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Summary: 
            What if Korra and Amon fucked hard while Tarrlok and Mako were forced to watch? And what if Tarrlok was sexually predatory toward Mako with psychic bloodbending? Would that be fucked up or what? 👀

          











1. Chapter 1

Notes for the Chapter:This was initially a silly drabble that came out of a joke with friends and then morphed into something much darker and explicit.

Minor Korrlok and Makorra but hopefully not enough to deter those who don't ship those pairings. Anyway, enjoy! 😊




    
    Amon's large, hard cock pumped in and out of the Avatar's sopping-wet cunt at a punishingly breakneck speed.

The sounds — of her moans, his grunts, and the squelching slaps of their genitals joining together with every thrust — set Mako's teeth on edge. There he was, strapped to a chair made of platinum, forced to watch the girl that he loved being fucked by her mortal enemy. It felt like a cruel, sick joke.

Unfortunately, he was not alone.

The beloathed Northern Water Tribe Councilman sighed in his adjoining cuck chair. "You know, May-ko, Mako, that is your name, right?"

Mako rolled his eyes but said nothing.

"Whatever the case may be, lighten up, hot-head. I know that you have feelings for the Avatar but acting out is not going to win her."

"Oh, and just sitting here and watching them will?"

"It might."

Mako narrowed his eyes at Tarrlok and the Councilman mirrored him, mischief glinting in his pale, blue.

Tarrlok huffed dramatically, "If you must know... the moment I laid eyes on Avatar Korra, I knew I had to have her. I knew that I needed to touch, to taste those big, beautiful breasts and that sweet, tight cunt. No matter what stood in my way, I became determined to make her mine."

Tarrlok paused to drink in his fury, "Don't be mad at me! After all, you were the object of the Avatar's affection, correct?" The Councilman placed an aggravating amount of emphasis on the word 'were.' "I'm also not the one who strapped us into these ridiculous chairs. Besides... neither of us stands a chance with her if you ruin this. Stay still and behave or Amon won't let either of us have a turn."

Mako sneered as his face heated in fury. "Korra would never want you! And she's not an object to be passed around either, you, you old pervert!"

Tarrlok shrugged. "Are you so sure about that? Korra looks to be a willing 'object,' if you ask me."

"I didn't ask you!"

Tarrlok shot Mako a wide, smarmy grin. "Suit yourself. I'll be more than happy to take my turn when she's ready for me."

"Screw you, Tarrlok!"

The Councilman laughed and then raked his eyes over Mako appraisingly. "Tempting. You're not my usual type, but... I could be convinced."

Mako's face turned tomato red and he ground his teeth in frustration. Tarrlok was just toying with him, right? Sirens flared a loud warning in his head as an acute fear gripped him. He wasn't so sure of that anymore, he... wasn't so sure of anything.

Mako wriggled aggressively in his cuck chair, desperate to find a way, any way, out. He struggled with all of his might against the hard, platinum chair, but after several failed attempts to dislodge himself, grimly accepted his fate. Mako was stuck watching Amon and Korra have sex beside a man who had just seriously pontificated about having sex with him.

Why Tarrlok?

As if the Councilman could read his mind, Tarrlok grinned at Mako's despair.

He grunted, irritation nearing a fever pitch, and struggled not to lose control. Tarrlok was just lucky he had been chi-blocked... If he still had his bending, well, Mako couldn't say he wouldn't direct a fireball at the man's head.

He ignored Tarrlok, focussing instead on the soft rise and fall of his chest with every breath that he took.

Not one to be ignored, Tarrlok cleared his throat.

"So... while we're here, tell me about yourself. If I recall correctly, you like pro-bending and... being homeless?"

Mako clenched his fists and shut his eyes tightly in pure aggravation. A tense silence passed between them until a sudden noise reverberated throughout the room. Mako's eyes snapped open.


  No!


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Me editing "Bent": 😮‍💨

Me writing a rarepair nobody wanted or asked for: 👀📝

        








2. Chapter 2


    
    Mako paled a ghostly shade as the blood drained from his face. A cold chill ran down his spine as his pulse quickened and the erratic thump, thump, thumps of his broken heart beat so loudly in his chest that he could hardly hear anything else at all.

Chi-blocked and confined to the chair, Mako felt utterly useless. With a front row seat to this sick performance, he couldn't help but remember when he and Korra infiltrated an Equalist rally. He sighed. Amon thrived with a captive audience.

All Mako could do was look at what was before him, and his amber eyes widened in horror.

"Ahh! Mmm, A-Am-"

His head shook back and forth in violent rejection. Korra, why? Mako trembled, lip quivering, as he clenched his jaw in rage.

"Korra!" His nostrils flared in disgust but his eyes softened, "Please..."

Cyan met amber as Korra glanced at Mako, and for a brief moment, she stared.

He searched for the girl he loved in her gaze but found that Korra... didn't look like Korra. The Avatar's eyes were half-lidded, bloodshot, and horrifyingly vacant. She closed her eyes and turned away, but Mako stared still, searching desperately for the girl he once knew, even though he knew she was already gone.

A low, deep chuckle boomed through the room, and a moment after, the sick, sharp noises continued.

With every clap of Amon's large hand on her bare bottom, Korra moaned loudly.

"Ooo!"

The Avatar made strangled, high-pitched noises that were largely gargled and unintelligible. Still, when Mako listened closely, he could hear Korra begging Amon to stop his relentless assault on her ass, in between sobs and pleas to her enemy for more.

He stared at Korra blankly and blinked, powerless to save her and in utter disbelief that maybe she didn't want to be saved. Minutes passed painfully, and after what felt like an eternity, Amon finally removed his hand from Korra's raw, red behind.

Korra sighed loudly in relief and then yelped, as not one moment later, Amon resumed fucking her.

When the Equalist leader sheathed himself inside the Avatar once more, she elicited a desperate cry. Whether in pain or pleasure, Mako didn't know, but it didn't take long for the two to revert to their rough and fast fucking.

The mere sight of them made him sick.

There Amon was, masked and mostly clothed, thrusting his hard cock relentlessly in and out of a naked and disheveled Korra. A thick sheen of sweat covered the length of her as it dripped and dripped off her face, taut muscles, and pert nipples onto the body of her enemy.

Mako could no longer deny it, Korra was enjoying this.

Was he?

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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3. Chapter 3


    
    It was at that moment that Mako noticed an erection straining against his pants. Mortified, he whispered a litany of curses. "Spirits!"

The firebender took several deep, steadying breaths, and blushed fiercely. A gasp, and then, he turned to stone. Pale, cold blue eyes bore into him like metal claws, and despite the intrusive nature of the gaze, Mako's cock responded with a twitch. He closed his eyes, stifled a groan, and emitted a humiliating, desperate whine.

Silence, and then, a cruel laugh.

"Hmm, how cute."

Beads of sweat collected at Mako's temple.

The voice deepened, almost purred, "Who are you hard for?"

Brain glitching and body frozen with fear, Mako found that he could not speak; in fact, his mouth was bone dry.

The voice laughed again, but this time, it was real. His ears burned bright red in embarrassment.

"It's okay," a careful pause, "to be aroused. It's completely natural, Mako. Allow me to help alleviate your condition."

Mako tried to scream: 'No!' But all he could do was groan pathetically as his eyes rolled into the back of his head.

An unnatural force had somehow seized control of his blood and as terrifying as it was, he couldn't deny that it... felt good. 

A pair of invisible hands stimulated him, with an agonizing slowness, gliding skillfully up and down the length of his painfully erect cock. A war between his mind and body raged weakly as Mako, slowly but surely, lost his mind. He wanted to fight, beg Tarrlok to stop whatever the man was doing to stimulate him, but horrifyingly, found that he couldn't.

The invisible tendrils touched a particularly sensitive spot on his tip and as degrading as it was, Mako mewled desperately in pleasure.

"H-how are you?"

"Shh, it's alright now, Mako. Let the good feelings wash over you like a gentle wave. There's no need to fight or worry about anything anymore, pretty boy. Close your eyes, relax, and sink into the warmth, the pleasure only I can bring you."

"Why?"

"It's nice to be the center of attention, isn't it, Mako?"

Mako's breath stuttered and all he could do was exhale strangled after strangled moans. The pleasure Tarrlok brought him was unlike anything he had ever experienced before. It was utter torture, it was pure bliss.

"That's it, let go. Mmm, such a good boy for me."

Tears began to stream down his hot, flustered face.

"I-I-"

"Yes?"

The muscles on either side of his face stretched into a wan smile.

"Does it feel good, Mako?"

"Y-yes."

"Good boy."

Mako screamed.

White flashed before his eyes as he succumbed to the searing hot pleasure and came hard to Tarrlok's words. He tried to speak, tried to weep, but all the firebender could do was mewl in ecstasy as he rode out the powerful orgasm.

A painful, heavy shame began to blossom in his belly as Mako's world drifted to darkness. His last words, a desperate plea: "Forgive me, Korra... I-I understand now, too."
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