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Sins of the Father
By all accounts, the last thing Korra  should have remembered was the brief flashback of a professedly infamous trial held decades ago in Republic City Hall but the only memory that clings to her stemming consciousness is that of a purring threat – no,  promise – of her own personal , living nightmare.
 You'd only become a martyr. Benders of every nation would rally behind your untimely demise, but I assure you, I have a plan. And I'm saving you for last, then you'll get your duel, and I  will destroy you. 
As she comes to groggily, the trial scene that unfolded while she was knocked out eventually comes back to her in bits and pieces, chasing away the echo of Amon's voice. She has no idea what it pertains to, why its even relevant. Truly she isn't in any frame of mind to try to figure it out right now anyway. As it stands, all she can focus on in the moment is that as much as she wishes her encounter with the Equalist leader had been just another nightmare, an abstract anomaly like the flashback, she knows it was all too real.
The incessant throbbing in her shoulder attests to that.
Korra gives a low, testy groan and lolls her head to the other side.
 I will destroy you
Suddenly adrenaline surges through her veins. Her entire body, through its aches, jerks to full awareness. Amon! He'd jabbed her shoulder , she fainted, and…
And where was she?
What happened afterwards?
Korra blinks her eyes open, trying to adjust to any iota of light in…wherever she is. Her bleary vision does give way to some semblance of recognition after a minute or so; she registers that she's in a small room with stone walls. The crack of dull golden light that allows her to assess her surroundings comes from under the door several feet in front of her. It is impressive enough she has managed to make out the basics of where she is, considering how sparse and proximity-inept the light is, but she has the strength enough to be frustrated by the limitation nonetheless. Most of the room is shadowy, pitch black voids filling the furthest corners.
Then the Avatar realizes the shivers channeling through her are more than just aftershocks from squirming under Amon's mercy. The chill in the air – could it be because she's underground? – raises goose pimples on her abnormally exposed skin. For some reason Korra can't begin to fathom, she is stripped down to her skivvies. Even her feet have been relieved, the bottom of them absorbing the unforgiving, frigidness of the granite.
That could only mean she was upright, not laid out as she was sure she had been on Avatar Aang Memorial Island…
The dryness in her throat sends her into a coughing frenzy on impulse, and the vibrations rattle the chains holding up her arms-
 What?
Fear, a still, unbidden fear, seems to alleviate the coughing. The thick cuffs, perhaps iron or steel, are clamped around her wrists with all the vice of a hungry seal-shark, and they suspend her arms heavily. Spirits, they're even shackled around her ankles.
It only takes another heartbeat for her thrashing and yelling to begin.
"Let me out of here!" Korra screams, "Whoever is out there, you better let me out or you'll be sorry!" Manically she resorts to her first elemental tool of choice – earthbending. Her bare foot slams down on the ground, intended to procure an explosive display of steepled, , craggy rock that would make a linear scar toward and out the door – to disrupt whatever peace taking place outside her confines.
Nothing.
"Amon!" she barks. Furrowing her brows, she tries again, and the ground is still unresponsive. Her hands turn into fists that thrust forward only a fraction due to the finite slack of the chains - not even a tremble. Anger coiling in her belly, about to bubble into her chest, she tries to shoot fire from her fingertips, her palms. She unsuccessfully wills her feet to cooperate as well, and is even unable to utilize her rage to incite her dragon breath. The riled teenager would've tried her hand at waterbending if not for the nagging in the back of her mind telling her it would be pointless. Not just because she can't see or feel an available water source, but because she hasn't mastered the ability to pull water vapor from thin air. Now she has the sagging regret in the recesses of her mind that she didn't pay enough attention during Katara's special instruction of the technique, convinced it was more of a fancy parlor trick than a useful – ok,  convenient - skill during combat.
Moreover, Korra can't help but to bemoan the fact that had she ever bothered to learn Toph Beifong's seismic sense technique, to aid her in appraising the quantity and quality of  who and  what lay beyond the metal door, she couldn't even use it now. Hell, even if she could  metalbend , that bloody door would  still remain intact, on its hinges, instead of reduced to a putted, helpless crumpled ball, as if it were made of aluminum.
A niggling afterthought, more the Lieutenant's or Amon's, than hers, sidles insult to injury with a sneered comment about the senselessness of pumping dry air into the nondescript room; had her bending not been unattainable in that moment, it was too unrefined and crass to handle the complexities of such an intricate style of bending.
The jangling of her chains intensifies as a roar rips from her throat, laced with disgust. It had dawned on her, somewhere between failing to earth and firebend, that the soreness of her muscles was fresh; not the stale afflictions of when she had been ambushed by the Equalists on the island. She didn't have to see the moderate bruising staining her brown skin to know she was ebbing from the effects of more chi-blocking.
Oh great spirits, what was she going to do?
She was going to  crush him, that's what.
The thought was obviously irrational, though at this point, Korra doubted she could reason with herself. The stinging heat at the back of her eyes warned her she was about to let her fury ravage her to the point of tears. That was unacceptable, all too out of character. There was no way she would give Amon that satisfaction, if it he weren't physically present.
"A coward then and a coward now!" Her mighty yell is deafening in the cramped enclosure. "What are you playing at? First you say you're going to save me for last, then you kidnap me? Answer me!" Her struggling increases, scratching her back raw against the bumpy stone behind her, and she desperately wishes her sheer brute strength was enough for her to break free of the chains. Too bad for her, wistful thinking was the luxury of fools. "Face me!"
Coincidence did not underlay that last demand. She knew all too well what she was reiterating, and from what press conference it originated. No doubt Tenzin and Mako would be berating her at that moment for not learning her lesson the first time. Again, her borrowed impracticality was the culprit, she'd have to reason with them; it empowered her like a thrashing animal caught in a corner, egging on its would-be attacker to get things over with and walloping it with everything it had when the scuffle ensued. The analogy was piteous and demeaning, yet Korra really couldn't careless. The feigned boldness coursing through her brought a welcoming flush to her chilled skin, the warmth working to surrender her soiled pride at being reduced to her breast and loin wrappings.
Minutes ticked by with no other sound except the restless clanging of her chains – her  chains , by Tui and La,  her  chains . Korra knew the dangers of being left alone for too long, where her own thoughts tended to take advantage of the isolation. Being the Avatar  and a naturally sociable spirit, she never wanted for the company of another. She and Naga were joined at the hip, while there was the White Lotus, Katara, and her parents in the South Pole, then the enveloping, surrogate family she had in Tenzin's brood and her Fire Ferret team in Republic City. Unless she was asleep or truly in need of solidarity, Korra was conditioned to the unhealthy impulse of downcast overthinking- something completely opposite of her character. Or perhaps, the darker side of her character as a whole. With any case, things will bode much worse for her if she sinks down that rabbit hole under  this circumstance.
Already, at the notion of the brothers, she thinks of Mako escorting the beautiful Sato heiress at the ridiculous gala Tarrlok concocted "in her honor". Her jealousy rekindles, followed by mix-matched feelings towards the councilman. As at odds as they were, she figured he and Tenzin would have set aside their differences this once to ensure she made it safely out of her fool-hearty duel with the Equalist leader. ..
Korra's swallow is nearly audible in the deafening silence as she bows her head, body foregoing the useless squirming. If that were true, wouldn't she have been rescued by now? Tenzin, with his hawk-like vigilance for the Avatar's well-being and Tarrlok's thirst to keep her as a valued asset to his Task Force –albeit to inevitably gain the upper hand on the Equalists as a boast to the cityfolk – should have been enough to prevent the masked terrorist from apprehending her. Unless…
Was it even Amon who had her?
But if not him, who else would it be? And if it was him, was it possible that he'd changed his mind and actually…
The Water Tribe youth is, thankfully, forced to perish the thought immediately when she hears footsteps encroaching upon the door to her holding cell – for there was nothing else to label it as. Yet relief hails bittersweetly, since the lingering dread in her gut intermingles with anxiety for what would happen next. Clearly her rowdiness has attracted attention, the wrong attention. She'd be getting what she  thought she wanted a few minutes ago.
Slightly woozy from going round and round in her head, Korra hears the door unlock and crank open. All that lifted were a pair of slitted, cyan eyes, squinting on the looming figure in the doorway.
"Once again, I've received your invitation, young Avatar."
The usual paralysis of fright seized her muscles at his deep drawl. Whats more, although the overhead sodium lamps of the hallway cast dim lighting, with Korra's slow adjustment and acclimation to the new abundance of light, the way it haloed him was a far cry from angelic. No, this  monster had to be emerging from hellfire.
Despite herself, she bares her teeth at him. "Where am I?"
He subtly inclines his head, arms tied behind his ramrod-straight form. If she didn't know any better, he was regarding her the way a child would study a frenzied eel-fish with morbid curiosity before it was slaughtered for dinner.
"What do you want, Amon?" she hisses through her teeth impatiently. She yanks violently at one of her constraints for emphasis. "What is the meaning of this?"
He chooses that time to stride in leisurely, closing the door behind him without turning. As he approaches her he reveals a lantern from behind his back. He calmly sets it a few yards from her feet and when he straightens, the girl's small shivering almost goes into overdrive at the sight of him up close. It gives her déjà vu of Avatar Aang Memorial Island, the dusky light glaring menacingly off the lacquered wood. Even with her upright this time, his mask hovers above her, like Amon is looking down the shaft of the artificial nose at her, distain and intimidation rolling off him in waves.
"I do not relish in games of deer-cat and pig-mouse, if that is what you're implying Avatar,"
Miraculously, her glare hasn't faltered yet. "Then for what  sick purposes do you have me held like  this ?"
"I assure you, you shall find out in due time. If you will, attribute your impromptu detainment to…a change of heart."
Resisting a retort about him not having one of those, Korra sniffs. "You really are a sociopath. I advise you release me, if you're not going to take my bending. The entire city knows about our meeting on the island and I'm sure I haven't been out for long. They're going to find this place soon enough."
Because he is so close, she can make out the  impassive stare, nevermind that it is too dark for her to make out a color. "Interesting, Avatar, how you do not sound so sure of this yourself," he says in the lowliest of tones she's ever heard from him. How knowingly and arrogantly he intones this, however, is what threatens to set her off. She really can't believe how deplorable he is.
Stunned to enraged silence, Korra turns away from his prying look, her lips drawing into a tight line. On a humiliating cue, her stomach protests in the tense quiet. Blood rushes to her cheeks but she doesn't react otherwise. Amon, though, makes some sort of noise that's a cross between amusement and annoyance. "Be that as it may, I suppose I must play the part of a gracious host to my enemy."
"No thanks," she snipes.
"Oh, but I insist Avatar." Reminiscent of their skirmish on the island, and probably purposefully so, Amon pinches and hoists her chin so that she is facing him. Behind the mask he smirks at her cutting scowl, fascinated with its gradual falter by the end of his next statement. "You will be needing every ounce of your strength for what is to come."
There is no telling what emotion her jaw quivers from, but the urge to jerk from the callousness of the pads of his pinched fingers is more than compelling. The Equalist leader certainly expects her to any second now, though when she responds with a fraction of her usual, belligerent tones, he is pleased she has finally come to terms with the gravity of her situation - the sudden beads of sweat at her temples giving any indication. Without a shadow of a doubt, the girl has numbed enough from her indignity to correlate her scantly state of dress, her seclusion, and her heightened senses acutely tuning in to the barest hints of aftershave, along with the cross of salt and sandalwood wafting from his mature body. He relishes Korra's quickening heart rate as she hones in on his too-near proximity and radiating heat. Now the buttons on his tunic glint a little too harshly, his shoulder guards make him wider than what she remembers, his cowl a partial awning over the deep red spot on his artificial forehead that looks a little too much like a pool of blood. This kind of dismay is a different one altogether, just as primal and pure as the fact that all respective titles aside, she was a woman strewn up before a man.
"Please don't do this," she mutters, the rest of her body cowering into itself.
"Please don't do  what , Avatar?" he taunts. Licking his lips under the mask, he steps closer, a tremor of delight going through him at her visible flinch.
"Y-you know what I mean."
"Use your words, young Avatar, it is what you do best. Indeed, if not so, I wouldn't have the pleasure of being in your company."
The undertone of hostility there buries her bravado all the more – what's left of it anyway. With his broad, tunic-clad body almost meshed to hers, Korra grasps at straws trying to figure out who could have put him up to something like this. Beyond her fear, she knew close to nothing about him yet she could tell he was a man of calculated order and meticulous itineraries. He didn't seem like the type to be talked into deviating from a neatly devised plan. Likewise, that catfish-moustache second-in-command of his was oily enough – just not the kind of slick talker who questioned his superior or did anything less than mechanically carry out his bidding. Further unconvinced any of his other subordinate cronies could have swayed him, Korra couldn't think of anyone else possibly involved in the Movement who could be the one…
"Well…?"
She blinks , blinks again, the lapse of distraction fading away. "I won't give you the satisfaction," she finally whispers.
"I'd wager you will."
Too quick for the naked eye, his vice-like grip relents completely and he's snatching down the blue tie from one of her side ponytails. A tiny squeal of pain emits from her throat at the yank to the sensitive part of her scalp, another one seeping out when its twin is stripped too. Amon reaches for the high tail at the back of her head before she can lean out of the way and tugs it out in one fluid movement. A tumult of loose, coffee waves cascades down her shoulders, ends curling just above her chest. He gives her new look a quick once-over, then hums, ignoring her ire.
"Who knew a passable young woman lay beneath the spitfire," he murmurs, brushing away some of the bangs framing her face and pocketing the accessories.
"Don't  touch me," she warns, watching her beloved bands disappear into his trousers. She bites back the curse she wants to let out, because those were a birthday gift from her father way back when. No matter what other hair piece she was presented with hence forth, she refused to part with them; they were just as constant and comforting as Naga.
Sensing Amon might be aware too, how naked she  truly was now with this trademark part of her identity confiscated, the Avatar kept her mouth shut. She couldn't afford to let him know the extent of her vulnerability without them. Beguiling Spirits, she hopes he doesn't  also realize this gesture makes her more female than ever; her hairstyle was traditionally reserved for Water Tribe men, and due to her hyper-masculine nature, it was only fitting.
Still ignoring her rigidity, he slinks his body to hers, arms shooting over and past her shoulder so he can brace himself against the wall. The gentle step forward, like she'd break, molds her to the stone too. At the contact, the curtailed embers within her blaze, yet her exterior is a muddled mass of nerves. The teeth that bite back her bottom lip tear the tender flesh and draw blood. So many contrasts come into friction with her person – plated, leathery, course, cottony – that her skin prickles, even where…it betrays her and protrudes through her chest bindings.
To protect whatever dignity she had left, though, she blames it on the chill of his buttons.
She feels him lean into her ear, the smooth plane of his forehead icy against the tip of the shell. "I have no such need for your consent, Avatar, and when have I ever? Perhaps I have alluded to my intentions with you poorly for you to not have reconciled this."
"You couldn't possibly stoop to this level, Amon. I respect we are on opposing sides. If you…if you only took my bending, I don't know what would become of me, but at least I…
"Go on," he rasps.
No, she can't. Rather, she has found a fallacy in her little appeal. In her heart she already, by default, surmises she will no longer be the Avatar, just a faint husk of one. She wasn't an airbender yet, and considering how her training had been going alongside the brutal truth that Amon's damage was irreversible, no amount of spiritual recon from Tenzin would be enough to trigger it, much less reboot the rest of her bending.
In other words, she had just as much reason to fear the extraction of her bending as the pillage of her chastity.
Neither one could be restored.
 I will destroy you
Hopelessness washes through her, coating her insides thickly. Such a terrible revelation had her almost grateful for the chains holding her up, for otherwise, she would be a puddle of quaking goo on the ground. The self-pity stifles her so, she gives a mental cry for her parents in her mind. This really couldn't be happening. Not when she couldn't do anything about it.
"At least I would have my honor intact," she finishes lamely, so lightly he can barely hear it.
Humming noncommittally, Amon rolls against her, warm breath ticklling her inner canal. "How candid of you."
She stubbornly remains mute.
"Avatar Korra," he entreats after a spell.
The girl shudders with growing, seething hatred of the formality. Coming from him, it is  never out of reverence.
Not trusting the watery promise of speaking, she remains quiet, waiting for him to press on and gritting her teeth at the intimate contact.
"My plans were never to take it this far, but you seem to be under misconceptions of the lengths I would go to bring my life's work to fruition. Dealing with you is mere child's play, my dear, yes. You are hardly cause for concern." His hips hike upwards, firmly pinning her to the wall and earning him a small whimper of surprise. "At any rate, it has been brought to my attention that the acceleration of your deconstruction has its merits. Do you not think I have not conjured up other ways of ruining you before I go to bed at night?" His hips swivel into hers assertively. "Do you not think," he hisses, "I have not considered defiling the Avatar?"
Korra's eyes bulge, her abrupt twisting rattling the chains thunderously. "The spirits would curse you to oblivion, you sick bastard!"
He chuckles – a discomforting sound. "Oh, surely not the same spirits who  granted me the gift of purging wretches like yourself. It would be contradictory"
"So  you say," she grounds out, "As long as I exist, the spirits wouldn't contradict themselves by enabling a monster like you."
"I see your lessons with your predecessor's son leave much to be desired." Amon inhales the ripeness of her sheened neck, exhaling in heady approval. His hips continue their torturous exploration of the entrapped crook of her thighs. "I would lecture you of the spirits residing in the Spirit World who despise you, and wish to rectify your existence, but I would digress."
"You're a  liar -
"Honestly, Avatar, you have nary to fear. From the moment you arrived in Republic City, my radar on you has been strictly professional. Infatuation and obsession is for the common fool." He grins wickedly behind the mask, something faraway in his silken voice. "The debauchery I envision for you will and has not, warranted such errant feelings."
A maelstrom of cantankerous emotions gripe her composure. Did he think that was supposed to make her feel better?
 Don't be stupid, Korra, he's just being snide like he has been.
His pale hands sliding down to anchor her waist, Korra could yack more at her incredulity of being insulted by his comment than the reality that he was intent on humiliating her in this position, slowly driving into her to get a rise, as it were. She could more or less bear the treacherous moistening flaring between her legs; this was a natural reaction, and she was in so much of a stupor, her distain for the man – an undeniably full grown  man - couldn't stop it even if she tried her damnest. It was the piteous welling of tears that he'd implied doing all of this to her with  no ounce  of attraction towards her – not even a creepy captivation - that was daunting, colder than her native lands.
 Who knew a passable young woman lay beneath the spitfire
Through her shallow panting, she blinks back the wetness determinedly. "You're a liar," she nearly mewls, head slumping into his shoulder. He'd migrated to her heart-shaped rear and grasped her there as he prodded her with his now-stiffened lower region. His massaging was slowly easing her legs apart, which she kept fighting to no favorable avail.
"We'll see," he purrs back in amusement. With one swift move of his hips, he wrenches her thighs apart fully and begins his relentless plowing. "Yes, we'll see," he repeats, drowned out by her moan.
For a wrinkle in time that's all there is to it. His pounding at her core builds a pressure inside of her she is familiar with from lonely, stress-relieving nights at the compound, and had she been able to take purchase of his shoulders, damn it, she would have. Instead she tightens her fists, chewing on her abused lip to hold back forbidden noises of submission. Amon's ministrations were garnering a different kind of eminent high, one that only another aroused body could produce. Korra'd hope that Mako would be the first one to evoke this decadent vortex within her, alas-
The bedraggled girl's drawn out moan reverberates into his guard, her subtle, climactic spasming every inch throbbing around his bulge, causing him to slam his hips in as close as he can with volatile abandon while his grip throws her forward. "Very good." Jerking away, he sinks down so that he is at eye level with her heaving chest. "But remember, Avatar, it is unbefitting of young ladies to exhibit crude behavior when within the walls of a receptive host.." He lifts the mask a smidgen by its helm and latches on to one of Korra's covered nipples until a tiny drop of crimson blooms through the white fabric. Instantly her aftershocks of pleasure intermingle with the sting of the bitten nub, the sensation making her belly clench; she barely squelches the howl of discomfort, glaring affronted, oceanic daggers at him as Amon straightens back to his full height, readjusting the mask. The condescending smirk permanently plastered on the object of her night terrors could be his real smirk channeling through. "Do well not to antagonize my good graces again with your expletives."
"Airships," she blurts on a whim, eyes wide. "I saw airships in the distance." She then narrows her eyes at him. "I don't think I'll be sticking around long enough to disturb your precious peace."
After regarding her for a few moments, aghast as to where this epiphany could have stemmed from, Amon waves her off dismissively. "For all the good your metalbending saviors did. Your councilman is not nearly as efficient as he thinks."
The note of a sneer in his voice at that last comment is as detectable as the day is long. It isn't lost on her, but Korra wilts anyway, too absorbed with the even more depressing plot twist of this reality: help had been just a hair's width away. They were just too late. Always one step behind.
"Think of it this way," he casually adds when the silence stretches thin. "A long overdue respite from that abomination you call a sport, that pesky task force, all of your fruitless airbending training. …" He smooths a damp lock of hair from her slightly tightened face. "You would not be the first to claim refuge in my custody. You are in very good hands."
Korra lets out a strangled cry when he tears her breast wrappings down with a single, merciless gesture. Her loin wraps are treated the same, sure to leave something akin to a rug burn on the grooves of her hips judging from the raw welts left behind. "Capable hands," Amon rumbles as the ripped undergarments flutter to the ground and he slides back minimally to pointedly appraise her.
His prediction tried and true, the girl recovers from her shock quickly, gnashing and bucking at him. The venom in her glower is potent enough to lace the spittle she hacks at him, which he dodges with ease. Petty victory surges though him as he grins to himself, perfectly aware of the girl's grip on not only what more her stay would entail from this perverse action, but of what she was reliving. It had to be driving her mad, the tell-tale juices running down her inner thighs, formerly dammed by the white linen.
How the mighty have fallen.
Disgust reserved for the both of them in her feral leer, Korra tries to cross her legs to hide the patch of dark, delicate curls so painfully exposed to him, still on the verge of a full-fledge d breakdown. "This is inhumane!"
He shrugs one shoulder. "A matter of opinion."
"They'll come for me," she rallies back, "They won't stop until they find me!"
"Another opinion you are entitled to, Avatar," Amon replies just as calmly as before, admiring the jumping of her full breasts.
"  You can't keep me h -
"Enough." He shakes away the strange urge to lap up the trickle of blood running from her teat and takes on a militant stance again, arms retreating behind his back, enhancing the bulk of his shoulders all the more. "I meant what I said about decorum. While your…uncouth reputation precedes you, I will not tolerate barbarism."
"Says the filthy hypocrite staring at my tits," she snarls, a brow raising. "How old are you anyway?"
Amon clears his throat a little too emphatically, evening the score in Korra's favor if only by a slight. Let her at least have that, stark bare and all. "Ensuring the Avatar is humbled from her privilege and elitist title in the duration of her stay, nudity is necessary. Should you cooperate, the same courtesies of civility will potentially extend to you-
-Korra huffs at "potentially "-
"Though it goes without saying what unpleasantries await you if you choose to do this the hard way."
"You mean, more abuse than I will already get?" she says sardonically. "Right."
"Call it what you will. Now pay attention, because I will not repeat myself." Amon stoops to pick up the oil lamp, and upon rising, she notices the tent still straining between his legs. Beyond wanting to kick it up into his guts, she refuses to think about it further. "While I am otherwise occupied, you will be frequented by another. He will be your sole caretaker and disciplinarian – well, your disciplinarian when it is not my turn with you." Noting her rolling eyes, he frowns. "Wouldn't it be fortuitous for us all if you remain just as spirited by the end of this?"
Something about the menace behind the simple question has her swallowing any charged up retort. Korra bites the inside of her cheek to stave off any response, allowing him to carry on without rebuff.
Amon's tone is surprisingly soft when he speaks again. He runs the back of his index finger down the strip of skin leading to the swell of her breast, eliciting a shudder from his captive. "Though I am sure it offers no solace, you would not be the first Avatar to be victimized by an enemy. I hear tell the Avatar has victimized his or her fair share in the past. So it is only natural at least a hardy few have managed to enact their retribution."
Vaguely recalling something Master Katara once told her, Korra speaks almost lifelessly. "The Avatar can't save everyone all the time. Aside from which, no Avatar has ever acted without just cause."
"And what makes you so vindicated?"
She eyes him squarely, finality and condescension punctuating every syllable . "I'm the Avatar, that's why."
Despite him, the Equalist leader's lips tug to the side wolfishly.
"Crossing you and the Equalists reminds me that there are already so many lost, on both sides. Its bereaving to know I've arrived here too late to have prevented this war."
"Nonesense, girl. Republic City has been out of balance long before your time. Avatar Aang's negligence saw to such." An intake of breath indicates he's about to add a remark equally as sour, and Korra hears it deflate into an irritable sigh. Morbid curiosity breeds in her head on why the soft sound has turned the topic more personal than it should be; then in the same train of thought, she tells herself she doesn't care. What she  should be thinking about is a plan of escape. She needs to be focusing on survival in the meantime. Not falling for the self-reproaching bait of an infinitely more self-righteous, national terrorist, or dwelling on what scarring said terrorist had begun to inflect upon her with his mere lower body.
She didn't know she'd squeezed her prickling eyes shut until she heard rather than saw him walking away. "So what are you saying?" Korra mutters. "I've walked into a lost cause?"
The footsteps balk.
"I'm saying, Avatar, what the division of this generation is saying. The world doesn't need you anymore. The only way to stabilize our way of life is to acclimatize ourselves to alternate methods of diplomacy."
Her lids peel open slightly, fixating on his silhouette stalled before the door. The lantern casts odd shadows through the room, accentuating the incongruousness of the his words that she feels.
"You can't possibly believe what you're doing is considered diplomatic."
"Have not benders been advantageous for the better part of history?"
Tui and La, how was he roping her back into this vicious cycle? Unable to forfeit the argument to concentrate on formulating a plan like she knows she should, her stomach beats her to the punch by gurgling loudly before she can fix her mouth for rebuttal. Amon ambles around to face her on cue. "I will take that as a yes,"
Impudence spurs her to stick out her tongue, but only mentally. On the outside, she is too rattled by the severity of her predicament to show anything but fragility, bleak hesitation playing across her face. Just as well, the man several feet away is privy to her inner and outer squirming. She really was a sight, he decided. Without the bratty attitude tarnishing her image, he could only imagine what he could do with that style of fierceness combined with butter brown curves that could rival any affluent dame's in Republic City.
As if just then remembering the issue in his trousers, Amon shifts some to settle himself down and starts gutturally, "Allow me to leave you food for thought, in a manner of speaking, as I retrieve the real thing."
Korra blinks as him warily, shivering from, what she perceives, is a draft.
"Legend tells of a giant from the beginning of time, a giant supposed to have been the benefactor of mankind. Because of his affinity for mankind, he was driven to a noble yet foolish act to provide for them. The giant's leading adversary caught wind of his thievery, and to teach the giant of his place, he condemned him to a pillar where he was to be chained for the rest of his days. Every day, a great bird came to devour his liver, just for the liver to heal by night and the bird to consume it the next day. The lands from which the legend originates, outskirting Fire, Earth, Water, and even Air territories,  agree to a single moral of the tale: No good deed goes unpunished, save for the one that pleases the punisher the most."
Layers of silence curdle between them so densely, the masked man keys in on the cadence of her heartbeat, matching it with the metronome of his own. At some point, where he estimates the intensity to have reached its zenith, he knows comprehension has set it. It's the same way he gauged when he'd won over a crowd of potential recruits at a secret rally.
"Amon," Korra finally croaks.
He inclines his head. "Yes."
"This other man…." She stares down the length of her naked body, one foot crossing over the other. "Does he…will he…is it necessary, you know, since you already…" Not even daring to finish, she glances up at him imploringly, so sickly innocent he could chortle.
So he does.
"My, is it that the Avatar only finds me palatable?"
"Its not like that!" she checks him vehemently, powering back down to a snivel in the next breath. "I just….I wont say I'm prepared to endure this. If fact, when I make it out of here, not amount of trial sentencing or spiritual endowments will save you from me. But…I think its fair enough I contend with you i-in that way. It would be too cruel of you to pit me with another heartless monster who doesn't see me for me." This was  so not happening, she was  not giving him more weak spots to exploit. Still she can't help but steamroll on. "I know we're enemies. I know I'm at your mercy, I'm in no position to bargain-
"Calm yourself," Amon interjects coolly, with just the barest hint of agitation. One possessive scan of her  very feminine form and he steels his voice resolutely. "Nothing is to mar you unless I will it."
"And  do you? Can he-
"The boy knows his limits," he clarifies thinly.
Somehow, she feels even less assured than before,
Well, hell if she was even remotely assured from the get go.
Ignoring her horridly mystified expression, he knocks three times and there's a resonating click moments later. "If that will be all, I bid you farewell for the time being."
The only acknowledgment of his parting is a faint gurgling from the other side of the room. The girl just hangs there listlessly, a cold sweat layering her skin. Amon drags the heavy door open and with one last look darted her way, departs.
For Korra the metallic crunch of the closing door spells out promises she would much rather cap a lid on and entomb. Indeed, once she is sealed into darkness again, the foreboding promises seal symmetrically. As she registers the fading voices – Amon ordering someone to fetch her fare -, she finds that she is too drained, all of a sudden to contrive even a harebrained scheme to break herself out . Exhaustion presses down on her bones when she tries to switch to weighing her pros and cons, and by the time she's deliberating on any weakness she pinpointed of the Equalist leader as they interacted, she was drifting off into a fitful sleep, her knees bucking and her weight suspended by her wrists.
 The boy, the boy….he said the boy…..
Brooding yet affectionate golden eyes of a certain firebender graciously escort her into unconsciousness.
The incredulity of coming to the second time being worse than the first sets in haphazardly once Korra awakens. She comes to terms with her disarray of her surroundings again, then her gnawing hunger, then the stiff aches of her body – which leads to reaffirmation of bareness of said body, and that it is currently chained to a wall. Then the sticky residue of her naked inner thighs that recap a certain lewd action that transpired between…
 That son of a bitch!
Korra spazzes in rekindled anger and hyperventilation, already scuffed-up back scraping against the same jagged stone he'd backed her against. Tears threaten to sluice down her cheeks but rather than pride, it is unworthiness that keeps them from welling over. She had no right to cry over it – how could she have let him get away with that? Was it so hard to at least bite the hell out of him, head-butt him,  something , instead of take it like a wily little whore?
A growl thrums in her throat, indecision of who she's most pissed at her adding to her frustration, until she can almost hear Tenzin's deep, mellow timbre reciting words of wisdom in her head. She knows exactly what the bald monk would be telling her to do in this moment, much akin to what he droned on about and drilled into her whenever she had to join him and the kids for early morning meditation.
Body part by body part, she allows herself to release the tension in her muscles. Korra exhales rhythmically with her eyes still closed.
And even with that amateur amount of mitigation, she immediately senses the element of her birth; it's raining outside.
 I can use this energy to focus on a plan too
As if struck by the confidence of this thought, she continues to breathe in and out evenly and blinks around, surveying the room once more. Everything is the same except now, there's an arch of candles surrounding her, the circumference pushed out a safe distance as to not warrant an accidental kicking. Noticing the highlight of her chest and shoulders, she cranes her neck to see the source of light, and deduces, when she can't twist far enough to see, that there must be some sort of crude, protruding slab shelving another candle above her. Marginal warmth spills down upon her as well, along with the toastiness of the flickering, arc of waxy, red cylinders that, when Korra puts two and two together, explains why she isn't as chilled to bone as before.
Her minor appreciation, though, is outweighed by an uncomfortable, eerie suspicion. She detests the sickly sweet scent the candles exude, doesn't like how the enclosed flames resemble a romantic or séance-type quality. Their presence raise the hairs on her skin, effectively diluting the welcomed, heating effects on her exposed body.
The Avatar shakes her head to get rid of the ominous thoughts trying to creep in
 What time of day is it? How long did I sleep this time? I've really lost track…
Disappointment reigns in, for her to have let her guard down again. If she could, she would kick herself for so many consecutive failures. She was the damn Avatar, albeit as young and inexperienced with a veteran foe as she was. No matter how much she tries, she cant recall a predicament she's been in as despicable as this one. Cheeks tinging an irate pink, she haughtily muses that if she had been born male, she highly doubts the Equalist leader would have resorted to such debase measures.
"I thought you were going to feed me," she calls out derisively in a cracking voice, spurred on by the sexist reasoning. The stubborn part of her doesn't want to care one way or the other if she's fed – spite inspires her to want to say something petty -, but she knows as low as Amon has stooped, he wouldn't come all this way to poison or starve her to death. Reluctantly still, she knows she needs to eat to keep up whatever small reservoir of endurance she'll need to fight her way out.
Contrary to her belief that the masked man would return on cue, several minutes drag by, silent as a tomb except for her jaded breathing. The silence lingers on, only interrupted by a brief exchange of faint, murmured voices, then more silence that has her thoroughly miffed for being ignored this long.
"  He-llo ," Korra sing-songs in a higher pitch, saucy as all get out. She's about to inch a key higher with another goading, sarcastic remark when the bolt suddenly clicks.
Korra's jaw snaps shut, a frown etched across her face. Funny, there were no accompanying footsteps this time around.
She hones in on the door expectantly. No, she decides at the last second. She's going to keep giving him a piece of her mind.
"Its about time," she shoots bitingly as the door creaks open to reveal the visitor. "I thought you said….
At her trail off, the figure steps further into view, a covered metal tray in one balanced hand and the other hand pushing the door shut behind him surreptitiously. In place of a lacquered, wooden mask, dark attire and a straight-laced gait, the girl is met with a slightly slimmer male body clad if that god forsaken Equalist uniform and a practiced, authoritarian stance that is, disturbingly, reminiscent of Amon's if she stares at him hard enough.
Her mouth goes dry, hairs raising on the back of her neck and shivers shimmying down her spine for reasons she can't quite decipher; she imagines its similar to Naga's raised hackles when the polar-bear dog senses incoming, unnamed danger. Figures that the self-important terrorist would send one of his underlings for a meager task like this. She had half a mind that he would do so.
Yet here she is, unconsciously curling into herself for reasons beyond her nudity, transfixed on the goggled stranger as he strides over to her unhurriedly,  fluidly , like death itself on  calm wings, making the short distance seem like a long, beaten path; she's afraid of looking away in that she'd fare worse if she didn't face this force of a man head on.
He casually steps over the candles without missing a beat. "My, my Avatar," the newcomer chuckle shrewdly, planting himself a foot away from her. "I thought our esteemed leader reminded you to be lady-like."
"Who are you?" Korra blurts, hoping her ascorbic tone makes up for her stammer.
With his free hand, the man pulls off his mask and goggles, letting the mask fall but twirling the creepy green things around a gloved finger merrily. An impeccable smirk confirms, in fact, that he isn't fazed at all.
He gives a stunted, mocking bow, piercing stare and gravely, stoic voice at odds with the obvious charm. "Yizu, at your service."
"Yizu," she repeats, as if the name is supposed to ring a bell – and, clearly, because it doesn't, she is chagrinned.
"Rather unique, I know." The goggles finally slip to the ground with a soft thump. "Probably just as rare as 'Korra'." Yizu arches an anticipative brow, willing to count on the girl to catch the double meaning.
"I've never heard of it being uncommon," she snaps, already annoyed with his playful attitude.
"Really," he deadpans, unperturbed. "In all my travels, you are the first 'Korra' I've ever met. I dare say, you would be the first and only 'Korra' most people ever encounter, what with your Avatar stardom."
"Yours doesn't even sound Water Tribe," she jibs back, taking in skin a few shades darker than hers and a top knot with the remaining half of hair trailing down his back. What has her scrutinizing him even further, though, is the detail of him being well-traveled. He couldn't be much older than herself.
"Because it isn't," he retorts, making a show of rolling his eyes at how 'perceptive' she is, and Korra is forced, upon closer inspection, to comprehend why with an almost inaudible intake of breath. Unlike those of traditional Water Tribe heritage, the boy's hair is jet black instead of a variant of deep, reddish brown. His eyes, at first glance, give the impression of a light, glacial blue, but with every minimal movement, be it his actual eyes or head, and the angles of candlelight shifting from these movements, they come off iridescent, osculating between that aqua and a delicate amber the way the sun reflects upon the shallows of a tropical shore.
"You're part Fire Nation, aren't you?," she mumbles unenthusiastically, not really expecting confirmation in lieu of her involuntary memorization. Since she'd arrived in Republic City, it didn't take long for her to see mixed raced citizens in the metropolis. Of course it was bound to happen in a city founded on the principle of international unity. It was just that no matter the mix, from what she gleaned, the person genetically inherited either one eye color or the other. For the Fire Ferret brothers, this biological code even extended to bending, although Korra was unsure if this was the case for everyone else; she'd yet to encounter another pair of siblings who's opposing bending coincided with their eye color.
Never did she think she would see the day where harboring both colors could be possible.
As if reading her mind, Yizu seems to preen. "Right you are, Avatar," he says vaguely, lifting the metal, domed lid and invading the girl's senses with a frenzy of spices. Steam wafts thickly from a savory-looking stew, a smaller bowl of rice and a cup of tea. For dessert, a saucer of sliced moon-peaches sits to the edge of the tray alongside a spoon and chopsticks. He continues to study her beguiled expression. "Care to share?"
"Share what?" Her stomach choruses below.
"Your thoughts on the matter of my ancestry."
"I don't have any," Korra sasses, then opts for a tart response on second thought. "Actually, I am wondering at the likelihood of you being a bender, since you are so perfectly 'blended'". She cocks her brow. "Either the mix cancelled out the prospect or your loyalties lie with the wrong crew."
The effect of her words should have been enough to hit a nerve; she was really hoping so, so that the unnerving feeling he instilled within her would mist away. It wasn't just his presence either – she didn't miss the way those nacreous eyes roved her naked form none too subtly while she was speaking. Unfortunately for her, the Equalist boy brushes off the accusations like water down a turtle-duck's back, grating on  her nerves just as much as his offensive side-ogling when he was supposed to be looking at her face. All the more, she swears she can detect a shred of irony in his easy-going grin, icy chips regarding her as egotistical as she recollects ever being leered at-
At once, she knows.
She knows whats so uncanny about this guy, and other ironies are not lost to her in the moment. She knows where she's seen a similar gaze, jaw structure, hairline and complexion. She knows who bears that familiar, brawny physique, handsomely pretentious air, that perpetual deer-cat–got-the-cream charisma. These inclinations somehow do not assuage her unnamed unease like she thought they would, yet they do satiate the nagging at the back of her brain.
Korra, however, keeps her deductions and the vision of a certain manipulative, Republic City council member to herself - it is all too surreal to contemplate. To her credit, her composure barely wavers at Yizu's snide comment about people underestimating her intelligence and her food getting cold.
"Then unshackle me so I can eat," she grouches, patting herself on the back for her ability to keep up despite her musings. The less he suspected of her, the better.
Yizu takes a few seconds to heed her before shaking his head in amusement, tapping a finger to her temple condescendingly. "Looks as if I spoke too soon."
Realization strikes. "Oh no," she nearly whines, rocking her wrists in the cuffs. "You are  not feeding me."
"I am if you want to eat." He shrugs.
"  No ."
"It does not matter to me whether you do or not, Avatar. But I am sure you were informed of certain activities the will require the appropriate stamina." His face is wiped of all humor now, a deviousness echoing in his warning tone. Korra turns away from him with a bitten lip, liking this change in address even less than his cheek already. Not too long ago she was telling herself she needed sustenance –granted, for a polarizing endeavor – anyway, so what outcome did she expect from this resistance?
"No," she repeats with finality, peering up at him in full mode pig-headedness through her lashes.
"If that is to be your chosen word during your stay, I'm afraid it will do you no good. Though I suppose it would be a rather peculiar safe word" He goes to caress the side of her face and Korra jerks, fuming. Placid, he drops his hand sighing." It really is getting cold, Korra."
The audacity of him to speak to her like a child – him and his warped leader. Seething, the teenage girl resists the urge to lunge at him, to make the tray topple over so he can clean it up and leave. "I don't  care what he said! I'm not going to let you feed me! You cant make me, no matter  how many mind tricks you've got up your sleeve!" Republic City's Northern Water Tribe representative comes to mind again, steeling her face all the more.
"Pity," is all the Equalist boy says when her thunder dies down.
"Why did he send you in here  anyway ?" How she wanted to kick his ass from here to Ba Sing Say. It was truly a sad day for the Avatar when she had to admit to tolerating  Amon over a lesser scum bag. "What the hell makes you so important that you can…" Korra's voice cuts off curtly. Her eyes widen, taking him in as if for the first time.
"Go on," Yizu whispers, menace and triumph laced in his smile.
 The boy knows his limits
"Its you," she breathes.
"Atta girl." He winks approvingly, un phased by her reeling emotions.
 ….your sole caretaker and disciplinarian….
"B-but that..." Korra can't stop the twitches wracking her body. The food that once smelled so appetizing now mingles incompatibly with the overly ripe, floral odor of the candles. With the same startling clarity, she relives those dreaded sensory activations engendered by Amon; she is  wholly aware of Yizu's manhood, the breadth of his shoulders and the thermal cedarwood drifting from his body. It is the worst strand of déjà vu. "You told him to take me," she croaks.
" That I did."
"He  gave in " She says it more to herself, immersed in disbelief.
"Behind every good leader is the counsel of one's followers, Avatar Korra. Surely you can relate," he quips, obviously referring to the brothers in mock deference since his punctuation on 'followers' borders on the premise that he views them as insignificant buffoons. But Korra doesn't even have the capacity to dwell on the sly disrespect towards her friends – she can't fight the headache coming on, the ringing in her ears, the static of her previous nightmares of the boy's "captain" reaching new frequencies.
Korra's speechless gaping doesn't last long when Yizu inches closer, his ever-patient sneer angled down at her. The imposing stance makes her wither, choosing to submissively lower her eyes to her feet with self-hatred. "I am not opposed to a compromise," he says sugarly. "If you so choose, I can allow you to help yourself like a cow-pig. Most befitting of a savage by nature, wouldn't you agree?"
"Fuck you," she mutters distastefully.
A shadow of displeasure too quick for the naked eye crosses his features, rapidly settling back to that unbothered simper before the girl notices. "An intriguing proposition," he rasps.
"Touch me and I'll rip your head off." Korra's voice is deathly calm, assuring she isn't the least bit concerned with how empty a threat it is but Yizu scoops some rice onto the spoon with a titter.
"Amon did relay you were quite partial already. Guess the enigmatic mask gets you going."
"He also relayed you can't push your boundaries," she retorts none too confidently.
"And did he tell you what those boundaries were?" He raises the spoon to her lips, a crafty lift in the corner of his lips.
"H-he didn't have to," she tries to justify, backing away. "I'm not stupid."
Yizu stoops to her at eye-level, a glimmer of irritation finally breaking his carefree façade. "You should have asked," he states coldly.
Korra narrows her eyes defiantly, no doubt trying to dismiss his implications  despite the churning of her insides.
"Eat," he warns in an even softer voice.
"Not if-
"You must not understand the severity of your situation, Avatar. That's why I'm honored I'll be the one to help you to do so." The spoon clatters to the tray and Korra grunts in excruciating pain as fingers stab all over her, aggravating the bruises from prior with a vengeance. Within seconds her entire body slackens, her head sagging from her neck as if on an invisible noose.
Still balancing the tray with incomparable grace and poise with his other hand, Yizu slides back a tad to watch her, a false visage of guilt tugging at his attractive features. "Now that your request is impossible to fulfill, what will it be?"
"Fine," she whimpers through gritted teeth.
"That's more like it." Gathering a spoonful of stew this time, the Equalist draws close again to tip it to her lips. Korra complies numbly, recanting in her head that this is necessary, to bar her true, mutinous thoughts. She either needs to play along for her impending escape or until she is let go – with heavy emphasis on the former.
She begrudgingly continues to accept the meal, forgoing the moon-peaches when she feels the otherwise delicious meal, in another context, roils in her stomach threateningly. Tea dribbles animalistically down her chin as he tips the engraved teacup to her at last – Korra didn't realize how thirsty she had been upon smacking her lips, the slightly sweet brew chasing the saltiness of the food. Yizu sets the tray to the floor murmuring about bringing in a stand next time and straightens with a napkin to dab at her mouth.
"Now was that so bad?"
"You tell me." She eyes him in subdued anger. "What happens when I need to use the bathroom?"
The smirk spreads easy. "Nothing I am not willing to do to clean up after a house pet."
"Stop talking like him!" the girl suddenly shouts, thrashing and kicking the tray so infuriatingly, it sails into the patch of wall closest to the door. "Just what the hell do you think treating me like this will accomplish? You think a bunch of sadistic creeps will change me?  Really ? Because if you do, you idiots are more out of your minds than I thought!"
After a lethargic twist of his head to blink at the booted object, Yizu faces her passively. "That was quite a tantrum."
"Stop patronizing me!"
They both pause when a gruff voice asks if everything is okay from outside. "Just fine," the dark-skinned young man calls back airily, something advising caution in his stern look towards the heaving Avatar. "Impressive as it was that you managed to percevere through my chi-blocking, I suggest you don't do anything of the sort again," he chides.
"Of course I did," she snarls back too smugly, giving a huff of humorless laughter "I'm the Avatar. Who the hell do you think you're dealing with, bub?"
If he's ruffled, he doesn't show it. Korra is actually even more pissed when he chooses to disengage with her cocky remark, opting to grasp her neck with so much force, he's pinning her to the stone. The back of Korra's skull collides with the wall cruelly, the small clack drowned out by her shriek of surprise more than pain. Reveling in the choking noises and frantic cords and muscles under his palm for a spell, Yizu tilts his head imperiously at her raucous expression. He slides his hand up to add more tension, and the patch of skin under her chin bunches up, causing her to gag further. "To answer your questions in simplest terms, it is about the journey rather than the destination."
The young Avatar would scoff at his response if she were capable, really sick and tired of the roundabout, fear-mongering answers. Truly, did this guy really kiss his leader's ass so much that he had to articulate himself like so?
She just glares at him hatefully through her struggles to breathe. Right when she thinks shes on the verge of passing out, his grip decompresses some and nostalgic of a certain someone from before hits her; he leans into her ear. "And haven't you heard?" he hums sensuously, "The road to hell is paved with good intentions."
"So molesting me is your bright idea. That's how you'll break me." Korra responds after several seconds, resisting rolling her eye, trachea jumping against his palm and voice strained. "Seems that's all I will get out of you guys."
Yizu's chuckle reverberates down her ear condescendingly. A wide-splayed hand skates down the indenture of her waist, then to her bare, generous hip. "Oh, no two ways about it, what we do to you has its consequences. But I think you consider the word 'change' too loosely, sweetheart. Where is your perspective? Is your imagination but skin-deep." The warm, thick hand starts to massage into her flesh, kneading expertly in a way that is supposed to be distracting yet conducive to his nectar-smeared words. She'd never admit that it feels good out loud – the added warmth, the tension relieved from the chi-blocking soreness and her uncomfortable position-, and she prays her face, when he sees it again, doesn't betray such a thing either.  No more ammunition, Korra. "Stand to think of it this way, Korra," he continues in a significantly lower octave, blowing in her ear, "Imagine a teenage girl with the fate of the world always hanging over her shoulders. Imagine that her enemies succeed in crippling the powerhouse of a girl with her own lust, lust that she confuses with budding emotions for her captors because of her very adolescent nature. She would have never thought she'd see them in this light, yet what chance does a moth-fly have against the dewy majesty of the spider-beetle's web? Imagine the shell of this teenage girl is released back into society to tell her tale and strike even more fear into the hearts of benders in the United Re public – the world. Imagine this poor, unsalvageable girl returns to the fight against the Equalists, only to find her war against them pales in comparison to the war within herself.
"  I am the one who proposed to chain you up, as per recommendation of a party who would also need you in this condition for their revolutionary purposes." A secretive smirk she can feel instead of see caresses her ear, contrary to the now sinister edge of his voice rumbling into her canal. "Regardless of his authority and alliance, Amon does not own you.  I do. And it is high time you let this sink in, Avatar Korra. Am I clear?"
Whether her mind had slipped processing this atrocity of a reality or had made itself up not to make the dark-skinned Equalist's day with her compliance, Yizu's expectancies did not include non-verbal games. He bites her lobe, nails digging into her hip. The hand at her throat flexes. "Am I clear, Avatar?"
"Crystal," the catatonic girl grits out.
"Better." Presumably satisfied, Yizu disentangles himself minimally to rub noses with her – a sure mockery of their shared culture reserved for affection between loved ones. Here it is displayed as a perverse sort of approval Korra abhors. "Better," he sighs, eyes closed in bliss.
"Now what?" She braves, sick of his antics, "You fed me. Does the party start? Or were you bluffing about Amon not calling the shots?"
"Party." Yizu repeats – not as a question, but more along the lines of intrigue.
"Yeah,  party . What else do you want me to call it?" she snaps sarcastically
"That is a creative way to phrase it," he snickers. "Perhaps still waters do run deep."
"I do my best. Too bad I don't have a silver tongue like the rest of you."
Yizu grins toothily for that one, exposing exceedingly sharp incisors. "Well, unlike that old man, I don't like to hear the sound of my voice so much."
Korra pauses, her cyan slits piercing, then resumes from her momentary stupor. "Quit stalling," she growls, "Just get on with it."
Yizu sizes his naked, female prey longer than is what is deemed necessary. Aqua and amber shift back and forth as his irises dart up and down appreciatively, thoughtfully, dilated pupils rippling with his own guarded musings, And once again, said female is enthralled with those peculiar eyes, eyes straight out of a grim fairytale. How they switch up reminds her of the man's demeanor itself – both infinitely unsettling.
She's caught off guard when those hypnotic pools flicker and settle on her hooded stare. They are more blue than gold at this angle, uneasily reminding her of the councilman again, and for some reason, the elongated shadows of their forms on the red-tinted stone around them seem to close in. "He never mentioned you were this eager," Yizu says softly.
"Of course he'd see it that way," she replies just as lowly, if not crassly, not dense enough to think the two would not exchange "reports", locker room talk with each other about their interactions with her, but feeling uneasy about it all the same.
"Then again, I heard it didn't take much for you to reach your peak." He plays with her navel area, rubbing tiny circles on the small button itself with the pad of his gloved finger lazily. "So I wonder if you can estimate how long you will last with me."
"Shut up!" Unintentional flushes appear on her cheeks, tips of her ears, and willowy neck. His smirk reflexively widens at the sight.
"You know, I almost took you the moment I saw you….assembled for me. Amon did me a delicious favor by ridding you of those scraps." The finger trails down, tracing the riddges and grooves of her most intimate parts and pimpling her skin. "I almost  ravaged you, however, when I caught a whiff of the most divine scent Mother Nature has bestowed upon this earth. The scent of fear." She jerks when the finger dips into her curls, searching for something in particular; it is enough for her to lose this battle of wills and turn away, eyes clenched and lips balled. "It saturates your very skin, Korra. It wraps around you in a mouth-watering haze. I could taste it when my teeth sunk into your pretty little ear."
"Shut up," she reiterates the demand more of a weakened, distorted crack. "I'm not afraid of you."
"Not yet, per say, but you  are of what I can do. What Amon can do," Yizu finds what he's looking for- that delectable, miniature bundle of nerves. He eats up her tight expression as he rubs it patiently, pushing in in every now and then. He can feel the slight clenching of her thighs, her knees, the restraint of her hips trying not to undulate. Goodness, he wasn't wrong at all. It didn't take much with this minx-kitten. "I want to awaken things inside of you you never thought were there."
"You wo-
"I'll turn your  precious little firebender into a fond memory."
 "Don't bring-
"  I'll fuck you until you can't see straight ," he rasps. The tip of his latex finger snakes lower to graze her slit, to make sure its as slippery as it should be- he isn't disappointed. "Until all you  know , all you see, all you  breathe , is  me .  Until you leave here walking sideways and satisfied ," the black-haired Equalist drizzles. Without warning, he withdraws the well-sculpted digit and swipes his tongue across the tip. Throaty hums of satisfaction have Korra facing him against her will, to witness the smack of his shapely lips as her flavor melts in his mouth. It's as much of a mistake as any, since he's staring dead into her soul as he does so. "But I am getting ahead of myself, sweetheart," the enraptured man bumbles on. He melds closer, unable to resist any longer and gathers her swollen lips with his, hand clawing into her long, auburn locks. Korra freezes up at the second invasion, squirming even though he doesn't seem to notice. Probably just as he desires, she can taste herself on his breath, with the break of her lips when his probing tongue swivels for the kill. Had this been any other situation, she could admit he wasn't bad. He wasn't hard to look at, he knew what he was doing-
But he was evil incarnate, just like his boss.
Before Korra can gnash her teeth into his wet organ, he pulls away as if privy to her thoughts. His own teeth tigging her bottom lip in the process with a soft pop. "Unfortunately, I won't have the pleasure of fulfilling those promises on my own. On the other hand, it gives you more to look forward to."
"You talk too much," the Avatar says blandly, exhaustion too great to even celebrate the miniscule amounts of feeling she was getting back in her body from the …elevated circulation. "All of that and you still cant tell me whats next."
Yizu actually ruffles her hair, grinning impishly, "My apologies."
"Well?"
"We've made a lot of headway today, Avatar Korra. No need to rush the proceedings."
"Oh  please -
"Besides, I think I overdid things already. Look at you, so winded and spent." He tsks to himself, gesturing then winking at her. "Zapping your energy stores counteracts your meal. It wouldn't do for me to tire you further and foil any escape plans you may have been hatching." A pointed eye, now a deep tawny color, regards her pointedly. "Am I right?"
When it's plain that the Water Tribe Avatar is too tongue tied to respond, he stoops to reclaim the tray of eating utensils and empty crockery. "Next time, Korra. For now, rest and recuperate in your wistful thinking." He scoops his goggles and mask too, ruffling her hair again and making a beeline to the door with a cheerful whistle that should oddly remind Korra of a tune she'd heard in a Little Ba Sing Se restaurant she and Bolin visited a few times – something girls in the city being so pretty-, though she cant recount to save her life because she's still salty, focused on the fact that its obviously the Equalist leader and co.'s hastily made plans to capture her were thorough.
She really had no choice now. She'd have to grin and bear it like a man – er, woman.
The ghost of his touch still tingling on her dark skin, dewy with sweat, and the pulsating, unsatiated ache complaining from the apex of her legs to where she is cursing him and his family, Korra projects her voice behind him.
"Hey pal!"
Yizu turns on his heel before bending to pick up the domed lid. It irks her how he's still so mysterious, and just as equally syrupy. "Yes?"
"I wasn't kidding about the bathroom thing. And it wouldn't kill you to bathe-let me bathe either." Her look dares him to object but Yizu merely nods.
"No worries. I told you, I will take care of you." He snatches the lid up and stacks it on top of the tray.
Registering the aggression behind the action, that has the metal resonating too loudly in the hovel of a room, Korra decides she doesn't like the sound of that, nor the cynical way he narrows his strange eyes at her. "Yeah…sure."
She lets out a breath she didn't know she was holding when he leaves without another word, giving the distinct impressions of a bored child brusquely tossing his toy back into the trunk, and she has to distantly muse that she isn't too fond of that either.
What she cant stand the most, however, is the veil of despondence that settles into her being the moment she is alone again. She figured she should be rejoicing that the facetious Equalist asshole is gone, leaving her to some semblance of peace of mind. Hardly a veteran when it came to prevailing in the wake of a prisoner of war-type abduction, Korra still knows she should be grateful the young jerk hadn't done worse while she was able to still have her wits about her – as opposed to being so physically and psychologically comatose from the pair's "treatment" that she was unable to be anything be a marionette, a plaything stored away for their whims until she had only yesterday's hope for justice. The problem was, was she really that far from such a frame of mind now?
Misty-eyed, Korra relays Yizu's cutting words in her head over and over. Shortly they overlap so much that they turn into a dull, underwater roar. The candlelight-drenched walls taunt her with animated shadows that seem to creep out toward her with gnarled, tendril fingers of inky smoke.
She doesn't know when the tears finally flood down her cheeks –it just happens on impulse, the same way her chaffed wrists start to yank down upon the chains. The girl doesn't care about the incessant rattling – quite frankly, she prefers it over the sea of the boy's serpentine blathering in her skull -, so heavy is her increasingly violent attempt to pull her hands free from the restricting cuffs. Whatever guards stationed outside her cell would more than likely retaliate with shouts for her to knock it off with their accompanied threats; and it wouldn't do her situation any good to further chaff her wrists and bruise the peripherals of her hands with the steely friction.
She just didn't care.
The gravity of it all had reached its zenith.
Korra's labored breathing began to echo in the room, intermittent sniffles debuting every now and again. Her body twists side to side, dirty hair tossed to create even more of a frazzled mop atop her head. Then she broke out into peals of unhinged laughter.
So they thought they'd seduce her into a love-sick brainwashed, ninny against her will. No, they were  telling her they would, as if it were nothing to weaponize her pubescent hormones and distract her from her meaning of existence. They had the audacity to assume she'd do more than play along – she would bite the bullet and still suffer from an entry wound through the cheek. And because she had no choice, the Avatar's efforts to endure, as she'd just rationalized to do, would all be for naught, since there was no way she would leave unscathed by their standards.
Korra's fit of laughter became shrill. She paid no mind to the knot forming in her stomach, like she'd taken binders and her practically force-fed meal was solidifying into a dead, burdensome weight. The scuffling of her bare soles on the icy ground made her wish forlornly that she had on her mukluks, but the desire is so trivial, it's a mere, vanishing afterthought in seconds.
She'd  allowed this Equalist trash to  let her believe she could have the upper hand on him, only for her to fall asunder in her misconceptions that just because he was younger and a subordinate, he wasn't even-ranked with Amon. And that had nothing to do with her literal assumption that the older boy may be his third-in-command or something. Uncanny it was that Yizu seemed to be a chip off the old block of Tarrlok, making her skeptical yet not surprised if the councilman was in cahoots with the anti-bending revolutionist via a relative. Whom, if Tarrlok didn't deploy as a double agent, then as an informant - a watchful plant to ensure the bargain of whatever nefarious deal he would strike with Amon for clout would be held up. Too, imploring Yizu to snatch her up under the last minute pretense of garnering a ransom from Amon would be a ploy right up the weasel-snake's ally, if Korra pegged the councilman accurately. Yet, uncanny it was as well that the boy adopted the leader's mannerisms so naturally. Maybe Yizu had looked up to him to since he was a little boy, and if that was the case, how long had Amon even trespassed this city withthis radical movement? How long had he traipsed and infested this fairly young metropolis?
As the Avatar's tossing wans, something else slams to her attention, and she  really can't let sleeping koala-dogs lie despite how much her turmoil-wrought brain begs her to. Sure, she's been jostling herself around and has been chi-blocked to the brim. But she shouldn't be this depleted of energy. Besides the rest (albrit fitful and uncomfortable) and the food, she was a naturally energetic person. Surely chi-blocking, no matter how proficient, wasn't potent enough to be the full culprit…
Korra's laughter had diminished to a ghostly wheezing, her body succumbing to the dubious lethargy. Then, like the mother of all her frenzy-induced , unfounded theories, she recalls something deep from within her psyche, hollow blue slits trained on a few of the wisping candles blown out by her bodily whipping.
When he'd kissed her, the way her lower regions flared to life…
No amount of involuntary, biological reactions could explain that. Not even the conceited Equalist's prophecy that he'd render her a love-driven pawn had anything to do with it, she was positive. She'd never felt anything like that before. It was an arousal so intense, it  hurt . It felt like a malignant force was contracting her, exploiting her, tinkering with her to see how she worked. It felt like her womanhood was a playground for a nemesis unseen while the one at her lips devoured her in tandem. Along with Yizu's lascivious ministrations, the foreign, animatronic flare had her moaning low in her throat , even wincing some now that she was calm and able to register the wrenched pain with certain movements of her body.
 What are they doing to me?
 What did he do to me?
Awaiting understanding to dawn upon her, Korra fights sleep with all her might until she becomes the underdog again. The same golden eyes that saw her off the first time twinkle a striking, devious clear blue before she's under.
The masked leader is waiting for him as soon as he exits the Avatar's cramped quarters, leaned against the tunnel wall several yards away. Yizu knew the man trusted him enough to execute his –their – plan, but wouldn't put it past him to eavesdrop anyway. Well, have the "sentries" to the Avatar's dwelling report back to him. Considering only Amon remained in the hallway, however, all bets were on the man doing his own spying if it was done.
Yizu resists the urge to curl his lip as he nears the equally tall figure waiting for him. "Was the sedative administered in her tea?"
The tone isn't accusatory or patronizing, but it may as have been for the way the brown skinned youth took it. "Yes sir."
"And the aphrodisiac?"
"Double dosage, as ordered."
Amon's voice drops conspiratorially, though without the dramatic edge. He fully faces the younger man. "How is she?"
"Disbelieving, as expected. Still coming to terms with her reality, "he creates unsympathetic air quotes on the last word, "Thoroughly disoriented about who's in charge, if that's what you mean." Yizu actually does scowl. "I know what I'm doing."
If others would have been around, they would have been shocked at the leader's reaction to the whelp's insolence; with practiced patience, Amon lets out a strained, apologetic sigh. "I know…"
"Then I'd appreciate it if you acted like it."
Amon's posture suddenly straightens a little more than usual, the older man pushing himself from the wall. His voice is soft steel. "You'd still do well to watch your mouth, boy."
Realizing he'd stepped out of line yet didn't regret it much, if the defiant glint lingering in his gaze were any indication, Yizu replied through gritted teeth, "Sorry, sir."
The senior Equalist gave him a reproving once-over. "While I do respect this operation was primarily devised by your means, I am still responsible for overseeing the state of all affairs. You can never be too careful in this line of work."
The younger man quirks a brow. "Line of work, as in, running a city-wide revolution, or mind fucking a teenage girl?"
Opting instead to wince on the inside instead of chastise the younger for his language, Amon says gravely, "Both. And as you know, not your average teenage girl."
"Right." Yizu half smirks. "Only, she has proven to be quite pliant so far."
Amon crosses his arms, silently waiting for him to elaborate. Yizu just shrugs. "The firebender did a lot of the work for us. He already had her so wound up, I hardly think the tea has triggered most of her….cravings." Understanding coursing through him, the masked man's arms slacken across his chest. Of course. The sheltered Avatar had had her true taste of desire, through that firebending Pro-bender. He'd awakened that side of her with a vengeance, making her more susceptible to her peaking hormones.
Amon narrows his gaze into something more pragmatic toward his subordinate, on that note. Seeing as Yizu wasn't too much older than their naked, chained up captive, he pondered, not for the first time, over the possible short-sightedness of allowing the boy so close to the Avatar. Secretly he knew the boy's intrigue ran just as deep as his own for the mightiest human being in the world– especially with having her here, in their clutches and at their mercy. Amon had many years to tame his intrigue into a manageable pull at his soul, stoked only when he thought about how Aang was able to strip Firelord Ozai and his own father of their bending. Yizu, well, was nowhere near his prime but still displayed qualities that rivaled his seniors'. The prospect of having such a temptation before him for long periods of time, bound and undeniably attractive –as a female and teeming with millennia worth of raw power– could very well cloud the boy's judgment. The pot who is aware of everything about himself except that he is just as black as the kettle. The leader was young once – he was no stranger to the weaknesses of spring romance. He'd fell prey to it, once, long ago…
At length, his stare has softened the slightest with guilt at the shifting boy. Before he can reply and before Yizu has a chance to pry into why his master isnt saying anything, shoulders tensing and ready to defend his theory, Amon's Lieutenant rounds the corner. "Sir."
"Yes." Amon mentally shakes himself back to business. He levels his right hand man with a formal look as the man approaches. As usual, the Lieutenant casts distrustful glances at Yizu, no doubt preferring that the younger not be there when he needed to disclose confidential intel with the Equalist leader. Yizu returns the distasteful looks albeit smirkingly. It amused though annoyed Yizu immensely how he rattled the second in command's cage, that the man was plagued with musings as to why Amon decided to take in "this street rat", what was so special about him that he surged through the ranks so quickly to be Amon's third in command. Yizu suspected a lot of the Lieutenant's animosity lie with the fact that he resembled Councilman Tarrlok too much to be trustworthy, that Amon was so blindly led by the boy's loyalty and advanced, combat skills to scrutinize the uncanny likeness. The young Equalist had once overheard them debating about it in furious whispers after the three had convened for a meeting, which, had he been anyone else, would have found peculiar that Amon would react to insubordination so evenly and secretly, even from the Lieutenant. Anyone else would question why there was that edge of defensiveness, but Yizu is all the wiser.
"Beifong has dispatched more officers into the search parties, as per order of the council. Tarrlok is leading his Task Force down into the southern boroughs, so I've done as you instructed and had some of the recruits there set false trails to our connecting bases."
Amon nods. "What areas are the new search parties targeting?
"By heresy, the northeastern boroughs where they haven't combed yet. " The moustached man shakes his head. "I believe that's true, but I think theyre trying not to spread themselves too thin. They seem to concentrate most on leads. Areas that would trace to our main base."
Yizu wasn't worried that they'd be found, yet small relief blankets him. Good. Let those city officials remain as oblivious as they've been, eating up the Equalist's misleading breadcrumbs. "I'm sure the chief is thrilled about answering to Tarrlok," the younger remarks dryly.
The lieutenant barely regards him. "Hopefully this  divergence does nothing to compromise our position."
"Plans are meant to be improvised. Rules are meant to be broken. " Yizu shrugs. "This shouldn't hurt."
"And yet I wonder of its counter-productivity if it doesn't help."
"All in perspective."
The leader resists the urge to massage his temples. If they didn't quit this continuous bickering, he didn't know how he'd survive the rest of the revolution. "Enough. Lieutenant, Yizu and I will meet you in the mess hall at a quarter till. We still have matters to discuss."
"Take this on your way, will you?" Yizu cheekily pushes the covered tray to the surly man, who scowls even deeper. He looks like he's about to throw it back at the younger's head. The only thing that halts him is an iron yet placating hand that grasps his shoulder. "We will see you shortly."
"Yes sir." The Lieutenant grinds out, cutting his glacial, blue eyes at his dark-skinned junior. Despite his sketchy and provocative presence, he couldn't deny that the youth was attractive. He'd be lying if he said he'd never considered that Amon favored the boy for more than his special aptitudes The masked man had a penchant for keeping those who occasionally share his bed close- tat included himself. It was the rivalry he wouldn't dare bring up during his and Amon's intermittent spats about the boy's legitimacy within the movement.
For some reason, he feared the repercussions of crossing that line.
He swallows his ire as Yizu and Amon breeze past him, the former winking at him petulantly.
 A young, cloaked Fire Nation woman flees through the forest with an even younger Water Tribe youth, but only joy passes between their exchanged gazes, the thrill of indulging in each other from the prying eyes from the rest of their respective disapproving worlds. The tall, dark man hasn't let down his inhibitions in years – its evident in the still visible, slight tighteness around the corners of his mouth and eyes aging an otherwise handsome face. Likewise, after years of rigid pledges of obedience and discipline, the amber eyed beauty's peaceful, giddy expression is marred with hard lines. But together, like this, both feel liberated in totality. Together, there is no darkness. Moonlight spills through the leaves, highlighting their ways as they stumble over roots laughingly, holding each other for support, entranced with the other's company like it's the sir they need to breathe
 Then, once they reach their spot by the lake, their reflections in the water start to transcend; the Fire Nation maiden shrinks and hunches over, her face wrinkling and hardening in a more sinister version of her former self. The Water Tribe youth loses several years until he's a boy of 8 or 9, with slightly different features but one reigning expressions on his small face; terror. Snarling, the old crone snatches the boy's wrist with one gnarled, pae hand and the boy doesn't resist, just tears up against his will, careful not to let the salty drop fall less he tempts his already unfortunate fate with more punishment. The pleas are written all over his brown face, especially in the depths of his iridescent eyes, saying what he won't dare speak – and what the crone would admonish with more cruelty. Above al things, she despised weakness the most. 
 A small, concentrated jet of flame manifests from the index finger of her free hand. She has to hold back a twisted grin of pleasure when the sadistic stream of fire licks viciously at the inside of the boy's wrist, causing him howl and quake with immeasurable pain,knobby knees buckling. Instead she adorns a mask of academic stoicism. She would continue to add to the boy's collection of scars until he learned perfection. He'd suffer the smell of his own burnt flesh as long as he needed to, and unlike her father, if he continued to fail after physical condemnation, she wouldn't implement banishment, for banishment was too kind of a mercy. The only way to instill perfection was though unyielding, molding pain. Banishment taught nothing – only bred foreseeable, treacherous behavior. Pathetic failure of the worst kind. 
 The boy's screams continue to pierce the night sky in a bloodcurdling chorus, his agony etched on his innocent face like an angel engulfed in hellfire. 
 Still, still, the tranquil waters depict the haunting scene without ripple and without predilection. 
The Avatar startles awake, horrid, diminishing cries reverberating in her head that no child should produce.
The moment she regain her senses this time, however, she doesn't dawdle on assessing her condition. Although she feels like she's been passed out for a while, she's still really drowsy. The candles have nearly burned down in coagulated puddles of scarlet wax, the dimed light making the room low in temperature and the cold sweat that had dewed on her grimy skin stiffen to her like its frozen.
Shaking her head against the unnatural fatigue, Korra feels it immediately. – the onset dehydration, debilitating effects of bad circulation and chi-blocking, and numbness in her joints and limbs from remaining in the same upright position for so long. She cant hear it, but she can sense the rain again, pounding the world above her relentlessly. If she were out there right now, she imagines she'd be spinning around in the torrential downpout like a loon. Unbidden, free, completely herself….
Before she even has the chance to fight back the unwanted tears, the bolt clicks open. Ti her surprise an unfamiliar, masked Equalist fumbles in hurriedly with a small stool in his arms. The underling silently ambles over to a corner of the room to set the steel furniture piece down, glancing once in the Avatar's direction to ogle her humiliating state only to snicker and disappear back out the door. He returns quickly with an armful of a device Korra has seen a lot since she'd arrived in Republic city, some kind of music machine with a horn attached. She eyes the man and the instrument he sets down on the stool until another figure in the doorway captures her attention.
"Look who's awake," Yizu deadpans as he meanders in, though a deviant curls draws up his full lips. "I was starting to get worried."
"There's no reason to worry," Korra retorts, "The drugs you're using on me are working just fine. 10 out of 10 would recommend. Just enough so that I'm not going to kill over anytime soon."
Instead of a reply, the tall youth just arches an amused brow. Finally, after he declines further assistance from his fellow Equalist and dismisses him, he lets out a falsified sigh. Korra's stomach instinctively drops at the very audible click of the lock, since the dark-skinned man hasn't breached the blockade of dying candles, yet his usual, penetrating stare isn't teasing or unraveling. Even barely knowing him, she can still tell there is something off.
"What?" she barks uncertainly soon tired of the unnerving eye-contact.
Yizu purses his lips with an unidentifiable emotion, then pads over to the boxy instrument. In seconds, a slight scratchy sound bubbles from the horn, followed by slow jazzy music that's almost romantic, jarring the Avatar at first. Yizu adjusts the volume so its not loud enough to drown out their conversation, but loud enough so that it cnat be overheard either. When he leisurely comes back over, he oversteps the candle boundary, slinking so close that Korra has to resist the urge to turn away.
"Korra," he breathes, leaning in so that warmth washes the side of her face.
She just shivers in response, eyes still peeled on the gramophone.
"Korra, dear," he continues, a bit more demanding this time, and she relents.
"Y-yeah?"
"You gave me a hard time yesterday."
"And what of it?" she tries to snap, yet it leave s her dry throat as a subdued squeak.
"What of it indeed." Yizu chuckles humorlessly, reminding the girl of a self-assured weasel-snake inches upon a kill. "I did not forget your insolence with the tray lid. That was poor way to thank my hospitality, need I remind you."
He explains this so casually, without malice or inflection, as if reading from an instruction manual. If its intent I is to lure Korra into a false sense of security, it only half works because there is something there that doesn't t sit well with her. The Avatar always prided herself on adapting to situations and people she'd familiarized herself with. Unpredictability was never a strong suit, and this Yizu character was proving all the more unsavory because of this trait. "If that's your way of calling me a brat, I take it as a compliment," she sasses, not knowing how else to mask her frustration.
"It is," he agrees somberly.
"Well I'm sorry I'm not enjoying the accommodations.  Real hospitality would be letting me bathe after days chained to a damn wall! Amoong other things." She huffs, making sure scuffs his temple for good measure since she figures she has nothing left to lose. What more could he do to her than the inevitable? "If there's one thing I don't like, it's petty games."
"Then that's such a shame," he rasps darkly, pulling back to gauge her expressions.
"Because?" Korra sneers.
Yizu's perfect, white grin is quite feral. "That's exactly what I'm here to remedy."
The sharp jabs jot all over her with the precisions as the aforementioned weasel-snake, causing the Avatar to keel over as much as she can in her position, the pain so excruciating that bloody dots cloud her vision. The chains rattle riotously with her strangled movements, blotting out the music intermittently.
Even so, Korra registers this chi-blocking is very different from the kind she's experienced thus far. His lean, lethal fingers don't jab bruised spots from before – they attack patches of unmarked skin. Or maybe he does_ some parts that are already littered with abrasions along with the new parts – the bedraggled girl cant tell. She's pretty sure sctionss of her are numb at this point. Her stubborn, muted cries fill the room, adding to the din of the chains to overwhelm the gramophone as well, moans that could only indicate a deep, intrinsic pain.
The true terror sets in when those cries warp into piercing screams .
 "What are you- 
The Avatar barely wrenches it out, her entire body contorting and snapping against her will, the sickening symphony of sinew and muscle and tendons distorting the air between them. The gnarled hand at the Equalist's side crunches tighter, making her back arch at an unnatural degree, and a lewd and remorseless yet underlining apathetic expression morphs onto the boy's face, "Did you know, Avatar," he recites scholarly through Korra's ragged yelling, "that it is possible to open certain chi paths to allow one to exclusively feel sensations more vividly? It's a trick I picked up in my travels." He snickers under his breath. "Of course, I mostly used it for more…carnal affairs. But my enemies have tasted it much more thoroughly."
"You-you're," Korra gurgles, wrists and ankles cracking. "Sto-
"The thing is, I haven't yet decided if you're my enemy, beautiful Korra. Sure, my prized guest. But enemy? It seems too strong of a word." He steps closer and makes a twisting motion with his other hand. Her dark nipples immediately imitate the action, eliciting another open-mouthed scream from the girl. "In any case, I hope my little modification has helped you appreciate this experience to the fullest."
She can't formulate a coherent reply, just more exclamations and curses to match the unparalleled pain wracking her body –her soul. When he's had his fill what seems eternities later, the Water Tribe Avatar is a panting, slumped over mess, her hair stringy in her face, a rivulet of blood debuting from her nose. Yizu reaches out to caress her damp face, tasking . "Well, well. Aren't we under the weather now," he mocks in a low husky voice."
Korra doesn't have the energy to whip her head away to gnsh her teeth at the offending hand – she scarcely has the energy to think, and what little awareness she does have, its triggered by one word from the boy's mouth.
 Weather
"Its not the full moon," she says hoarsely, through a bit of coughing. "How in the world….I cant believe…." Just like with the rain, and as any rightful Waterbender can sense, Korra feels the enriching charge of a full moon no matter the circumstance, and its absence this apparent night rings clear.
Suddenly realization hits her – does  Amon know about this?
Through her teary vision, she glares toward the gramophone and the clarity sinks in even deeper.
 He wanted to soften the blow. He wants to cut down the suspicions.
 He didn't want them to hear
Yizu ignores her strained remarks, choosing to cup the cheek he'd so gently petted before. "I'm sure you understand now, how costly that little stint you pulled was. If you ask me, it was most fortuitous you learned early on."
 Amon might not want them to either, if he does know
Again, the Avatar would like nothing more than to spit the bloody goop of saliva in her mouth at his face, but because she knows the full extent of what)at she's dealing with now, even if she had the strength to, she wouldn't chance it. Besides, she had yet to process the million thoughts and revelations racing through her mind. The vision she'd had after Amon knocked her out on the island reappears as some sort of cryptic cameo, and something she can't place clicks as a loose epiphany with the face of the unknown defendant in the Hall displayed with the current chief of the time Toph Beifong, Councilhead Sokka and Avatar Aang. Then the nightmare of the branded child and his screaming follows up, as daunting and fresh as it was from before, the colors more vivid as if she's supposed to know what it means. And finally, a memory tags along from several years ago of a censored, morbid conversation about bloodbending Katara had with a preteen Avatar. That last recollection halts her spinning psyche momentarily to comprehend the rationality of Yizu knowing the moment she had woken up – he'd obviously been close enough to detect the difference in her heart rate.
Most likely mistaking her impassive, faded out stare for mollification; Yizu makes miniature circles with his thumb on her cheek. "I know I didn't exactly make your day," he purrs unsympathetically, "But you made mine."
The smirk and the tone are too reminiscent of Tarrlok for her tastes, especially preceding what he'd just done to her. Korra lets out a testy snarl, garnering the barest of her leftover strength to snatch her head away from his grasp. "I really wonder if your leader knows your dirty little secret," she mumbles.
"Why? Planning to rat me out?"
"Maybe. Maybe not." Korra smacks her teeth, which now feel caked with grime and seriously making her mouth taste gross, The metallic taste that had flooded her cavity sure didn't' help. "Though something tells me I'd be wasting my time if I do."
"Believe me, Avatar Korra, I prefer making you throb in other ways. " His hand skates down her chest, grazing the bitten, healing nipple. He still retains his oily grin. "What we have now suffices as far as second dates go, but still, I wouldn't mind taking you swing dancing either." Yizu kneads the voluptuous mound rhythmically, well attuned to the girls sweet and sour thigh-clenching. – his groin stiffens on cue. "You could make better use of those succulent gams-
"Do you ever shut your yap?" Korra suddenly grinds out.
"Not when I'm trying to seduce the pretty lady," he retorts without missing a beat, his other hand rising to mimic the kneading on the other breast., lips pecking the underside of her jaw. "And succeeding."
"You just chi-blocked and bloodbent the hell out of me," she reluctantly snaps, "What in Yue's name makes you think that?"
"Because." The raven-haired Equalist nuzzles into her matted hair, wrinkling his nose against the feminine pungency of her bare, unwashed body not really because it was entirely unpleasant. "Through the acrid smell of urine streaking the inside of your thighs, there's something much more primal."
She blushes furiously on the spot – yes, there was an accident when she'd been suspended in his bloodbending grip, and hated herself more for it since it was a sign that her self-control was slipping in every facet. Had it not been for that last comment, the vindictive Avatar would have revealed in the fact that he was forced to smell her piss. As it was, she would have to life with it too until these people decided to let he bathe.
"Whatever it is, I doubt the actions of a sick pervert brought it on on purpose," she taunts.
"All the same," Yizu stands back and fixes her with an amused twinkle in his heterochromatic eyes, "I see the pretty bird isn't afraid to make herself known." He doesn't specify that this applies to her brazen mouth and rambunctious personality just as much as her bodily functions – not that her needs to. The scowl she offers in turn does nothing to pacify his mirth, and for a long spell the two young adults trade off their opposing energies. One mentally choosing a spot and digging a grave for her victim and the other wishing her could just hitch one perfectly toned, cinnamon leg around his waist and…
"You must be hungry," Yizu drawls to interrupt his own reverie, also subtly able to pick up that the girl was ovulating too, now that his head was a tad clearer.
"Filthy too," she emphasized, arching one slender, hintful brow. A soak wouldn't hurt either, for her battered insides, but she wouldn't push her luck. he experience would be better with in a tub full of healing water anyway, and spirits knew there was noneof that in Amon's anti-bending lair.
Or maybe, not as filled with anti-bending sympathizers as she thought.
Korra grits her teeth at the _ hypocrisy, though decides to rood on it later when she's alone. Fists refusing to unfurl, she adds: "You talk about me double-crossing you but there's only one turn coat I see here."
"Oh?" The boy's interest piques as he plays with a lock of her hair.
"I could never betray my family. Not like you," she hisses, intent on being vague to heighten the suspense, however small it is. He needed to know two can play at this stupid little game when necessary, even if wasn't the Avatar's style.
"Who exactly am I betraying, Avatar?" Yizu's tone is stubbornly calm in spite of the slight dip in his brows, forming an expression that is meant to extricate the girl's true intentions behind her sudden _
"I don't know. Maybe that conniving, ponytailed freak you call father. Or uncle. Or whatever," she seethes, veins popping in her neck, her chatoyant eyes burning with accusation. "Where else would a bloodbender learn his skill but from his bloodbending scum of a father?"
Perhaps it's a trick of the dim lighting, or she's losing it from the dehydration and poor blood flow, but Korra swears an ashen look sweeps the boys features. Whether its real or not, it doesn't linger long because it is quickly overshadowed by a deep frown. The towering youth drops his hands from her person, the lethargic jovialness in his voice making way for steely contempt. "Is that so?"
"You're damn right that's so.!" Consequences be damned, she was on a roll, A slow roll to hell.
"And from where, pray tell, do you contrive such baseless accusations?"
Korra sizes his now rigid form with a haughty sneer. "It doesn't take a genius to see it." Before he can throw back a jab at her lack of intelligence ensuring her statement cant be challenged, she carries on. "Aren't you daddy's shameful, illegitimate little secret he abandoned to keep his position? Is this you taking revenge for that? Better yet, is this a cry for attention or some moronic ploy to get daddy to acknowledge you? To love you? To accept you?" Cruelty unlike her climbed along with her shrill tone, yet Korra had let the liberating delirium coast her away. The beginnings of a fever was warming her exposed skin, making the riled Avatar blink rapidly like a madwoman to keep from seeing double, and true to her pigheaded nature, she couldn't stop.
Yizu's practiced "special" bending offhandedly alerts him to the alarming change in her chemistry, but it does nothing to distract him from the surge of incredulous anger zapping through his body. "Careful Korra," he implores smoothly, timbre like the embodiment of the calm before the storm.
"I should have known, after what he did at that stupid gala. I should have known he was no good." Before she had been competing with the music in volume – now her tone was dialed back to a lesser of its former self. Korra's wrathful glare is spellbinding, small pink mouth more ready than ever to douse him with bloody spit. "Tarrlok has no right disowning a son just as disgraceful as himself."
Yizu chuckles formidably, probably more so to stifle his growing rage. He steps forward so that he is toe-to-toe with the hotheaded woman in more ways than meets the eye. "The Avatar speaks of things beyond her realm of understanding," he says, reverting to that impersonal, Amon-esque manner of addressing her.
But she's far from thwarted. "Its different, isn't it? To take the heat from your own kitchen." Her docile whisper makes a vein twitch in his temple, a shiver jolt down his spine. "If you need time to recover, you're excused. Lesser men have walked out on it."
She is prepared for it this – as prepared as any living soul could be, anyway. Though from the resigned expression on her lovely face, Yizu would rather say she welcomed it. Her body starts popping again, the stretching noises harmonizing with her guttural cries as something in him snaps and his ice-chipped eyes flare even more in incense. He cranks his hand clockwise, slowly clenching her innermost flesh until Korra, on the brink of insanity, is almost laughing maniacally from the injuries.
"I hope your little tirade was worth it. One thing you'll learn about me, if nothing else my dear Korra, is I'm the gift that keeps on giving," Yizu rumbles evenly, sounding more like his superior than ever and twitching a joint in his index finger that screws Korra's nipples. Sharp hisses and gasps intercept her shouts, the girl shockingly notes that the abuse to the sensitive nubs isn't completely _.; an unlinking torrent of pleasure _ to her navel, making her eyes roll slightly to the back of her head. Maybe its for the best, since his polluted stare was staring to do strange, conflicting things to her psyche.
"It was," she replies stringently.
Caught off guard, he frowns, then levels his features into a more controlled visage. "Yoo o u know, a generous engineer of ours suggested we use platinum cuffs on you." He leans back into to her ear, gently sucking on her lobe so the girl wishes she could recoil. "Amon told him not to bother. You'd be too weak to break out of the standard. But I don't think anyone anticipated you'd be  this weak." Slackening his forbidden grip just enough to keep her still instead of inflict pain, Yizu reaches between her legs, easily gliding two slender digits inside of her soaked core. Her walls clench reflexively around them and Korra closes her eyes , biting her bottom lip back to stifle a curse. The extra padding of the glove he wears pry her open more than the norm, allowing her to feel each corkscrewing plunge more fully. "Hmmm, you don't seem to fazed, Korra. Perhaps the Avatar self-indulges?"
"Son of a bitch," she murmurs, aiming to insult both in question. She's sorely disappointed it doesn't work.
He just chortles hotly in her ear, and she knows her episode of retribution is over. Her power over the monster at her gates has been short-lived, as it was destined to be. "Keep talking like that and I might get carried away." The fingers suddenly thrust deeply into her tender cavity, making the girl flush up to her ears with a stuttered moan. Her brows knit with anger, in contrast, while the (unfortunately) heavenly-smelling man groans back in tandem at the heady scent of her arousal. "We might just create a worthless little bastard ourselves," he heckles, giving the impression of self-depreciation.
Korra's eyes flash. "Don't even think about it!"
"Too late, pet."
"I can't. You ca…." She tries to swallow the lump in her throat.
Yizu laughs again, darker than before. "Never fear. Just a precautionary thought, As honored as I would be to father the Avatar's spawn. I don't want to once and not think twice. Besides ." He speeds up his pump, simultaneously clawing the air with his free hand to unleash a _ of deep within her womanhood. "That is the least of your worries."
 By the time we're through with you, you probably won't be able to bear children at all.
Korra registers the implication in silence, too stunned to do much of anything else. Tears of frustration prick at her ducts, the moans slipping out like wispy smoke seeping through the cracks of a door. Spirits above, what did she do to deserve this?
By now her second captor's head is nsestled into the crook of her neck, possessive suckling and nipping tenderizing her skin, her name whispered in some sort of reverent chant. With the soft music, dull lighting and passionate sounds of foreplay, the scene was deadly near ambient. So very intentional, she seethes on the inside. They really though recreating a romantic scene would set the mood for her to fall in love.
Not love, infatuation.
Stupid, ignorant, teenage infatuation,
"Faster," she hisses.
Yizu balks without stopping his ministrations.. "Pardon?" he croaks into her neck, voice clouded with his own desire,
"I want it faster," she tries not to bark, opting for a more seductive whimper. "Please."
A flattened tongue drags up her neck, partial to the divot of smooth skin at the base. "Whats the rush darlin'?"
"I want to cum. And I want to get rid of you," she retorts, albeit too sweetly.
"You wound me," he titters dryly, "And I'd comment you're not having fun, but that first statement is hard to refute."
"All the more reason not to refuse me."
He stalls at her jawline, lips lingering before they move quietly. "Well, since you ask so nicely." He begins to pick up the pace. "As you wish."
The next several minutes go by in a hazy, feverish blur that Korra will try to lot out from her memories. She definitely doesn't want to commit this sinful interaction to memory, how she lolls her head onto his broad shoulder and mewls in abandon. How the boy with the exotic look pauses just for a second to pull back and stare her deeply into her eyes as he slips a third finger in, watching her own features twist exotically, euphorically as her body heaves up with the added stretch, How even the queen of wanton whores had nothing on the way she surrendered to his , hips eagerly crashing back don on his hand, chasing that ever-ever elusive high. How long ago, he'd freed her from his bloodbending grip yet she was still at his will, once, in her stupor, begging him to drop trou and get on with it
Threes no telling if he would have, had she not convulsed the very moment Yizu asked her in a rather deep octave to let go for him, to explode. The Avatar quaked without shame around the trio of digits, vividly feeling the juices leave her thickly. Indeed, after allowing the girl a short respite on his shoulder, shrouded in her afterglow, Yizu uncorks his glove from her with an audible  plop , saturated and coated with creamy secretions.
The trinity disappear intso his mouth greedily, for him to favor and share with the source herself, the enraptured boy working his jaws to penetrate her just-as-fierce mouth. Korra braced herself for the putrid sample of her own pee and ejaculation, but surprisingly, all she tasted was salty satisfaction, the raven-haired boy's own unique taste intertwined.
His _ eyes staring at her in hooded fascination once he pulls back, gnawing at his bottom lip to the side with one, dagger-like incisor exposed.
"Somehow…" Yizu smirks good-naturedly soon enough, taking in Korra's spent slump, "I feel like the one who's just been had." At Korra's incoherent grunt of reply, he tips up her chin, using the same, equally private tone. He bores into the Water Tribe girl's glassy eyes, attempting to sear through to something more decodable, to figure out what kind she just played by riling him up from one spectrum to the other. Finding not one iota of a dead giveaway in the typically obtuse girl, licks his lips thoughtfully. "Looks like the almighty Avatar can play with the big boys after all."
He's not the only one who feels played, but Korra can't really ruminate on the confusing tally marks in this game of draw. She's fading in and out, picking up purred promises to return with medicine, a hot meal, and someone to bather her, his full, dark pink lips pecking her forehead as chastely as it is distant. All pride aside and barely there, the sickly Korra follows his movements with rapidly blurring cyan slits, wanting to nod to the simple oaths in acknowledgments visibly and only able to do so in her frazzled mind. She doesn't know whenever she's in this state, her ebbing sensations from before are heightened. Her body doesn't give her a break – instead, it clings to the remembrance of all the  wonderful new things these men are doing to her. That, or its some freakish way for her inner female Avatar to remind her something is wrong, like the perverse use of bloodbending on her reproductive organs.
Korra's for sure now, that it explained her deep-rotted after-throes from last time. It was a sad day in this world where the Avatar found herself accustomed to –nested by- the enemy's bloodbending of all things, and if she could erase this from all records, she'd do so in a heartbeat.
She hones in on the statuesque, biracial youth, standing by the gramophone in that moment. He's still speaking to her in candied, hushed tones, like the pillow talk sans the bed, the whir of the needle lifting from the _ jarring them into stillness she's ready for and not ready for at the same time. There's an instance where only his side profile is visible to her, and if she could, she would smack her palm to her forehead like Councilhead Sokka apparently used to do a lot at her age. She doesn't need any more paradigms of this guy, no more speculative, rabbit-hole musings.
Yet here it is, as ridiculous and impossible as ever. At that new angle, Korra faintly glimpses the contour of a familiar bronze face situated in front of Central City station – the image clear as crystal only for a split second as if it never manifested, but enough that its etched and logged away into her subconscious for reasons even the spirits couldn't fathom. She'd laugh herself silly at the idea if her guts weren't already suffering from inflammation.
Her brain churns that last word into a terrible pun, and she really does snort softly out loud at the irony.
"Something I said?" Yizu asks without missing a beat, making his way out the door and peering back at her, curiosity piqued. It's so out of character for him that she snorts again.
"Nothing. Just thinking about how much of a field day this was."
She expects the trademark grin but he balls his lips, nodding slightly. "Don't let it keep you up on my account."
"Shut up."
If he's amused, she'd never know. The peculiar boy just stares at her for a few seconds longer, face schooled into a smear of a haunted, inquisitive mask. Not to be outdone any further, she holds the stare indolently until he slips out with a phantom-like grace.
Only then does she allow her body, mind and soul to sink into blissful oblivion.
By the time he emerges into the room again, the Avatar is out cold. With a tenderness he didn't know could possess, Yizu unshackles the girl and hoists his too-warm burden over his shoulder, mildly sidetracked by her solid heaviness– it throws him off kilter a bit until he's able to adjust her brawny, dead weight to his comfort. He makes a mental note to relight the candles as he steps over the curved, makeshift threshold and plods out into the maze of empty hallways. For security measure he uses subtle bloodbending to keep her lids closed. On the way up the stairs to his private suite his mind swirls with self-imposed justifications of the night's actions that he only half believes and the guilt that accompanies it, but a section of his head still ringss from Korra's very opinioned, "educated guesses" about his relation to…
Yizu rubs at that aching spot tiredly, now and then sweeping the halls for loitering Equalists. He'd almost wished he'd ran into the masked leader in this precarious trek, to distract him from the burning thoughts, but having to explain why he was escorting a naked, feverish Avatar to his rooms wasn't worth the smoke. No doubt the man would consider the cautionary words of his trusty little Lieutenant and entertain the thought of reneging on the whole plan because he was inept. With that seed of vindication plantrf, all there was to do next was for the second-in-command to try to get him demoted as well.
Hah. He'd like to see the creepy, crafty old man try.
Yizu pauses outside his door and digs for the key in his trousers, thick arm still secure around the back of her knees. As discreetly as possible he turns the lock so that it barely clicks and sneaks in, closing the door behind him just as carefully. A sigh of relief – both from avoiding the nuisance of being caught and thr chance to relieve himself of the reeking body – punctuates the deafening silence in his quarters. He slides her to the velvet sofa and pads into the adjoining bathroom to get the bath started.
A few minutes later, when the bathroom is somewhat steamy, Yizu returns, pulling a stool up next to sprawled girl. One large brown hand adorns her forehead while the other clasps one of her wrists to sense her pulse. He closes his eyes and slowly beginslowering the temperature of her life's blood, a bead of sweet pouring from his temple at the effort of his concentration so that he doesn't do so drastically. He had complete mastery of this unorthodox method of healing yet it didn't mean he'd had to so it often, nor did it mean it was easily performed, even by the most versed of healers. He was virtually self-taught too, so he could take any chances.
Once he's satisfied with the stability of temperature and the frontal skin under his rough palm isn't sweltering for the most part anymore, he picks her up bridal style and carries her to the bath, (water has cooled a bit to suit her delicate condition, ) bThere he takes his time (lathring, bathing, washinghair, scrubbing and humming ba sing se song, occasionally kors eyes flutter open hazily and she acknowledges him without really doing so, he ignores it and restrains from any reckless manhandling – becasuse of the Tarrlok thoughts – by continuing his faux cheery mood in the task, opting instead to think of the delicious, mandatory alone time he'd had after his last encounter with the girl, the rendezvous a fantasy to furl his ravenous pumping. Drying, her off, medicine, cool water , massaging her ankles, arms and hands, admiring her body, repositioning her on couch and covering her with a b lanket, intent of monitoring her through the rest of the night, Reminds him of how he took care of his poor mom. Staward thoughts.
(midmorning) Amon finds him at a table to himself in the mess hall. Inquires about avatar. Tells him she got sick and hes treating her in hos room and Amon is not happy but does not comment much all the same, telling himself Liu should not find out. Guages the boys heartrate to detect deception and guauges him in genereal to se if hes fallen for Korra. Yizu can feel the subtle psychicbloodbending wracking through him fromamons gaze but can counter and warp it with ease, more subtly than Amon can detect. Amon asks if something is wrong and the boy denies it.
Korras visions and waking up feeling better but chained up again. Two days later.
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