour couldn’t have passed.

Korra heard his footsteps about the flat and the sound of running water, coming from the bathroom. Moments later, he returned back to the living room, his wet top in his hands, pulling the laying woman away from the middle of the room into the corner. Amon sat down, positioning a limp Korra against his naked chest, cradling her body with his legs and hugging her close to him.

The Avatar felt the cold touch of Amon’s body still wet from whatever he did in the bathroom, the only warmth coming from the man’s steady breathing.

“What did you do?”- Korra demanded.

The man, in answer, caressed her arms. Troughought the night, he just blocked her chi, whenever it became evident that her power would return when she kept demanding her foe for an answer. Then:

“I am not sorry for what I did. Such a bloody mess…if only you would listen to reason, but it seems you still prefer going down kicking and screaming over gentle surrender. It could have been so much easier and nicer to not resist, but the choice was yours. You just proved that it has to be me who calls the shots in this relationship.”

His words didn’t make sense, until around 10 am. In the morning he turned on the radio, while he tried to treat Korra for breakfast but gave up as she refused to eat from the man’s hands. In the end he took the woman in his arms again and waited. The jazz song playing in the background suddenly stopped, a reporter’s voice cutting through the room.

“Breaking news. We have just received news that the owner of Sato Enterprise, Asami Sato, was found dead in her hotel room this morning. Based on the description we have received she was a victim of brutal murder. The investigation is ongoing. We wou…”- Korra couldn’t hear the rest of the report due to her screams.

She trashed as much as she could in Amon’s grip, muscles tired from all the chi-blocking, but it was a pitiful attempt. The man, that monster didn’t let go of her, shushing her all the while. Korra screamed until she couldn’t. Fat tears ran down on her cheeks, as she sobbed and sobbed.

Sami…Sami…

Amon nuzzled his face into her hair and neck, kissing anything he could reach, letting out chirping and clicking sounds of delight. It reminded Korra oddly of the sounds those mongoose dragons and little geckos make. Her head was tilted aside for a better access for her neck and the man bit into it. Korra squealed from the sudden pain, as the man drank her blood. Against her neck, she felt and heard Amon’s moan. After he was done, his tongue licked the blood that was oozing out of her wounds. He might have continued to enjoy the Avatar’s presence, if loud knocking wouldn’t have disturbed Amon’s peace.

“Korra! Open the door! Are you there? Korra!”- Lin Beifong’s voice called out for the woman, the knocking not ceasing.

Korra felt being lifted from the floor and laid down on the couch.

“I leave you. For now. However, keep in mind that when darkness comes you know I’m never far.”

As Lin broke the door down, the dark spirit disappeared.

  



2. Chapter 2


    
    Asami’s funeral passed away in a blur. Korra, throughout the funeral rites, remembered that one time they conversed about how they would like to be buried. A sombre talk for a young couple in love, but it was inevitable. Team Avatar just got into too many deadly situations. Wishes of the living should be made into reality when it comes to their resting place, or so her mom always said.

Korra knew what she wanted. Traditional Water Tribe funeral in the South Pole or nothing, of course, if there’s a body to burry. (Asami covered her ears at that one. She screamed at her. Of course, there would be a body, why wouldn’t there be one?! It wasn’t an intentional on Korra’s part to tear up the wounds in her love’s heart about Hiroshi’s remains, or lack of, but they had to be prepared about the uncomfortable possibility. Look at Roku for example.) Even if mortal remains wouldn’t be left of her, she wanted a gravesite. Just chose an item she loved, add Nga’s bones to it and that’s it. (Asami also didn’t like that, hearing that the Avatar spoke so casually about her own funeral. But then again, Korra reacted the same way later, when the non-bender shared her wishes.)

Asami was indecisive on the matter for a long time. Her mother had a gravesite by Earth Kingdom tradition per Hiroshi’s request. He planned to make a family grave for the three of them, and he eventually got a symbolic coffin with an upgraded tombstone. However, his daughter wanted something different.

“I think I’ll have an air nation funeral. – she said someday out of the blue. – “It has cremation traditions like Fire nation, where mother was from but I don’t want to be kept in an urn. My body shouldn’t be eaten up by little insects either, so graves are out of the question. I am too beautiful for that. – she added the last sentence when Korra got really silent. and shot her way a reassuring smile. – “I want to be free of my family name. I want to be remembered by my own accomplishments. And it’s such a romantic idea…dancing in the wind forever.” – Asami then grabbed her hands and spun them around until they fell on the ground laughing.

Now, Korra felt hollow inside. Listening to Tenzin’s preach (more like hearing the words, but not comprehending a single thing) was a challenge. She would have liked nothing more than break down and cry, beating the ground with her fists until the island got torn apart, shouting at the sky blaming the Spirits. But she was the Avatar. She had to stay strong in the public’s eye even if it killed her inside.

Korra also didn’t think Amon needed anymore sorrow to feed on as the woman felt his presence next to her. With all the mourning souls who gathered here today, the man could have had his fill by simply breathing in the air. Although, the pain that radiated out of her could suffice him enough.

The audacity.

He didn’t dare to show his face again after he massacred the love of her life, and that was a month ago. He only lingered now, returning to his earlier ministrations of touching her and stalking her. naturally, he didn’t leave the Avatar alone, even though she was surrounded by people day and night. Her parents rushed to her side as soon as they got wind of the tragedy. A week later, Eska and Desna arrived as well. Korra didn’t expect them to abandon their duties as leaders of the Northern Tribe, but appreciated their visit nonetheless.

Her relatives, including her (her parents told her that she wasn’t allowed to be alone in the flat. Not like she could. Her home was closed to her for as long as the investigation would last.) were taking residency at the Air-Temple Isle with Tenzin’s family. Just like in the good, simple days of the past. Bolin, with the Beifongs arrived a day later after the twins, and mako a day later than his brother. Since Tenzin’s shoulder was already loaded with tons of responsibilities, they booked rooms at Four Season Hotel.

And now, with a member less, Team Avatar was united again.

If the only knew that the killer of their friend stands right next to me.

It took the strength of a dragon to not scream at the invisible man. Her hands were clasped together, trying to control the shaking of sheer anger and gloom.

Just a few more minutes Korra. Just a few minutes.

Tenzin finished his speech and went to the urn of Asami. He looked at her with a raised eyebrow. In turn, the Avatar shook her head. Understanding, the man took the urn into his hands, took off the lid and slowly, ritually airbended the ashes into the wind.

The tears from Korra’s eyes flowed like river. mako, who stood next to her, put his hand on her shoulder in consolation. As on cue, another palm found its way on her hip. Feigning distress at the touch, she gently pulled off mako’s hand, but made sure to squeeze it. She stepped away from both of them, walking away as soon as Tenzin ended the ceremony.

escape would have been so sweet, but it was a short-lived attempt. mako turned her around, unshed tears glistening in his eyes. Bolin was right behind him, hiccupping from all the sobbing and flowing snot. The two men sandwiched Korra between them in a tight embrace.

It feels awfully empty without Sami.

All three of them knew it.

***

All those condolences coming from people’s mouth, whether she knew them or not, drained Korra

much more than she expected. Varrick and Zhu Li, of course, were apologetic, as if they were the ones who left the fatal wounds that killed Asami.

From neck to naval, deep slashes like from a beast’s claws, she bled to death, terror frozen on her lovely face. But the detectives couldn’t find signs of struggle, they said.

How could they? How could somebody find anything about signs of struggle if it was the doing of a Dark Spirit, who could manipulate the victim’s body?

Obviously mako and Lin shielded her from the insensitive questions of the vultures of the media, and in some cases, the police, but they can’t do that until the world ended. The two of them also would have liked to hear what Korra had to say.

Pema, Senna, Jinora and Kya locked themselves into the kitchen. Korra would have liked to join them, but the people were walking on eggshells around her. At first, it irritated her, the constant babying, but the last time something traumatic happened to her, she disappeared for six months. The guilt ate her up inside. How worried they must have been. How worried they must be right now for her. Overwhelmed from their care, she endured it silently. Korra helped setting the table up with Katara.

The 4 women worked their magic and treated 17 people for dinner. Air Nomadic and Water Tribe dishes were served for the guest. Bumi, Kya, the boys and Lin ate from both of the dishes, while the others stuck to their cultural food.

Korra ate the sea squid soup her mother and Kya cooked. As a child, she could have survived on bread. Bread, and nothing else was needed for her. White lotus guards begged on their knees for her to eat something else. But then again, this was after she was separated from her parents and didn’t see them for a while. Until one day, Katara brought Senna and Tonraq to the compound. The two women cooked sea squid soup while her father played with her. They laughed so much that day. Ever since then, it was her favourite. Whenever she got sad or sick, a huge plate of sea squid soup waited for her.

“Naga seems disturbed.”- Eska commented suddenly, breaking Korra out of her gloomy thoughts. The polar-bear-dog was staring at the corner intensely, growling and whining.

She must sense him.

“Let me get this.” – She excused herself from the table and lead out Naga. More like, with great urging, the animal was dragged out to the outside. Naga tried to get back in, but Korra quickly locked the door. That didn’t prevent Naga from peeping through the window.

As Korra ventured back to the other, the people stared at her. Then Tenzin spoke:

“Korra, I know that you are mourning and we sympathise with you, but…what happened that night? Lin said she found you chi-blocked, limp and on some places, you had bruises.”- The bite mark wasn’t mentioned.

Does he know about that or just doesn’t want to imply something?

Korra was dead silent. She didn’t know how to answer their probably endless curiosity. Especially, she didn’t know what she should say, while Amon was somewhere in the room with them.

“It was a Dark Spirit.” – She started. – “A Spirit who had a grudge against me. He was haunting me for months and I didn’t know what his deal was. Then one day, he had enough and scared both me and Asami. She didn’t know about him until he broke the gifts she prepared for me. For 3 days we danced around the issues, me and the Spirit. Then I fucked it up…and then the he snapped. He attacked me and then…Asami.”- She worded her sentences carefully. They didn’t have to know about Amon.

“How does he know how to chi-block?”- Lin asked, suspicion painted on her face.

“He said he spied on Equalists. you know that some of them are still about here and there in the city. Just because he’s dead, the idea hadn’t followed him to the grave.”

“Hm. And why did he kill Asami if he held animosity towards you?”- Lin continued. Nobody tried to step in the conversation.

“What are you implying Lin? – the earthbender sighed.

“Look kid, you’re not telling something and it’s going to bite you in the ass. Let us help you. The first step to that is that you come clean. Now.”

“What more do you want me to say? Nothing more happened.”- anger laced the Avatar’s voice.

“Really? A giant bite mark on your neck is not nothing to me. What happened between you and that Spirit?”

“Bite mark? Korra, sweetheart what is she talking about?”- Senna got up from tha table, walking towards her daughter.

“I…it’s not…”- Korra gently grabbed her mother’s arms before they could reach her. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw her father getting up also.

“Lin, maybe we should…”- Pema tried to intervene, but the metalbender was adamant.

“Kid, I saw cases like this many times before and most of the time, as this accident represents it well, they don’t end nicely. I ask again. What happened between you and the Spirit?”

“Quit beating around the bush and ask what you want to know!”

“Is there a possibility that the Spirit murdered Asami out of jealousy? Because I can’t come up with any other idea on why would he bite you and murder your partner if he…”- Korra had enough. She can’t handle this right now. She knew it was a coward move on her part, but Lin gave her a trump card and she will use it to her advantage.

“I wasn’t assaulted!”- She shouted, cutting unto Lin’s words. – “Not like that anyway. Is it so incomprehensible to imagine that the Spirit murdered Asami out of spite because he was just mad at me? And he wanted to hurt me because he knew I cared about her? It’s not like it’s the first time one of you was used against me.”

Lin winced.

“I didn’t say that.”

“But you implied it.”

“Everyone, calm down it has been a long day, let us retire for the night.”- Tenzin tried to control the damage that has been already done.

“I agree.”- Korra, with long strides, started to walk towards the bedroom she was sharing with her cousins.

“Korra, you have to understand that this could slip out of your fingers if we aren’t careful. What if the Spirit isn’t done with you? Whose funeral we will attend next? Yours or somebody else’s?”

“Don’t worry, Lin. He won’t stir anymore waters. I will make sure of that.”- the Avatar, with that, deemed the conversation finished.

She slammed the door behind her. The room brought the claustrophobia out of her, but if she had ventured out, they would have followed her. At least, this ensured her some privacy. She regretted the way this conversation turned to south.

I should have been more prepared for the questions.

A familiar presence sneaked in discreetly. She went for the attack, but Amon was faster and invisible.

“I can provide some explanations for you, if you’d like. Convincing is my specialty.”- Korra could hear the smile in his voice behind her.

She faced him. In the darkness, without artificial lights he looked more ominous with those glowing eyes of his.

“Leave.”- If only her demand wouldn’t sounded like pleading.

“I missed you too. I wish I could have turned your tears to roses, it would have been a nice decoration.”

“Leave before I…”

“What, Avatar? You sounded so passionate about stopping me from hurting the others down there. Does that mean you accepted your fate?”- He played with a lock of her hair. – “It was already proven, the lengths that I am willing to go. If you say yes, I let you mourn properly. No more funerals for you in the near future.”

“You son of a…”

Amon motioned his fingers to his lips, shushing her. It baffled Korra for a second until she heard it too. The corridor floor groaned under the weight of soft footsteps. As she was distracted by the unknown person making their way towards whatever was their goal, Amon used that precious little time to kiss her on the cheek, much to the Avatar’s great ire. Eska and Desna were greeted by the sight of a disheveled cousin. For minutes, they just stared at her like those twins from the horror moving-picture show, where again, Bolin dragged the whole team, insisting that this time they won’t be terrified for weeks. (He was correct, they were terrified to sleep for not weeks, but for months.)

“Lin Beifong was right in questioning what really happened, cousin.”- started Desna.

“But it was neither the perfect time, nor it was the way she decided to go about it.” -Eska finished.

“Although, the woman isn’t famous for being the pinnacle of discretion.”-Desna continued on.

“Still, it was rather inconsiderate of her to accuse Korra of…”

“Okay, guys, stop…”- Korra sighed as she motioned for Eska to not finish that line of thought out loud. – “Look, I appreciate your concern, but for the love of Yue, can we just not talk about it? Please…”

The twins shared a glance, speaking in a language no one could depict. Not even aunt Malina or Unalaq could figure out their own children. It was a mystery for Korra if Unalaq have ever tried to, he rarely showed up I their conversations. Usually, the three of them dance around that subject, as if by talking about him could bring him back from the dead.

I wouldn’t be even surprised anymore.

“Sorry, Korra. We understand.”- Eska channeled their message as Desna nodded.

“Thank you.”- she smiled, a tired but grateful smile nonetheless. – “I head to the showers and then we can go to bed, sounds alright?”

“I’m coming with you”- Before any protest could leave Korra’s mouth, Eska grabbed both of their bathroom necessities and went ahead. Desna had the audacity to snicker at her look.

“Is there something here for stomach ache? I don’t feel so well yet again.”- Beside the little smile that adorned his face, Desna looked completely fine. – “I don’t know what came over me, but for weeks now I feel strained in here at night.”

“Pema has medicine in the kitchen in a green box on the top of the shelves.”

After a quick shower, the girls returned at the sight of Desna arranging the three beds into one.

“What’s going on?”- Korra asked, surprise plastered on her face.

“There was a time, when Eska and I were around 4, we visited you with mom. father couldn’t come, but I am glad for that now, the tension in the air could be cut with a knife when father and uncle had to share a space. All day long, Naga and the three of us played in the snow. You were screaming bloody murder whenever we ganged up on you.

“I didn’t.”- Korra got annoyed at the reminder.

“You did, for sure.” -Eska added teasingly.

“Anyways, we tired out ourselves so much that we ended up falling asleep on you bed when one of the guards ordered us inside. The adults found us snuggling each other fast asleep. There’s apicture even, it’s mom’ favourite to this day. So many memories of our early childhood is just fuzzy pictures, but we still remember the smell of the porridge aunt Senna brought into the room in the morning. It’s one of the happiest memories we have.

“Desna and I thought that we could recreate that moment. It might keep your nightmares at bay. You aren’t as quiet as you think you are, Korra.”

Korra felt embarrassed that the twins woke up at her distress, she wanted a room of her own for that reason. But her request was denied and her cousins got the short end of the stick. Even so, now the thoughtful gesture of her cousins touched her.

“Why not? Sound fun. Do you want me to read a bedtime for you big babies?” – she challenged.

“The one where the princess is cursed to sleep, please.”- Eska answered with a glint in her eyes.

“But the original one, where she has twins.”- warned Desna.

“Ew, that’s too grim. You two are supposed to keep the nightmares away, not create new one for me. -Korra faked being shocked at the request. – “The plush bear with a red shirt will suffice?”

“You’re boring Korra.”

“No, no, I see the vision in the story. There’s a kidnapping plot in that book and every character embodies a psychological disorder.” – intrigued, Eska looked at appreciatingly at her cousin.

“Weirdos.”- regretting the playful banter Korra started, she climbed into the middle of the bed.

“Not every story has to be coated in sugar. Get used to some questionable recommendations from our library.”- Eska said as she climbed to the Avatar’s right side, while Desna did so on the other part.

“Whatever. Sleep tight.”

“You too Korra.” -the twins said in union.

“That was creepy as fuck, stop doing that.”

The three of them bickered for a long time. Senna found them in the morning, the twins’ heads resting on Korra’s shoulders. as the woman’s arms were woven around her cousins, drool dripping from her mouth.

They were right. The nightmares were kept out of Korra’s mind, and Amon out of her bed for that night.

***

Another month has passed. After the flat has been officially classified safe, she and Naga could return to their home. Everyone objected at this idea, even Korra's neighbours told her that she should be searching for a new home, claiming it's cursed and not safe anymore like it used to be. Half of the residents left already, and more of them planned to do so. Korra's landlord, week by week dropped the prices lower and lower. He welcomed her back with open arms for she refused to pay any less amount than before.

Now, she was eating the meal her mother cooked. Playing would have been a better word for it, eating only bits of the dried fish. Senna prepared dishes that could last for a month, but if it depended on Korra, it would hold out for a year if some of them weren't expirable.

Her parents begged, cried and almost dragged her back to the South Pole. It took lots of bargaining, but Korra won. She stayed.

She had to report to her parents every single day. And to Tenzin. And to Lin. And to the boys. Mako promised that whenever Prince Wu didn't have a need of him (good luck with that) he would visit. Bolin made the same vow.

She sticked to her story and how it happened, adding some details provided by Amon, much to her shame. Lin still didn't seem convinced but to her credit, the older woman tried to be more gentle saying something about "Let me know when you are ready to leave".

As she put a piece of fish in her mouth, Amon put some chamomile tea in front of her. There wasn't a chance for her to stand up as she was frozen, chi blocked, then let go of. The desire to throw the silverware at him was strong, but now there were new neighbours under her flat. They weren't nosy, thankfully. The young couple inquired after her sometimes and invited her for dinner but didn't hang on her 24/7.

„You're not eating well young Avatar. It's rather disturbing, knowing that you have an adventurous appetite.”

„Only my masters have the right to give lectures. Keep your opinions to yourself.”

„Physical strength will be needed if you desire to erase me from your life. It would make me very happy if you wouldn't, but I am aware that right now you loath me. Time will tell, how our sad story ends.”

„The prettiest ending is obvious. Death.”

„Mine or yours?”

„What do you think” - The more they talked, the angrier she became.

„Tck. I envisioned a better ending.”

„Spare me the details.” - The little hunger she felt, evaporated. She prepared to stand up but the man pushed her back into the seat.

„Eat. Hunger also conquerd me, and it is better if you don't pass out as I feast on you.”

„What made you think I will feed you?”

„Should I just go down to the neighbours then?”

That made the Avatar stop. None of them backed down as they stared at the other. Then Korra picked up her chopsticks and ate the remaining fish but the rest of the rice remained untouched. Amon, satisfied, motioned for her to stand up. In response, Korra offered her outstretched arms. From a straight line, his lips twitched up.

„The neck would be a better.”

„Does it matter where does my blood flow from?”

„It doesn't.”

You know what, why don't you just drink straight from one of my thighs?

Korra shuddered at her thoughts. Amon would adore that idea. The Avatar sighed and stood up. He took her face in his hands. Slowly, he puller her to him. For a moment Korra thought the man will kiss her, but his lips landed on her neck. One hand in her hair, the other holding onto her hips he drank. The sound of gulping and moaning filled the room.

„Your sorrow tastes sweet. Your anger is even better. I wonder, how would your lust feel on my tounge.”

She slapped him. Then punched him in the chest until he stilled her.

„Drink your tea. It'll get cold.”

He let go of her, but didn't leave. He pointed at the mug. His theatrics, unnerved Korra. As if all of Amon's every affectionate deed weren't poisonous.

„How is it, that no one at the funeral got sick in your presence?” - the question burned inside of her for a while, but the man didn't show up for a time. He only appeared when Korra got tired of watching out for him in the hope of spiritbending him. He would block her chi then and entertain himself by playing with her emotions.

„Because I willed it Avatar. I only use it when I hunt.”

„The why did Desna feel sick?”

„I didn't like that he shared a room with you.”

„He's my fucking cousin, you scum of the earth!”

„I'm aware, girl.”

„Doesn't seem like it.”

Amon's tail moved faster on the floor, fist clenching and unclenching.

„Drink. You are tired and it's pointless to talk with you in this condition.” - He barked out a laugh. – „What am I talking about? It's always difficult to consult with you.”

„Why do you hide? No one is here anymore to get in your way, why did you return to your old ways of haunting me?”

He turned back, a smug smirk plastered on his fdace.

„Do you miss me? Would you like me to stay?”

Korra didn't answer, just stared at him.

„That's a no then. Well, a man can dream. Next time perhaps I'll have a better luck.”

„I won't give in. I won't.”

„We'll see.”

Korra poured the tea down the drain.

He said that his lieutenant dropped to the floor because of how sick he got in his presence. But only Desna was the victim of the his influence. Did he lie?

She scoffed.

Of course he did. That's a field he is expert at.

***

Three years later the Avatar gave up on ever riding herself of the ex-equalist leader. She got tired of it, the cat-and-mouse game between them. It hurt her pride, that she let Amon stay in her life but it was better than feeling his gaze upon her day and night. As she accepted her fate, Amon in turn only visited her from twilight till dawn as he promised in the beginning. Her days in the sunlight were spent with Avatar duties, politics, assuring her friends that she's fine, and co-opertaing with Ms. Midori about the Sato enterprise. Asami's old assistant was the only person Korra trusted the fate of the business, she won't let Asami's hard work go to waste.

As the years went by, the people around Korra let the memory of the dark spirit go. Even Lin. Since nothing unusual happened after Asami's murder, they moved on. They took the words of Korra to heart, that she will make sure to not let the spirit harm anybody else.

Now standing in Wan Shi Tong's library she was searching for anything that would help her understand what kind of spirit Amon really was. Korra was surprised that the giant owl greeted her and she was even more surprised that he let anyone visit his library now. In favour of a piece of knowledge still and a promise to not use the knowledge for violence, but it was such a little price to pay. After the deception of Unalaq he revaluated his opinion, that led to the drastic change.

„I am afraid, young Avatar, that you won't find many materials about these humans turned spirits beside this little list of facts my helpers found. Their kind is rather hard to understand, we don’t meet many of them. Nevertheless, look at it, and as soon as you you are done please give it to one of the foxes so they could update it. It is a fascinating thing what you discovered.”

Korra didn't find it very interesting that Amon can hybernate but didn't want to offend Wan Shi Tong. She smiled grateful, and sat down to study the materials.

Some people, who committed great evil, are punished by the gods, cursing them to suffer for a time. Some of them vanished after their darkest desire was granted. Some of them still can be tracked in the Spirit world fighting their nature. They are described to have animalistic features and behavior. Their passions and fixations that they might had in their human life's are strengthened tenfold. Due to this some of them are extremely dangerous. They drink blood from humans. Some have poweres. Can turn invisible.

That's it. That is all that's written down and a list of names that the helpers found who fitted the descriptions and if they had abilities or not. Some names were familiar to her, especially Sozin's, Azulon's, Ozai's and Yakone's.

Here's your answer Amon. You father must have went on the other side when he believed I was destroyed.

Frustrated at the little information she found, Korra handed back the  papers.

„Thank you for your help.”

The fox bowed, then took them away in search for ink. There was no doubt, in a few minutes Tarrlok and Amon's name will be added to the list, with their powers and the fact that they hybernate.

It was a surprise for the both of them, actually. Throughout the years Amon hadn't experienced one until like a month ago, and it was rather a sorry albeit funny sight. The man was laying on the floor of her flat in fetal position and wouldn’t wake up.

A sharp intake of breath broke Korra out of her musings. She turned to the direction of the sound, but couldn't see anyone. Korra shrugged and went to find Naga.

It's time I go home.

***

After she arrived back to the city from their library adventure, Korra decided to go out for the night. There was a little pub near the docks and it quickly grew on her. The pub was never crowded even when bending matches were broadcast and the menu both in foods and beverages was agreeable with her. She deserved a little treat for herself Amon be damned.

He can cash-in his time later.

The bartender, Kallu, waved at her, and pointed at her regular booth, showcasing that her favourite seat was just waiting for her. She nodded her thanks and took a seat. Tonight, she craved something spicy, turning the page to the fire nation dishes.

„The usual miss?” - the waiter, Genghis asked when he came over to her booth.

„No, I think I'll have flaming fire flakes this time.”

„And for a drink?”

„Water and a Medusa shot please!”

„Right away miss!”

„Thank you Genghis, but you don't need to call me that, Korra is fine.”

„Alright miss!”

She chuckled at the old earthbender's antics. At the least his politeness came from a genuine place, not like the one she was used to from politicians all over the world. She thanked him for serving her drinks and after he informed her that the food will come in a minute she was left alone. She drained down her medusa shot and hissed from the burning sensation of the alcohol. She might have another one when Genghis comes back. She closed her eyes, wondering if Amon would show up. He usually does, but it's already a quarter before 7 and Korra couldn't sense him.

„May I sit down, Avatar? I need to have a talk with you.” - a deep rough voice asked her.

She opened her eyes, a little panicked that she was disturbed from her thoughts, motioned for the man to have a seat, aiming to please. Regret and shock came only when she recognised the man sitting across from her. Thinner, gray strikes colouring his jet black hair but with that mustache of his she doesn't know how she didn't realize that it was Amon's old lieutenant.

***

„I saw Korra, not so long ago.” - Tarrlok began. – „At wan Shi Tong's library. Do you think she knows about us?”

You're three years late, brother mine. - Noatak commented in his mind.

Tarrlok's leg was thumping on the ground, as they sat on the tree trench, his head in his hands. No doubt, he was working up himself over nothing. Noatak would have loved to tell him that Korra is perfectly aware of them, but then that would lead to a bunch of questions he wasn't ready to answer. Not until Tarrlok was ready, and the way his brother reacted at the mare sight of the Avatar, he probably never will.

No matter, all the more attention would he get from his lovely Avatar.

„You must have slipped up Noatak. 13 years we weren't on her radar and now she's here. Why do you leave the spirit world so often? On a daily basis at that.”

„I wasn't aware you were watching out for me this closely.”

„You were always the more reckless one, even as a boy. I have to if I want to live a little longer.” - Tarrlok groaned.

And what a life that one is. Nothing but suffering because of your endless voracity of suppressed desires.

„It's touching that you look out for me this much, I appreciate it.” - Noatak stood up, stretching his legs. He noticed that his claws were long overdue for clipping it. After all, he wouldn't even dare to dream of leaving scratch marks on Korra. Human skin was far to like porcelain. Ms. Sato and that annoying twat that kissed Korra when the woman was out once in the night life, proved that. Unfortunately for the young man, Amon's was also with her that time. After he left a nice scar on the man, Korra forbade him to ever follow her places like that. Instead he gets his time in the day of his choosing when's she's out.

„I am perfectly aware that you aren't nocturnal. It would be even better, at least you wouldn't fuck up my sleep schedule.” - she said at the time. So, sometimes the two of them switch the hours, but so far it was always on her own end. But now, due to Tarrlok's antics the woman might demand of him to leave her alone for the day. He could already hear her "it wasn't my fault that you're late." It would be a charming attempt on her part, but things didn't work that way.

"It's was so bizarre...seeing her again. I thought after the first time if there would be a chance again, I could approach her. She could help me, us if you'd let her. No more curse on us, the other side or rebirth is just waiting for us, but...she still has it in her. To steal the breath out of my lungs by simply existing.” - Tarrlok confessed. He embraced himself now, claws digging into his sides. – „Do you think Ms. Sato treats her right?” - after that question, he let out a laugh. – „Of course she does. How hypocritical of me to question it even, who kidnapped her once.”

Well, Ms. Sato isn't in the picture anymore. But something tells me that Korra would rather open her legs for you than me, that's for sure.

Noatak's jealousy reared up its ugly head again at his line of thought. He hissed, his tail like whip cracked on the ground. The Avatar took up the saint act of celibacy, after the incident with the random man. Before that she was mourning Ms. Sato, intimacy was far out of her mind. As long as Korra kept herself away form potential suitors it was fine by him, even if Noatak was marginally bothered by the fact that Korra didn't belong to him either, not as he originally hoped.

„Just get her out of your mind.” - Noatak answered when he noticed Tarrlok's questioning look at Noatak's sudden sour mood.

„You know I can't.” - his bother lamented.

Who's the hypocrite now, Noatak? Korra continues to invade your thoughts. The Avatar, your most coveted idol of your childhood became the the sweetest and most painful obsession as soon as she appeared in Republic City.

She does not need to be aware of that though. What she does not know, cannot hurt her.

„I know.” - Noatak said after some time.

Tarrlok heaved a sigh.

„I see I can't hold you back. Wherever you go, careful. Whoever you got attached so, pray they don't warn the Avatar.”

Noatak, without heeding Tarrlok's advice, left his brother to his musings. Korra must have been tucked in bed by now, it was almost 3 in the morning. But the woman was sitting at the kitchen table when he arrived. Noatak's nostril was assaulted by the smell of alcohol. Still, the distinct smell of another person mingled with Korra's, under all that chemicals.

A growl, coming from the pit of his stomach escaped before he could have hold himself back. It was a familiar scent but for the life of him, Noatak couldn't have pointed out whose it was. In order not to destroy anything in the flat, he kept his hands to himself albeit shaking from anger. The last time he lost his cool, it took months for Korra to remedy all the damage.

The Avatar for that matter, looked like the calmest person in the world. She was drinking a glass of water as her eyes were glued to a napkin. As he neared Korra, he saw that something was written on it.

If it's a phone number I swear…

„I didn't understand why you were so hellbent on making me suffer like this - Korra spoke. - why Asami needed to die for that. What got you fixated with me so much. Now I know.” - She gestured at the napkin, but before he could take a closer look she burned it with a flick of her wrist. It confused Noatak immensely.

„Tomorrow...no, not tomorrow, maybe a day after we need to have a talk. I have to think things through. Make yourself comfortable as you usually do while I sleep, okay?” - with that Korra's feet took her the bedroom's way.

„Who were you with?” - Noatak didn't hide the jealousy out of his question.

„Relax. A man from the past. No one to get concerned over. After we got drunk as a skunk-fish he escorted me home like a gentleman. Naga didn't like him, so I linked arms with him so he doesn't get mauled.”

She opened her bedroom door, threw off her shirt onto the floor, doing the same thing with her pants. Practically, she flew onto the bed as Noatak followed her dumbfounded. He stopped by the door, watching her as she spread herself out on the bed. It wouldn't be the first time, that he invited himself into her bed but Korra always wore that old pyjama of hers. Seeing her in her wrapings, short hair splayed over the pillow, soft body laying there like an offering fed the burning, consuming fire he felt for her. He climbed next to her, his eyes feasting on her back. The Avatar didn't turn over, not even when he sqooched closer to her. Not even when Noatak pulled her to his chest.

***

Without the influence of the alcohol, Korra felt like a mad woman. What the lieutenant shared with her, shattered her whole point of view, painting Amon in a new light.

How pitiful and ugly he is inside.

There was no choice for her, even she can't turn back time, Amon's wish will come true tonight. She must have confused him greatly for he was rather timid in the last 48 hours. Although he bravely tried to keep up the act of composure, the more Korra looked at him, the clearer she could read him.

„You lied again, in some things.” - She started – „And I fell for it, like the fool I am. But that doesn't matter, not anymore. What matters is this” - she gestured at herself and than at him – „thing between us.” - Amon's eyes followed her every movement she made. – „My parents are coming to the city because of Asami's anniversary after tomorrow. They are going to stay here with me throughot the rest of the week, you know the usual, you were here always. Now I want you gone for the week.” - As he opened his mouth to argue, Korra raised her hand, stopping him. – „I am not finished.”

She opened the alcohol and poured some in the glass. She downed it, not counting on the power of the beverage. She almost puked it up, but held it down, in the last minute.

„In exchange for the week, I'm giving you tonight.”

„Your nights are already mine. What would be so special this one?” - He scoffed, already losing his interest.

„Because I consent. I consent to being kissed. To be held. To be bedded by you.” - She felt so prudish, wording it that way.

It was fascinating to her, watching the emotions after emotions change. Without his mask, Amon was so naked, sometimes she still struggled to believe that under the mask years ago, he could have been this expressive. Surprise, disbelief, confusion, disbelief again, lust and then finally, hope. His eyes and gills shone brighter than ever before. His tail practically danced. Carefully, as if she would disappear if he moved to fast, his legs carried him towards her.

„Tell me what you're saying is true.” - He reached for her hands, kissing her fingers already – „Oh, please if you...if you do this I'll keep away, I promise.” - His eyes shown with mad hope. The excitement he displayed worried Korra, it reminded her that night when he thought she would accept his deal. She remembered the destruction that followed her rejection. Korra shuddered and nodded, eye-contact never ceasing as she did so.

Amon didn't waste time, he pulled her along towards the bedroom. But when they arrived he suddenly seemed lost. He looked at her then, searching for a something, getting the more frustrated as Korra waited for something to happen. She asked of him:

„Don't know what to do to me, do you?”

The man's breath hitched, as she went for a kiss. Her arms looped around his neck, as she stood on her tip-toes to pull him down. He obediently responded to her kisses. Her breasts grazed his chest, and at the contact the man moaned. Now Amon bravely touched her everywhere he could reach.

Strange how he becomes gentle as a koala-lamb in a heartbeat. He folded in minutes. - Korra couldn't imagine what her life would feel like this. Slave to her emotions all the time, it must be tiring. She did however imagine, that this nightmare will be finally over after he got what he wanted out of her. He'll be gone for good. The thought made her kiss Amon harder.

„Tell me what you want. I'll be gentle, I promise.” - Amon said as he showered her neck and collarbone with kisses, while his hands were tugging at her pants.

„I want you to take me from behind.” - She whispered. It would be the best position for her sanity. Head buried in the pillows, she could silence her moans and wouldn't see his face. She could picture anyone loving her instead of Amon.

Amon, much to her dark satisfaction, groaned, motivating the man to get her out of her clothes faster. Her binds were ripped off. It made her hiss and the man slowed down a tiny bit, but soon enough his speed returned when it came to his clothes. It felt weird, to say the least to Korra. If somebody would have said to her in the past, that she and her first enemy would see each other naked, she would have punched them in the face.

Look where we are now.

She climbed into the bed, Amon in tow. His fingers wandered down to her nether lips when she buried her head into the pillow and raised her hips for him. Thankfully, he pulled his claws back before it. When he touched he pulled it back immediately like it burned him.

„What?” - Korra mumbled

„You are drier then a desert, I will hurt you like this. Come.” - He started to pull her up – „Sit on my face.”

Fuck no.

„No, it's fine, I got this.” - She turned on her back. The lust in Amon's eyes intensified, his hands rested on his knees as he watched her. Korra closed her eyes, trying to ease her nerves. Her dominante hand slid down to her clit, playing with it until she felt herself get wet. She slipped inside at first one, then a second finger raising her hips to a rhythm that felt the best. Little, held back moans left her lips. Feeling wet enough, she pulled out her fingers. Before she could turn back her desired position, Amon grabbed onto her, pulling her into a passionate kiss. He twisted their bodies until she found herself facing the end of the bed on her stomach.

Why in the world would he...

Korra couldn't finish the thought as her hips was raised to meet Amon's thrust. The man slipped inside her slowly, but the stretching still was a bit uncomfortable.

It was so long ago.

Amon started to push and pull his hips, hitting against her like waves against the icebergs in the Poles, becoming steadier with each thrust. The man, alongside the regular sounds of pleasure, let out those clicking sounds again. Korra on her part believed she could survive this until she was pulled up, her back hitting against his chest.

What is it...oh....I see.

***

Amon was spying on a spectacular reflection in the mirror. A flushed faced Avatar with heaving chest embraced by him, sitting on his cock. He rocked into her once, twice then many more times, gazing as the woman's breast bounced to each of his thrusting. Korra's face was twisted in all kinds of grimaces, but her breathy, delighted noises let him know he was providing enough at the altar of the joys of the flesh. Noatak could feel that he was close and the hitching in Korra's breath told him she was to. He wished that this magnificent sensation would last forever, that both of them would get stucked in a limbo of ecstasy, would forever stay intertwined. But alas, all good things come to an end. He bit into her neck drinking her life essence while both of them reached their peak.

Korra pushed him away from her, laying down on the mattress to catch her breath. He stayed on his knees, head tilted back, trembling as the aftershock of their coupling washed through him. He had never felt so alive. Feeling eyes on him, Noatak looked at Korra. She was staring at him, disappointment evident on her lovely face, lips turned down, in a pout.

Was I not good enough?

He gulped as Korra tried to stand up with shaking legs. After a few failed attempts, she gave up.

„Want me to get something for you? - He asked.

Korra opened one eye, then closed it back again, answering:

„A glass of water and a special kind of tea.”

„special kind of tea?”

„You know. Anti-baby. I won't be the first Avatar to get pregnant by a spirit, that honour can go to another one if it's even possible. Still, it's not a gamble I am willing to bet on.”

Picturing a pregnant Avatar Korra heavy with his child made him dizzy with desire. Nonetheless, Noatak obliged.

Then he made Korra come again two more times.

***

„Korra, daughter, we want you to move away from here.” - Tonraq stated. – „We're not saying that you should come back to the South Pole but this place isn't good for you. You say you are fine, and although you gained back your weight, but those bags under your eyes say differently. Leave this flat, Asami won't come back.”

Korra stayed quiet.

„Only bad memories tie you here, honey” - Senna continued. – „It will only consume you the longer you stay here.”

The lieutenant said the same thing. It doesn't matter that I leave or not, Amon will haunt me either way.

She thought about the notebook Amon's old commerade showed her. Korra believed that if she would give her body to Amon as he fantasised in his written down thoughts, he would disappear. In the morning, after their nightly activities, he was still there, content like a giant, spoiled cat. Korra didn't know if it was because of her failed theory about why didn't Amon found Yakone in the Spirit world or that Amon's desire to possess her didn't involve only her body. He did write that he wanted her to love him, but she didn't think it was that serious.

„Alright. I search for something else.” - she assured her parents.

***

Noatak watched on as Korra didn't stand the test of time. He watched as she changed styles and grey coloured her dark hair. He stayed with her until she died leaving behind the world blaming her for the apocalypse.

Long ago, he would have cherished it, people despising the Avatar. Now he only felt spite. Noatak pawed at the ground with his boots absentmindedly. He wondered if the past Avatar lives before Korra got freed and could go on the after life if there was one. If they did he could wait 10,000 years for her. He might even help some individuals to reach his new goal faster.

Noatak smiled.

Korra would absolutely love that. - Noatak thought sarcasticly.

  
Author's Note:Is this a good time to say that I like Asami?
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