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as we ran from the cops, we laughed so hard, it would sting


    
     

“Here.”

 

Korra lifts her hand and shields her face against the sun.

He’s holding out a halved melon for her, holding another for himself. She sits up and takes it eagerly. Noatak sinks down next to her onto his own chair with a sigh.

“’Thank you, that’s nice of you.’ No problem, I know I’m not the only one hating the heat.”

 

Korra looks over to him, a sarcastic ‘thank you’ on her tongue, when she spots the ice floating around in his melon half.

“Hey! Why did you get ice in yours for?”

 

He gives her a deadpan look, like she’s missing something so obvious it’s practically in her face. It’s too warm to think, she’s about to say, when the familiar noise of ice creaking makes her look down.

 

Ice now floats around in her drink too.

 

That… she probably should’ve guessed that. Still, she huffs, taking a sip of the drink. Sweet, cool, refreshing and with a very distinct, if mild, burn down her throat. She glances Noatak’s way but he’s apparently entirely untroubled by the alcohol. Only raising an eyebrow in question when he notices her staring. She rolls her eyes, looking back to the drink.

Screw it, it tastes delicious either way. And it’s cold. Which is a freaking blessing.

 

The heat feels like it’s killing her slowly. Like she’s been stuffed into an oven without noticing. She doesn’t get how people live in the Fire Nation if it gets this warm every summer.

It does explain how lightly dressed they are though, she thinks to herself, following some girls walking by with her eyes. They’re wearing less than she is, and she feels like she’s forgotten to put on a second layer over her underclothes, with her dark red skirt and matching top. The golden ring that keeps the tops two pieces together keeps chafing between her breasts and the top of her stomach. It’s ridiculous. Why does it have pointy rays like a sun? And why are they sharp?

 

But at least she’s wearing something on her upper body. Her eyes dart to Noatak again without her say so, follows the swell of his forearms, his biceps, where golden armbands dig in, his shoulders, his thick neck that leads up to his face and-

He’s noticed her staring. She looks away. Again. And tells herself for the hundredth time today to stop staring at him. And for the hundredth time today she listens for all of five seconds.

A drop of sweat slides down his neck, over his collarbone, down over his chest and down, down, down-

She looks back to the sea, taking another sip of her drink. The ice has already mostly melted. She pouts down at it. Stupid heat. Stupid ice. Stupid Noatak.

Before her eyes the ice freezes again. She glances his way. At least she knows she isn’t the only one staring. His eyes are definitely following her legs before he looks towards the sea again.

 

“If you just gave me my bending back I could freeze it myself.” She bitterly points out.

 

He downs most of what’s left of his drink and lays back down with a deep sigh, flinging one arm over his face to shield his eyes from the sunshine.

“If you keep nagging this much I might just be tempted to try it.”

 

“Really?”

 

He lifts his arm enough to give her a deadpan stare with one eye. Her excitement disappears.

 

“You were joking.”

 

He sighs again and puts his arm back down. “If you want to end up like that firebender then I’ll be happy to try it, though I don’t think your friends will ever stop hunting me if do.” His mouth twitches in amusement that she can hear when he continues, gesturing with his free hand; “Why don’t you bend yourself a nice little breeze with that fan to cool yourself down?”

 

She glares at him, even though he can’t see it. Asshole.

Then she smirks, and swings her fan his way.

Air bends to her will, strong enough that it flips his chair upside down. He rises up onto his hands soon enough, spitting sand out of his mouth, glaring at her from behind his sandy, brown curtain of hair. Her smirk widens.

 

“How’s that for a breeze?”

 

A whistle blares behind her further down the beach.

 

“Hey! What’s going on over there?!”

 

Her eyes met Noatak’s.

 

Shit.

 

He’s on his feet just as fast as her and he grabs her hand in his own, pulling her into a run down the beach. They jump over some other beach goers and Korra can’t help the laugh that bubbles out of her. The screaming whistles follows them, the lifeguard shouting for them to stop. Noatak glances back at her, smiling, and it catches her so off guard she nearly trips. But it only makes her laugh again. And to her surprise so does he.

Then they reach the end of the sandy beach, where it turns into rocky cliffs. Shit. She wishes she had her earthbending right about now.

But Noatak seems to have a plan. Because of course he does. He pulls them both up onto the nearest rock and then up onto the next. Glancing down at the water below them he let’s go of her hand and takes a running start.

 

“Follow me!”

 

And then he dives into the water.

 

The screaming whistle makes her turn to spot the lifeguard, who’s apparently gotten backup from somewhere. For some reason. She follows Noatak into the water.

 

The water is brighter than she’s used to, and that’s the only reason she spots him, swimming deeper against the rock before he suddenly merges with it. No. There's a cave.

At least she hopes there’s a cave, preferably one with air in it, or he’s just killed them both off. The place where she lost sight of him leads to a tunnel. Long and dark and a bit too tight to comfortably swim in. No hope or light in sight. But she follows him anyway.

She’s just about ready to panic, her lungs demanding her to take a breathe, when a hand grabs her own and pulls her out of the water.

 

She gasps air down greedily. That was too close. So when Noatak grins at her she shoves him. He lets himself fall back onto the little outcropping with a laugh. She rolls her eyes and tries her best to fight the smile taking over her face but fails miserably. So she looks away from him instead.

 

The cave isn’t large, but it’s bigger than the room they’re renting at the inn. It’s walls are rounded and smoothed by corrosion and in the roof a large, long crack lets sunlight and hanging plants into the space. Its shape also makes all the noise they're making, their clothes dripping water onto the stone, her ragged breathes, Noatak’s low humming, echo curiously.

 

Wait, humming?

 

She looks back to Noatak and finds he’s still smiling, humming a familiar tune to himself. She frowns down at him, smiling herself now, just watching him.

 

“Are you drunk or sun-mad or something?”

 

He laughs again, before looking from the roof to her face, smiling.

“Both, probably.” He drags his hands over his face groaning. “Fuck, yeah, no I haven’t been this drunk since… I don’t know actually.” He lowers his hands from his face, tucking one arm in under his head. Korra’s eyes dart to the way the golden armband strains against his muscles and swallows, her mouth suddenly dry.

 

She forces her eyes away from him and snorts.

“Yeah, I don’t think you’d be humming Secret Tunnel if you were sober.”

 

He grins again, and it’s a shame to look away from with how rarely he does it, so she gives herself permission to stare her fill. “That’s what it was.”

 

And then he begins to sing it.

 

“Secret tunnel, secret tunnel, through the mountains, secret, secret, secret, secret! Secret tunnel!”

 

She joins him for a second round of the chorus but they don’t make it all the way through before they both start laughing too much. Starting up again as soon as they make eye contact.

It takes them both a few minutes to stop laughing.

 

Noatak sighs, looking up at the cave ceiling.

“I probably have gone mad. Otherwise I don’t think I would’ve ever ran away from lifeguards, hand-in-hand with the Avatar.”

 

Another laugh bubbles out of her and then she shrugs one shoulder, looking down at him with a smile. “You never know. Odder things have happened on Ember Island.”

 

He turns to her and smiles.

“I doubt it.”

 

She only hums in response. She’s too busy staring at the way the skin by his eyes get crowfeet when he smiles.

Before she can think it through she leans over him to trace them with her fingers. His smile softens a little, but she’s glad it doesn’t disappear completely. And that he lets her slide her fingers over his wrinkles.

He lifts one hand and brushes some of her hair out of her face, tucking it in behind her ear.

“Guess I’m not the only one who’s drunk.”

 

She lets her eyes dart freely over him; his face, his neck, where water from her top drips down onto his skin, running away in tiny rivers she wants to follow. Her eyes meet his again.

“I was looking at you before we got drunk.”

 

His smile turns a little crooked.

“I noticed.”

 

His hand shifts from her hair to her chin, coming to rest with his thumb gracing against her lower lip. She takes a shaky breathe to try and steady herself. His eyes dart back from her lips to her eyes again.

“I noticed, because I was looking at you too.”

 

She kisses him, and he tastes like melon and the icy plains of home.

 

 

  
Notes for the Chapter:Well then!

Amorra Week is off and I definitely finished what I had planned to post on time. (I say, like the lying liar I am)

Truth be told my original semi-connected seven parter turned into a multichapter fic when I wasn't looking, so I didn't have time to finish it.

But! I had this little gem in my head so I managed to write it out in a few hours. Very much inspired by the heatwave we had a few weeks ago when I considered just climbing into my freezer to escape. And how buzzed I got off of very little booze because I got a bit dehydrated. Whoops! (please go drink a glass of water for me)

Since it's just after 1 in the morning here I'm not going to bug my beta with this so any faults are my own and my sleepy brain.

Hope you like it!
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