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Summary: 
            
  From there it’s a bit like a dance. A dance that could end in accidental immolation, drowning, or fatal concussions, but it’s a dance all the same. She and Tahno both know what they’re doing, and neither is striking to harm or kill. 


          







Better All This Intervention

Author's Note:
      Semi-spontaneous fill for a prompt on the Korra kink meme. OP wanted Tahno/Korra with blood bending shenanigans. This is pretty much shameless PWP on my part. (I regret nothing.)

    


    
    After Korra returns to Air Temple Island that night, a complex jumble of relief and guilt keep her from sleeping.  There’s a heady amount of embarrassment, too, if she’s being honest. (And, if nothing else, Korra’s suffered from a surplus of candor the past few days.) Though she is reconciled with Bolin and Mako, though their relationships seem stronger for the recent ordeals, she’s still haunted by the thought of what could have been lost. 

	She makes a fist and slams it against her bed. 

From the moment she disembarked into Capital City, it’s felt as though she’s caused chaos with every turn. Every decision she makes seems to end with her standing amidst literal or metaphorical wreckage. It had stung, being rejected by Mako, but Korra might be less unsettled if she felt like a better avatar. The tales of Aang sometimes saw him bowed in stark defeat, but she wondered if he ever felt like this. Probably not. Probably never suffered from a dumb crush.

The thought of losing her friends’ affections makes her feel nearly as ill as the threat of losing her bending.

	Korra rubs her temples, trying to remind herself that she generally has little patience for self-pity. 

	We’re fine. We’re fine, we’re fine, we’re fine. Mako may or may not go out with me someday, and not knowing is upsetting, but my friendships are saved. They won’t stay angry.

With that, she rises and quietly places her feet to the floor. She’ll be in for a lecture if she’s caught, and she’ll probably deserve it. All the same, she gives in to the need to make another potentially disastrous choice.  It’s difficult- the full moon is overly vivid, like a beacon announcing ‘hey! Delinquent avatar on the prowl!’- but in the dead of the night she sneaks back to the arena all the same. 

	Action always feels better than endless rumination. 

	This is probably why I’ll never learn, she thinks, with a mirthless smirk.

* 

	Here’s the thing; Korra just wants to indulge in some chaos for a while. 

The stadium is empty, but she can almost hear the roar of the usual crowds from the abandoned seats. Her life is replete with restrictions and rules, and for this space in time she would prefer to abandon them.

	She calls up water and creates a convoluted form much like the airbending maze she tackles every day. She makes her creation spin and she maneuvers through it, always expecting to run smack into a wave, and never doing so. (Possibly because she’s the one controlling it; some leaf she’s turned out to be.) 

	Korra soon tires of this, as powerful as she feels for having come closer mastered this technique of the air nomads. The water collapses with a splash to the ground, slinking away in nondescript rivulets back to the out-of-bounds zone. She’s already moved on to fire, trying to create shapes or words in the air, and not quite succeeding. So, instead, she settles for blasting fireballs, and earthbending some rocks up into them. There’s a subsequent hiss and near explosion as burning ash rains down on her. Katara creates a shield of water, and watches the fiery rock particles slink through the air. They appear especially eerie when viewed through the liquid that surrounds her, and it’s a near spiritual experience.   

	Or maybe it feels fantastic to just blow stuff apart. 

Korra feels a grin take over her face.

	The sound of clapping, slow and mocking, breaks into her reverie. Korra loosens her grip on the elements, and lets them fall back to the ground. She whips around to face the intruder.

	It’s… what’s-his-name. Tahno. The obnoxious waterbender from the Wolfbats. His arms are folded and he’s watching her with an inquisitive tilt of the head.

Oh, great. Just great.. 

	“What are you doing?” Korra splutters. Somehow she’s taken aback over the idea of anyone witnessing her laughing like some child over bending tricks. It bothers her far more than potentially being reprimanded for trespassing. She’s still raw from the humiliations of this week.

	“Right now?” Tahno says, in that curiously low voice, so at odds with his slender frame. “Currently I’m thinking it would be more fun to compete against just you in the finals, rather than you and your loser teammates.” 

	She practically wants to growl. She can feel the threat of it building low in her throat. No one except for her gets to insult Mako and Bolin. 

	“Newsflash: you can’t have a team of one.” 

	“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Tahno says, smiling. “You probably could if one of them can bend all four elements.” 

	 “I only know three,” she snaps, suddenly bitterly angry. Before she thinks it through, she finds herself hurtling some fire at him. Tahno effortlessly blocks her attack with a shield of water, and Korra feels her heart sink as the flames die out. She’s attacked an opponent outside the… well, okay, they’re in the arena. But all the same, it’s a forfeit.  

	Korra’s biting the inside of her cheek as Tahno stares at her. “How interesting,” he mutters, more to himself than to her. All at once the water freezes, breaks into pieces, and flies through the air. Hundred of tiny daggers, all aimed at Korra. For a millisecond she can only stare, awed by the power of the display. When she comes back to her senses, Korra dodges the majority of them, letting the remainder crash into a hastily created blockade of rock. 

	She crouches there, intoxicated by the adrenaline that’s coursing through her veins. Korra is liberal with her praise, especially when it comes to bending, and she almost wants to yell out a compliment to Tahno. Instead she rises to her feet, laughing, and disarms a second attack.

	From there it’s a bit like a dance. A dance that could end in accidental immolation, drowning, or fatal concussions, but it’s a dance all the same. She and Tahno both know what they’re doing, and neither is striking to harm or kill. 

	When Tahno leaves an opening in his defenses (and Korra briefly wonder about that; he’s never been so sloppy in this entire encounter), she takes the opportunity to water bend a dagger of ice of her own. It rests there above his neck, and she feels flush with accomplishment. She stands there, hands on her hips, watching his eyes narrow between outlines of kohl. 

	Korra: 1. Tahno: 0

	“Do you forfeit?” She asks, panting. Will you pretend this never happened so we can still go to the finals? 

	“Hmph. Hardly.” 

	And then it’s as Korra’s knees move without her conscious permission. They bow of their own accord and she falls inelegantly to the arena’s floor. Her arms snap straight up, above her head, and they seem locked into place somewhere around the elbows. For a moment or two she thinks he’s created shackles out of ice, until she realizes there’s nothing but air around her wrists. Her veins are pulsing now, but this time not from the thrill of battle. Either way, she’s not about to scream.

	“Bloodbending?” she whispers, heart pounding. She’s heard of it from Katara, of course, but it’s always sounded like a relic from an especially savage ghost story. It was the kind of thing ne gossiped about it amidst ghost stories. One just don’t expect to encounter it in the middle of a gaudily bright arena. The downright incongruity of her present situation scares and excites her.  

	“You got it, avatar.” Tahno is stalking towards her lazily, like he’s got all the time in the world. And maybe he does. 

Korra hates staring up at anyone. She bears her teeth, and glares. “That’s cheating,” she snaps. 

Tahno kneels in front of her. “Oh, probably. I could argue that it’s also cheating for the avatar to fight anyone who only knows one element.” He drums his fingers on one of her knees and she tries to kick him off. It’s no good. Her legs are as useless as her arms. “And yet here you are. A pro-bending avatar.”

 “That makes no sense!” Korra yells, furious. This situation should be reminding her of her capture by Amon (and she shoves that memory back, back into the car corners of her mind.) While she really wants to rip Tahno’s throat out right now- even it would be a shame to lose that voice- she doesn’t feel as though she’s in real peril. Because, during this exchange, she’s come to learn one crucial fact about Tahno; in spite of a cynical veneer, there’s a part of him that loves bending just as much as she does. And Korra can respect and understand that, at least.

“Erm, because, you know…” she trails off, trying to fill the silence when Tahno doesn’t respond. “I only use waterbending in matches?” 

“Funny, so do I,” Tahno says, and then Korra’s legs spread apart. 

“I don’t think you do this during games,” she snaps, as he holds himself above her, his face now mere inches from her own. She hates the twinge in her voice that sounds nothing like anger or fear. 

“What do you think? Would we get more sponsors if I did?” He sounds like he genuinely wants to know. Korra fights the bizarre urge to giggle. 

“Hardly.” Her limbs are frozen, but her nerves are not. With each breath her breasts brush against his chest through their layers of clothing. “Is this what you meant by ‘private lessons?’” She asks, derisively. Defensively.

Tahno brushes a strand of hair off her forehead. “You know what I meant.” 

Korra closes her eyes for a few seconds. Waits. They pop back open when nothing happens. “Um?” 

His eyes are searching hers. “If you want me to stop, just say the word.” It’s perfunctory, but genuine all the same. 

Somehow that emboldens Korra all the more. Ending this would be a defeat of some kind. Also she’s… Curious. Her whole body is burning up from curiosity. 

“Nah, it’s fine.” Just this once she promises herself. A small, vain, wounded part of herself is taking comfort in being openly desired. 

Tahno finally kisses her and it’s… well it’s definitely not like the kiss with Mako that lasted half a hopeful heartbeat. That’s for sure. When Tahno’s tongue slips into her mouth, sliding against her own, scraping her teeth, she’s taken aback by how interesting and strange it feels. She wants to sink her fingers into his hair, tug on it, pull him closer, but of course that’s out of the question. She growls in frustration.

He draws back with a grin. 

“Be patient,” he says against her ear. And then he licks it. Korra shrieks, surprised that that of all things would feel good. “Don’t they always tell the avatar to learn patience?”

“Everyone’s telling me to be patient lately,” she grumbles, and then cuts her rant short as his hands slide under her shirt. Up, and up, and then…

“Oh,” she gasps out when his calloused fingers brush over her breasts. She snaps her jaw shut when he bends over to lift up the fabric and suck one of her nipples into his mouth. Most of her body can’t move, she can barely think, all she can do is feel 

Tahno’s control of her leg ceases. Almost as a reward. She idly traces one foot down the back of his shin. She can feel pressure building between her thighs, and she knows full well what that means.

Her arms remain locked into position, however.  

She shifts a bit, trying to get more, and her hips grind into Tahno’s. She feels a twinge of nervousness when she realizes that she can feel his erection through his pants. And then she smirks from giddy triumph when he groans. 

“See, you are learning,” Tahno says, before drawing teeth against her neck. When he presses her lips to hers once more, and Korra decides that, yes, he’s right. She’s a fast learner when it comes to kissing.

Tahno’s been holding on to her sides, drawing lazy patterns against her skin, but he quickly tires of that. He undoes the drawstring of her pants, and before Korra has much time to truly think about it, his finger presses against a place between her legs that makes her lower body arch. Makes Tahno draw away from the kiss to watch her gasp with pleasure. Now he has a victorious glint in his eyes, and Korra understands why he’s resorted to blood bending her arms. It’s so she wouldn’t try to smack the smirk from his face. 

(Though she has a feeling he would like that just fine. If he gave her the chance.) 

He slides a finger into her easily, followed by a second. Korra bites on her lip, and never lets her eyes leave his. 

“Why, yes, I think you’re ready,” Tahno says, smugly, sliding yet another finger into her. 

“Then do something about it,” Korra snaps. She feels like… like that moment when she calls forth a wall of water, but hasn’t let it strike yet. Full of potential, and ready to snap. Her breathing echoes harshly in the arena as Tahno pulls down his own pants.

All at once, his infuriating calmness seems to flee. He positions himself above her, resorts to blood bending to spread her legs further (why? He could have achieved the same task with his hands!) and slides into her with one sudden movement.

“Oh…” Korra says, ending on a whimper. This is a hundred times as strange and intoxicating as kissing. Her hips twitch, as she tries to grow accustomed to the new feeling of him inside her. All at once, Tahno loosens his hold on her arms, and she slips them under his shirt. Digs her nails into the smooth skin there. He makes an appreciative sound, and Korra resists the urge to lean up and kiss his throat. 

“Are you alright?” Tahno pants, sounding a tad more frayed than before. My doing! Korra thinks. He rocks against her slight, but mostly remains in place. 

She shifts a bit, feels his cock move further into her. “Yes,” she says, trying to erase all vulnerability from her voice. “Now just… don’t keep me waiting.” 

“Wouldn’t dream of it.” Tahno evidently takes that as a cue to move in earnest. He slams against her, over and over, and it’s painful and exhilarating all at once. Korra closes her eyes, scratches her nails against his sides in retaliation, listens to the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh. She’s read books with lovemaking scenes, but none of them have ever conveyed how strangely obscene the whole business could be. Too bad. The reality is somehow better.

When Tahno’s movements grow jerky and erratic, she’s somehow unsurprised when he climaxes with a hoarse shout. 

She’s disappointed, however, when he rolls off her, lies down next to her, and lets his eyes flutter short as he collects his breath. It’s almost as if he’s forgotten Korra exists. She lies there on arena floor, shaking, unfulfilled, and entirely certain this is another thing she’s going to be embarrassed about.

All of a sudden one of his arms snakes around her, pulls her against him. She yelps, wondering if she’s going to have to battle him again.

“Look, I fight fair,” he says. He makes a gesture in the air, no where near her body, but it does something to the nerves between her legs. She comes hard, burying her shout into Tahno’s shoulder. Later, she’ll laugh about how he bloodbended her into orgasming. But in the immediate aftermath, she lays there, oddly content. Even though this was probably a huge mistake. It seems to have erased some of her emotional turmoil.

“You’d win every match if you did that against your opponents,” she says, when she trusts herself to speak again. She sits up, pulling her shirt back down in the process.

“Probably. But I’m not that generous a person.”
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