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Summary: 
            Amorra week day 5: Rata de dos patas - Paquita la del barrio

Korra has a fight with Noatak. So she sings a song for him as an apology.

          







You two legged rat!

Author's Note:
      I apologise for calling the Spanish language a fictional one. But sometimes, sacrificies needs to be made in order to understand this bullshit I wrote. Enjoy!

    


    
    Noatak and Korra fought and she didn't even remember what it was about, but they weren't talking for days now. They just existed in the same space. The chores assigned to them equally were done as agreed (Noatak insisted that they switch the house chores, Korra wasn't his nanny to look after him, he can cook and wash the dishes, and he knew how things can get rough at the university, no matter how insignificant the classes looked on the outside) but that was that.

They didn't go out on a date, watched a movie, nothing. It was evident, that Noatak would rather die than admit that he was in the wrong and she won't apologise either, so it was stalemate. Naga, the little puppy she got from her parents for her birthday, whined as she was ignored by her for a moment. Korra apologetically petted the pup. After Naga got the attention she wanted, she dashed out of the kitchen to collect the daily petting from Noatak as well. Korra heard her boyfriend crowing to Naga, telling her what a good and clever girl she was.

Korra sighed, not knowing how to settle things between them. They should get over things like adults, the man is going to be 46 in a few months for Ravaa's sake. But the more Korra thought about it, the angrier she became.

Fuck him. I'm not in the wrong here.

She looked at the clock on the wall. Half past 5, she read. Tonight it's her turn to cook something. It should be something that would last for a few days. Both Noatak and her won't be back home until late tomorrow, for Noatak it was due to work issues at the government and for her due to university. She didn't know who was the "genius", that put uncle Unalaq's class at 6 in the evening that lasted until 8 o'clock sharp (because uncle could never, ever let the students go in time, Ravaa forbid) but when she found out who it was, she'll ask them what the fuck was their problem. She imagined how cold it will be when she gets home, and the weather forecaster promised snow as well.

That's it. Seaweed soup is the way to go. She got the things she needed and started to cook. As she was preparing the ingredients, she started to humm a favourite song of hers from the her childhood. It was from a Disney movie, one from Disney's dark ages. It was about a land filled with magic, where a family of eight gets dragged into the political games of other nobles as they all fight to rule over the country in a chair made of swords, while an exiled princess makes her way over to take back the throne of her family with dragons by her side. As a child she loved it, but when she read the source material, Korra was flabbergasted by how atrocious the Disney adaptation was.

No matter how they tried to put some light-hearted songs into the movie, or tone down the darker stuff, it flopped like that movie with the cauldron in it. But at the least, when she was older and found out which books the movie was based on, she devoured them. Those were the only books she has read. Her copies were on the brink of falling apart, she might need to get the whole set again. Well, the ones that are published. Two more books were promised but Korra might never see the day when they get published. And not one of the adaptations were perfect. The live action version had everything to become the most beloved shows of all time, but the directors screwed it up. Big time. And the spin off might be an entertaining fanfiction, it was a burning hot mess. So Korra did what every normal fan should do. She re-watched the first 4 seasons, ignored the cringe moments and writing decisions in the rest and wrote her own little stories in her head. And of course sang her little favourite song from the Disney one.

It was in a scene between the dragon princess and the slave-owner who wanted to by one of her dragons for an army. In the scene, the princess reveales that she understood everything he said by signing in a fictional language called Spanish, for it's her mother tounge. The fictional language was later adapted into the live-action one and it can be even learned now. Korra, of course had to learn it. It wasn't a waste of time, Asami and her gossiped in that language, and Korra mocked her uncle, whenever he was being unreasonable about recruiting Korra into his religion, where they worshiped Ravaa's opposite, Vaatu. Much to her delight, her cousins also learned the language for that reason.

Korra didn't care how Noatak would react. She started to play the song on her phone. As the music started to play, she waited for the singing parts.

"Rata inmunda. Animal rastrero. Escoria de la vida" - She sang.

Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed that Noatak with Naga in tow, came into the kitchen at the little festival she was making. Noatak leaned against the threshold as he took in the scene before him, Naga wagging her tail against his side, barking in excitement.

„what are you singing Korra?” - After a few minutes, Noatak asked curiously.

„A love song.” - She answered slyly. A devious ide forming in her head. – „I wanted to apologise for the way I spoke. So listen to me sing for you!” - Then after she made sure, the kitchen won't catch on fire as she was swept away by the song, Korra pulled Noatak with Naga in hand into a waltz. Or something that tried to resemble a waltz.

„Espectro del inferno. Maldita sabandija.” - She sang with the most innocent face she could muster out of her. In turn Noatak smiled, putting Naga down to properly hold Korra in his arms. It might have been a bad idea, because Naga like a little blizzard ran around them in circles, jumping around all the while.

Korra giggled as Noatak spun her around and gently dipped her. As he was looking down on her, a smug smirk, like the Grinch's from the cartoon, made his way onto his face

„Me estás oyendo inútil. Hiena del inferno. Cuánto te odio y te desprecio.” - He sang with her at the same time, with perfect pronunciation, which knocked Korra out of her element. She was gobsmacked, that Noatak knew the song and understood it. At her expression, the man chuckled good heartedly and dragged her back up to finish the their little dance.

„You rata de dos patas! How come you never told me you like this movie. Or the show. Or the books! Or that you speak Spanish! That's why you were laughing at me when I'm talking to Asami on the phone! Oh you...” - Korra pouted, punching Noatak in the chest.

„It was a big part of my life when I was a teenager. It got me through Yakone...but throughout the years I just kind of lost the passion for it. From time to time, I checked on the Internet if anything new was happening, a new book released maybe or a new project but never have I actively seeked out the fandom if you are curious about that. Although, I have a feeling that you will not let me rest until you drag me back into this passion of mine.”

„You can bet on that.” - She smirked. She wrapped her arms around his neck. – „Are we good?”

„I didn't hear an apology.”

„Oh, you...” -before she could pull away, Noatak brought his hands to her chin, pecking her on the lips.

„Now we are.” - He winked. – „Let's finish that, shall we?” - Noatak pointed at the forgotten half-made soup – „In the meantime, do you have any burning questions about what I like about this piece of media? I know how excited you get about these kinds of things.”

„What's your favourite ship?”

„Out of all the questions...” -Noatak thought about it for a minute. – „I think the bastard and the dragon princess are written as beautiful foils of each other. The text is filled with evidence that they shall meet even if they don't have a happy ending. Yours?” - He asked, as he saw Korra getting giddy over her favourite ship.

„It's the dragon princess and the bastard's red headed sister.”

„Hm, interesting, I haven't read the books in decades, but I don't remember a single hint about their meeting, what evidence did you find?” - Noatak asked knowing damn well there was no such evidence in the text.

„They both like lemons. They both yearn for a fairy tale romance, but both of them are sure about it that they won't get it and fro their home. Oh! And both of them are surrounded by creepy men left and right, they deserve to be lesbians after all that.”

Noatak blinked. Then sighed. He already knew this was going to be a long night.
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