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Summary: 
            Asami decides to branch out from her father's company, and opens a pornography studio. Her first order of business? A gangbang that involves her and the best employees her father had to offer.

          







1. Breaking of a Billionare


    
    
  Asami was sitting in the conference room, her fingers laced together as she gazed at the assembled employees. There were fifteen men gathered, all of them looking at her with the sort of anxious, nervous anticipation that had become a familiar part of their lives. Every time she called one of these meetings, it always went the same way; she would have the boys gather and either tell them some exciting news or end up laying off the group of them.


Today, however, was slightly different.


  As she spoke, the beautiful young woman was wearing a sharp suit, with the blouse undone a few buttons lower than it would be if she were in the presence of anyone else. Her red lips were parted slightly and her green eyes were half-lidded, a subtle sign that her thoughts were anything but professional. When she leaned back in her seat, the young woman let her knees part a bit, exposing the black lace of her panties through the fabric of her skirt. She smiled as she addressed the room, her voice a low purr that was clearly filled with lust.



  "Gentlemen." Asami spoke up, her smile growing a little bit broader. "You're all very fortunate. It's been a year since my father retired, and a few months since I officially took over the company. Future Industries has never been bigger, we've never done better...and you have no idea how grateful I am for the loyalty you've shown us over the years. All of you are the reason that I was able to make this company what it is today."



  Her eyes narrowed as she continued, and a tiny smile crossed her features.



  "But I've had something on my mind, ever since I was a girl. My father always told me that the future belongs to those who take it, and I've decided that the time has come to take what I want." She rose up from her seat and moved down to the center of the conference table, standing right in the middle. With her heels on the surface, her knees bent and spread apart, and her fingers resting on her lap. "That's why, starting today, Future Industries is officially expanding. We're opening a new department."



  The employees murmured in confusion, and Asami merely smiled. The moment she had been waiting for, the moment she had been fantasizing about and dreaming of since she was a horny little schoolgirl. A moment to show the world how important sex was, and how powerful a woman's body could be.



  "The ‘Future Industries Cunt Breakers’ will serve an extremely important purpose." Asami spoke up, and started to lift her skirt. She exposed the black lace panties that she wore, the smooth expanse of her toned, pale belly, and finally the swell of her modest, perky breasts. When she reached behind herself and undid the zipper, the rest of her suit dropped to the floor and she was left wearing nothing but her stockings, her heels, and her panties. She licked her lips, and smiled as she gazed around the room. "Starting today, we'll be the biggest producer of pornographic material on the market."



  A sudden, sharp gasp rose from the assembled crowd. Asami's eyes narrowed, and her smile turned wicked and devious.



  "You all worked hard to give me everything I've earned." She whispered, and slowly peeled her panties down. They dropped from her feet, and she stood bare and exposed before her employees. A trimmed tuft of dark hair above a pink slit, a small, flat belly, and two pert, firm breasts. Asami was a beautiful, statuesque woman, and every part of her looked like it belonged on a pin-up calendar. She continued, her voice dropping low and heavy as she gazed across the room. "And now, I'm going to give you all what you've always wanted."



  She bent her knees and lowered herself down, until she was squatting with her feet planted on the surface of the table. With her arms bracing against the floor, she showed off her pussy, her asshole, and the underside of her breasts as she grinned. Her eyes darted to the men in the front row, and her tongue slipped out to trace the edge of her teeth.



  "Line up, boys." She purred, and nodded her head in their direction. "My first film is a gangbang, and you're the crew."



  The boys were eager to rush to the head of the conference table, stripping away their pants and jackets as they did so. Their cocks were already hard and aching, and the first one that reached her was eager to thrust his tip right against her entrance, pressing in until he found purchase and started to squeeze his way inside. Asami moaned softly and rolled her hips, and as the rest of the men started to circle around her she gave a content, almost whorish smile.



  "There we go." She cooed, and her eyes flickered from side to side, looking at the various men that were eager to take her. She could feel a cock already stretching her entrance, and the weight of a second settling between her breasts. One man was kneeling nearby with his cock pressed to her face, and she gave him a wink and a kiss on the tip, all the while smiling. "Now we can get started."



  With the Future Industries logo printed on the wall behind her, Asami Sato began her first gangbang. As the employees started to work her holes, Asami had never felt happier, more content, or more successful. Her hands were gripping two of the cocks that were being offered, and she was eagerly pumping her fists up and down them, slapping her palms against the tip and squeezing her fingers. By the time her mouth was filled with the taste of another cock and she was eagerly sucking it down, a third employee had managed to sneak up behind her.



  The young woman was completely at ease in the middle of the gangbang. The cock was filling her mouth and pressing down her throat, and the ones she held in her hands were soon replaced with new, fresh cocks that needed to be tended to. Even the man that had claimed her pussy was already pulling out, and was soon replaced by a second. It was a constant cycle, a revolving door of dick that was more than happy to satisfy her. Asami had no doubt that each and every one of these men had dreamed about bending her over a desk and fucking her, and now she was letting them do just that, but as a job. She was paying them to fuck her.



  Her own wet, hot folds were already glistening with a thin layer of cum, and Asami was moaning with her mouth wrapped around the cock filling it. The young woman was a complete mess, and as she was fucked she was loving every second. The cock inside her was filling her so completely that her toes were curled, her thighs were trembling, and she was rocking back and forth while her pussy was stuffed. The two cocks she was jerking off were practically pulsing in her grip, and the young woman could tell that she was doing a good job. As she slurped the shaft back and forth and let her tongue tease along the sides, Asami gazed up at the two men, and was pleased to see their faces twisted in pleasure. She knew what was coming, and she was hungry for it.



  When one of the cocks in her grip started to spurt, Asami's eyes closed and her cheeks filled. Hot, thick cum splashed into her mouth and against her tongue, and the young woman swallowed it all without hesitation. She sucked at the tip as it filled her, gulping the white, sticky spunk down without even opening her eyes. When the second cock started to cum, Asami simply turned her head and pressed her cheek against the side, letting it paint a white streak across her beautiful face. By the time she was finished, there was a long rope of cum dangling from her nose, a pool of it in her cheek, and a smear of it running from her chin down her neck. She opened her eyes slowly, and the two men were smiling as they admired her lewd, slutty face.



  "You boys ready for your close-up?" She asked, her words accented by a moan as her pussy was pounded. She gazed at the two employees that were kneeling nearby, both of them with their cocks in their hands. She smiled and rolled her hips, and the man pounding her was already grunting, his fingers tightening against her thighs. "I'm sure my pussy can fit you both. Just...ugh! Just push real deep and fill me up."



  She was being fucked so thoroughly and so deeply that it was hard for her to speak. The cock was hitting all the right places, and her pussy was twitching and quivering. Asami didn't want to cum too quickly, though. After all, she had an entire team to take care of. When the employee that was fucking her finally started to tense up, Asami smiled wide, and her voice lifted into a lusty, happy laugh.



  "That's it, baby." She purred, and squeezed her walls around him. "Give me a load! Show the world what you can do!"



  She wasn't disappointed. A thick, creamy load of spunk rushed into her walls, filling her pussy so completely that she could barely contain it. Her walls tightened and trembled, and her thighs clamped down around the employee's waist. She gave a whimper and a whine, and when his cock slipped free she was quick to pull another employee close, grabbing his prick and holding him against her slit. As the next load of cum rushed into her, Asami's head was swimming, and she gave a deep, happy moan as she was filled.



  The next half an hour was spent being passed from one employee to the other, and Asami didn't have to do a thing except take it. The conference room was filled with the sounds of her happy moans, her cries of pleasure, and her delighted laughter. By the time the boys were all done with her, Asami was on her knees in the center of the table, her hair a wild, untamed mess and her face covered in a sticky coating of white. Her tongue was hanging from her mouth and she was trying to catch her breath, her body sore and tender and her eyes glazed with lust.



  "So...you boys..." She spoke up, and licked her lips. A drop of cum dangled from her nose, and the rest of her face was a mess of the same. "Did you enjoy yourselves?"



  The employees were already moving, cleaning up the table and gathering their clothes. Asami sat there on the table and watched them, her legs still spread and a pool of cum resting near her entrance. When the last employee was gone and the door was closed, Asami gave a content sigh, and slowly lifted herself from the table.



  "I did, too." She cooed to nobody but herself, and stretched her arms up over her head. Her naked, sweaty, cum-covered body was exposed as she did so, and the young woman giggled to herself as she padded over towards her suit. Her heels clicked on the tile and a drop of cum fell from her cheek, leaving a splatter on the floor. When she picked up her skirt, her smile grew a little bit more, and she glanced towards the Future Industries logo on the wall. "See, daddy? This is what I meant by taking what I want. The future is going to be a lot more fun, and it's going to be thanks to Future Industries Cunt Breakers."



  The young woman hummed, and stepped into her panties.



  "After all...the world loves a good slut."
   she said
   to herself, and slipped her skirt back into plac
  e
  . She didn't bother with the blouse; instead, she tucked it into her bag.



  Asami had a big day ahead of her. There was a whole list of people that she had to talk to, and it was all to set up her company. She was going to be working closely with Varrick Global Industries to get the business up and running, and it would mean a lot of late nights. A lot of negotiations. A lot of work, and a lot of sex.



  She smiled, and pulled the door open, stepping out into the hallway. She didn't stop to button up her jacket, and the office workers that saw her walking past her all knew exactly what she had just done. Her makeup was ruined, her hair was a mess, and her skirt was wrinkled. The scent of cum was still thick in the air, and the young woman practically glowed with the afterglow of a good gangbang. Asami Sato had never been more satisfied.



  "Mr. Varrick?" She spoke up, stepping into his office. He was seated behind his desk, and when he looked up and saw her he had the expression of a man that was in awe. His jaw dropped and his eyes bulged, and for a long, long moment, all he could do was stare.



  "Miss...Sato?" He asked, and swallowed a sudden lump in his throat. He was clearly stunned. "Are you alright? Did you...were you...what happened?"



  "Let's get to work, Mr. Varrick." She said with a smirk, and slowly started to peel her jacket off. The fabric drifted down her shoulders, exposing her bare breasts, and she let the garment drop to the floor. She walked closer, and as her hips swayed, her skirt slid off as well, exposing her black lace panties. Varrick could only watch, his eyes growing wider and wider as the beautiful, sweat-covered young woman approached him. "You see...I'm expanding Future Industries, and I want your help. If you can help me, then I promise you that it'll be worth your time. It'll be very...very worth it."



  Asami's fingers started to peel her panties down, and by the time she reached Varrick's desk she was naked save for her stockings and heels. Varrick had pushed back from his desk, and his jaw hung open. The only thing visible was his massive, throbbing erection, which was straining at his pants. Asami giggled, and slipped onto his lap, straddling him and wrapping her arms around his shoulders.



  "Oh, Mr. Varrick..." She cooed, and wiggled her hips back and forth, grinding her naked, sweaty slit against his bulge. She leaned forward, and the heat radiating from her was palpable. She could smell the musk of cum and sweat on her own skin, and as she moved in close and nibbled the edge of his ear, her voice dropped low and throaty. "I want you to help me build a new empire, and in return, I'm going to give you whatever you want."



  As she spoke, her hand was already moving, reaching down and grasping his prick through his pants. She started to squeeze and stroke, and Varrick was left groaning. When she pulled back from his ear, Asami was staring him straight in the eyes, and she grinned from ear to ear.



  "You'll be the most important person in the industry, and the best part is..." She licked her lips, and slowly started to unzip his pants. When his throbbing, hard cock sprang free, she pressed her slit against it and started to grind, her wet, hot folds caressing the side of his prick and leaving him quivering. "Your job will include a lot of...benefits."



  "Miss Sato, are you-"



  "Call me Asami, Mr. Varrick."



  "Asami, are you saying what I think you're saying?"



  "Of course, Mr. Varrick." She cooed, and leaned in, planting a small, heated kiss against his cheek. As she did so, the tip of his cock finally pushed inside her, and the young woman let out a sudden, hot moan. "Future Industries Cunt Breakers will be a pornographic studio. I'm going to be producing adult films, and I'm going to need your help."



  Varrick's hands started to slide around Asami's waist, and when he finally found his voice again, his head was swimming and his cock was aching.



  "My help?" He asked, and swallowed a dry throat. His hips were grinding upwards, and his tip was buried inside her. "What...what kind of help?"



  "Oh, just a little thing." She whispered, and nibbled the edge of his ear. Her arms wrapped around his shoulders, and she pressed her bare, cum-splattered chest against his. Her breasts were squishing flat, and she could feel the stickiness between them. "I need some money to get the company up and running, and I figured we could do a partnership. You know, you invest a little in my business, and I..."



  Her lips were at his ear, and her hot, moist breath was teasing his skin. Her hips started to move faster, and her voice became a desperate, pleading whimper.



  "I'll be yours, Mr. Varrick." She begged, and her eyes closed tight. Her mouth hung open, and she rocked back and forth, working her slit up and down his cock. She was aching and sore, but her body was already demanding more. She wanted nothing more than to be fucked. "I'll be yours, and you can do anything you want to me. I'll suck your cock whenever you want. I'll take you in my ass. I'll swallow every load you give me, and I'll let you share me with your friends, and your business partners. Anything, Mr. Varrick.”



  He needed no more encouragement. He grabbed her tight and slammed her down onto his lap, and Asami's cry was one of pure pleasure and desire. She had never been taken so completely, and she had never felt so satisfied. His cock was stretching her to the point of breaking, and his hands were squeezing her flesh so tight it would bruise. She cried out as she was taken, her mouth hanging open and her eyes rolling back, and her body was left a mess. The cum that still coated her features, the sweat that covered her naked body, and the sticky, messy arousal that drooled from her pussy. All of it was a lewd, beautiful sign that Asami Sato was the biggest, nastiest slut the world had ever seen, and she was proud of it.



  Future Industries Cunt Breakers was going to be the most successful venture the world had ever known, and as Varrick began to thrust his cock inside her, Asami moaned happily and kissed his cheek.



  "Now, Mr. Varrick." She cooed, as his prick worked in and out of her. Her toes were curled and her legs were twitching. She was already getting close, and her eyes were unfocused. "About my offer...is it a deal?"



  "Deal!" He grunted, and pulled her in for a deep, passionate kiss. As their tongues danced, his cock spasmed and twitched inside her, and Asami's walls tightened even more. His prick erupted, and as it painted her insides with a thick, gooey load, she finally lost control.



  When Asami came, it was with the biggest, happiest moan of her life.


  



2. Avatar Conditioning


    
     


  A month later, Future Industries Cunt Breakers had its first full release. A video called "Breaking of a Billionaire" was the first offering, and it was an immediate hit. Featuring Asami Sato and the newly promoted president of Varrick Global Industries, it was a hardcore pornographic film like nothing the world had ever seen.



  It was a huge success.



  The company was making money hand over fist, and the only reason it wasn't making more was because it couldn't print cash fast enough. Asami was living the dream, and was doing things her father would have never dreamed.



  The best part was that she was enjoying every second of it.



  She was sitting in her office, her fingers folded in front of her, and a grin on her face. She had just finished recording another video, and had already been notified that her newest film was going to be her most popular one yet. She couldn't wait to see the numbers when it was released, but in the meantime, there was something else to handle.



  "Miss Sato, you have a guest." One of her assistants spoke up, and Asami's smile grew.



  "Send her in." Asami purred, and stood up. Her hands smoothed down the front of her suit, and her heels clicked on the tile as she paced her office. She heard the door open, and a moment later, Korra walked inside.



  "Hey, Asami." The young woman spoke up, smiling and looking a bit shy. She stepped into the office and glanced around, her cheeks flushed, and the sound of the door closing was deafening. "How are you doing? I wanted to come and congratulate you. Your new video is going to be really great, I can already tell."



  "Thanks, Korra." Asami spoke up, her voice gentle and smooth. "I'm so happy you could come."



  Korra was wearing her traditional water tribe clothes, and when she walked up towards the desk she had her hands behind her back. She was blushing and her gaze kept flicking away, but when she finally looked at Asami, the heiress was standing right in front of her.



  "You know, Korra." Asami whispered, and took a step forward. Korra's back was almost pressed against the desk, and when the taller woman's hand fell onto her shoulder, the Avatar swallowed a lump in her throat. "We're going to need some help if we want to keep this business running. You know, for the future. If we want to expand, and make the biggest, naughtiest films the world has ever seen, then we need someone who can help us out."



  "Someone?" Korra asked, and her blush deepened. Asami was so close to her, and she could smell the faint, lingering scent of cum in the air. "Who?"



  "I was thinking...you." Asami said, and gently ran a fingertip along the side of Korra's neck. The touch was electric, and the young Avatar swallowed a nervous lump in her throat.



  "Me?"



  "You've got a gorgeous body, and a beautiful face." Asami whispered, leaning forward. Her other hand fell on the side of Korra's neck, and her thumbs started to caress the edge of her collarbone. "You'd be the perfect star."



  "I...I don't know, Asami." Korra stammered, and her eyes widened. Her heart was racing, and her hands were shaking. She wasn't sure why, but there was something about being so close to Asami, and being told how sexy she was, that was sending shivers down her spine. "I've never thought about it before. I don't think I could..."



  "Oh, sweetie." Asami cooed, and leaned forward. Her nose was brushing against Korra's, and she could smell the Avatar's scent.



  "Asami..."



  "I'm not asking you to make any big decisions." She whispered, and her fingers traced Korra's collar. "Why don't we just start with something simple?"



  "Simple?" Korra's breath was warm against Asami's, and when the heiress spoke up again, the Avatar could feel her words against her lips.



  "Take your clothes off."



  Asami's hands fell down, and they started to work at the ties that kept Korra's clothing together. In just a few seconds, the water tribe girl's top was loosened, and the fabric parted. The Avatar's bare breasts were exposed, and when the air touched her flesh, her nipples stiffened.



  "There." Asami whispered, and slowly dropped down to her knees. Her eyes were locked on Korra's breasts, and her hands moved slowly, caressing the girl's sides and slowly dragging her pants down. "Now, let's try something else."



  She leaned forward, and pressed a small, sweet kiss against Korra's navel. Her tongue flicked out, and Korra gasped. The kiss drifted lower, and the Avatar's fingers clenched.



  "What are you doing?" Korra whimpered, and her eyes closed. Her heart was beating faster, and her skin was flush. Asami's tongue was slowly circling her belly button, and the girl's mouth was drifting lower and lower.


"Making a business proposition." Asami whispered, and pulled  off  Korra's pants. As her eyes fell on the Avatar's panties, she grinned from ear to ear. When her kiss drifted a little lower, Korra's legs twitched, and her eyes squeezed shut.


  "Asami, this is..."



  "If you help me out, Korra..." She whispered, and slowly started to peel the Avatar's underwear off. It was a simple piece of fabric, but the Avatar's thighs were quivering. She was soaked. "Then I'll make sure you get whatever you want. Whatever you need."



  "Whatever I need?" Korra whimpered, her hands moving forward and slowly tangling into Asami's hair. The heiress' fingertips were caressing her thighs, and she was so close to the young woman's core.



  "Whatever you need, Korra." Asami murmured, and slowly leaned forward. She planted a kiss against the top of Korra's slit, and her tongue slipped out, tracing her folds and tasting the Avatar's flavor.


Korra's reaction was instantaneous. Her head snapped back ,  her lips parted, and her hips rolled forward. Asami's tongue was slow and patient, but it was exactly what the young woman needed. The Avatar was gasping, her grip tightening in Asami's hair, and the heiress could taste just how excited she was.


  "Oh...oh wow, Asami..." Korra groaned, and her cheeks burned with a heavy blush. "This is...this is good."



  "Mmm, you like this?" Asami whispered, and pulled away. Korra whimpered, but the sound died as Asami's fingers slowly slid forward, and started to caress the Avatar's dripping wet folds.



  "Yeah..." Korra moaned, her eyes closed tight. "Keep going, please."



  "Of course." Asami murmured, and slowly leaned forward. She kissed Korra's clit, and her fingers teased her entrance. When she spoke up again, it was in a soft, teasing whisper.


"As long as  you say you’re  going to help me."


  Korra's hips were rocking back and forth, and she was whimpering. Her mouth opened, and the word was out before she knew what was happening.



  "Yes."



  "Good girl." Asami whispered, and pressed her fingers inside. Korra was tight, and as the Avatar's inner walls clenched around her digits, she let out a sudden, hot cry of pleasure. She was a virgin, Asami could tell, and the heiress was grinning from ear to ear. She slowly began to curl her fingers, working them in and out, and her mouth returned to Korra's pussy. Her tongue teased her folds, and when the Avatar's flavor exploded across her tastebuds, Asami could have giggled with delight.



  "Oh...oh, wow." Korra was gasping, her hands tangling in Asami's hair. Her knees were buckling, and her cheeks were flush. Her eyes were closed tight, and her body was trembling. Asami was sucking and licking, and her fingers were pressing deeper and deeper, and with each passing moment, Korra was left panting and squirming. Her voice was desperate, and her grip was tight. "I'm gonna cum. Oh, spirits, I'm so close. Asami, I'm...I'm..."



  "Cum for me, sweetie." Asami whispered, her voice a husky, lusty whisper. "Cum all over my face."



  The Avatar couldn't resist.



  She cried out, her voice echoing through the office, and her orgasm rocked through her. It was a hot, overwhelming rush of pleasure, and it was all the more intense for being her first. When she finally came down from her peak, her knees gave way, and she was left sitting on the edge of the desk. Asami was pulling her fingers out, and wiping them clean, and the heiress was smiling from ear to ear.



  "See?" Asami whispered, and leaned forward, pecking Korra's cheek. She had the taste of the Avatar's juices on her lips. "That wasn't so bad, was it?"



  "No..." Korra murmured, and blushed. "That was amazing."



  "It gets even better." Asami grinned, and grabbed Korra's hand. The Avatar's cheeks flushed, and she found herself standing up.



  "It does?"



  "Oh, yes." Asami nodded, and pulled her towards the couch that rested near her office window. It was a plush, comfortable piece of furniture, and as she sat down, she patted her lap.



  "Come sit."


Korra's eyes widened, and her cheeks were a brilliant shade of red. Her heart was pounding in her chest, and her throat was dry. She could feel the lingering heat between her legs, and as her eyes moved across the city, her hands slowly gripped the edge of  the desk .


  "Okay." She murmured, and a moment later, her naked body was straddling Asami's lap. She could feel the older woman's skirt pressing against her bare flesh, and when their bodies pressed together, the two young women were left moaning.



  "Mmmm." Asami cooed, and her hands wrapped around the Avatar's waist. She leaned forward, and her tongue brushed against the side of Korra's neck. A second later, her teeth were nipping at the girl's collarbone, and Korra was left whimpering.



  "What...what now?" The young woman gasped, her hips twitching. The feeling of their skin pressing together was electrifying, and she was getting wetter and wetter by the second. Asami's teeth were scraping her, and her hands were gripping her tight, and when the heiress leaned up to nibble on the girl's earlobe, the Avatar's toes curled.


"Now..." Asami whispered, and her hands were drifting lower. She squeezed Korra's ass, and her fingertips brushed against the girl's slit. When she spoke, her voice was a low, hungry purr.  “…It’s time to call a friend ."


  "Friend?"



  "Yes." Asami murmured, and pressed her lips to Korra's neck. She peppered kisses along the young woman's flesh, and when her fingertip circled her clit, the Avatar's hips bucked. "Someone I want to show you off to. Someone I think you're really going to like."



  "Someone I'm going to like?" Korra whispered, her eyes closing. Asami's hand was rubbing against her pussy, and her thumb was swirling against her clit. When the heiress started to tease her entrance, the young woman's hips bucked, and her inner walls clenched. "Who?"


"You'll see." Asami purred, and a second later, she pressed two fingers inside. Korra gasped, and her hips rolled. Her hands reached up, and she buried them in Asami's hair.  Asami smirked and reached for the phone next to her , her other hand still working at the Avatar's soaking, eager folds.


  "Hey, it's Asami. Can you come up to my office?" She cooed into the receiver, and her other hand slowly started to work. The Avatar's inner walls were squeezing down around her digits, and Korra was rocking her hips back and forth. "Yeah, I need some help with something."



  Korra's cheeks were red, and her body was shivering. She didn't know who was on the other end of the phone, but she had a feeling she was going to find out soon enough.



  "Thanks. See you soon."



  Asami hung up, and turned back to Korra.



  "He'll be here in just a moment."



  "He?" Korra squeaked, and Asami grinned.



  "You'll like him, I promise." She purred, and slowly pressed her fingers deep inside the young Avatar. She was curling her digits, and the young woman was left gasping. "Trust me."



  A moment later, the door to her office opened, and a tall, handsome man walked in.



  He was dressed in a well-tailored suit, and he smiled when he saw Korra straddling Asami's lap.



  "You must be Korra." He said, his voice soft and smooth. His eyes moved across the Avatar's naked form, and Korra's cheeks burned.



  "Yeah." She said, her voice weak, and her hands trembled. She knew that Asami wouldn't have called just anyone, but her cheeks flushed anyway. "Hi."


"Korra, this is  one of my father’s most trusted partners, Amon.  I'm sure you've heard of him." Asami said, and her hands moved up, and began to cup Korra's breasts. She leaned forward, and her lips found the Avatar's nipple.


  "Uh huh." Korra moaned, and her fingers dug into Asami's hair. The young heiress was playing with her chest, and the young woman's cheeks were flushed. Her hips were bucking, and her body was aching.



  "I was thinking." Asami whispered, her breath warm against the Avatar's flesh. "Maybe he could join us. What do you say, Korra?"



  "Um..." Korra's eyes widened, and her cheeks darkened. Amon was stepping up to her side, and she could feel his hands moving up her sides. He was touching her, and Asami's lips were on her breast, her tongue was swirling around her nipple. She could feel Amon's touch moving across her stomach, and his fingers were brushing through her patch of pubic hair.



  "Would you like that, Korra?" Amon's voice was smooth and warm, and his hands were gentle. They drifted lower, and cupped her ass. "Do you want me to join you and Miss Sato?"



  "I..." Korra gasped, her eyes closed. Asami's tongue was working around her nipple, and the Avatar's pussy was aching. When her eyes opened, and she met Amon's gaze, there was a sudden, desperate heat inside of her.



  "Please."



  Asami's grin was wide, and Amon's hands were on her hips. A second later, the man was lifting her up, and carrying her back to the desk. He set her down, and his fingers were on the buttons of his shirt. He slowly peeled his clothes off, and his hands fell onto her thighs.



  "Spread your legs for me, Korra."



  "Like this?" The Avatar's voice was trembling, but when Amon's fingers brushed her soaking wet folds, she whimpered, and spread her legs as wide as she could.



  "Good girl." Amon whispered, and leaned forward. His mouth found Korra's neck, and his kiss was electric. The Avatar's head snapped back, and when her eyes opened, she could see Asami's hungry, predatory grin.



  "You look good like this." She purred, and stood up, unzipping her dress. It fell down around her feet, and Korra's eyes widened. The older woman's body was slender, and her flesh was creamy white. Her breasts were smaller than the Avatar's, but they were perky and perfect, and when Asami's hands cupped them, Korra's cheeks flushed.



  "Do I?"



  "You look gorgeous, Korra." Asami purred, and stepped towards her. Her fingertips brushed against Korra's cheek, and a moment later, her thumb was sliding into the Avatar's mouth.



  "Now, why don't you open up for him?" She cooed, and nodded. Amon was leaning forward, and the Avatar's eyes went wide. His cock was resting against her slit, and when he slowly pressed forward, her head snapped back.



  "Oh..."



  "That's right, sweetie." Asami whispered, and leaned close. Her fingers tangled in Korra's hair, and the Avatar's mouth dropped open. "Just relax, and let him make you feel good."



  Amon was slow and steady, and when his length sank inside of her, Korra's hands tightened into fists. He was a bit bigger than Asami's fingers had been, and his thrusts were powerful and precise. The Avatar's head fell back, and Asami's free hand drifted down, and caressed her breast.



  "There you go, Korra. Just relax." The older woman cooed, and her hips started to move forward. She straddled the Avatar's head, and a moment later, she was grinding her dripping wet pussy against the girl's lips.



  "Let's see what you've learned." She whispered, and when the Avatar's tongue pressed forward, she could have cheered.



  Korra didn't know what she was doing, but it felt right. Amon's cock was pressing deeper and deeper, and he was filling her up. His thrusts were powerful, and each time his hips slammed forward, the Avatar could feel his tip grinding against her womb. She was dripping, and each thrust was leaving her gasping.



  "Oh...oh, fuck..." Korra moaned, her mouth filled with Asami's juices. The older woman was riding her face, and her hands were tangling in the Avatar's hair. When her tongue slid out, and circled the woman's clit, Asami's head snapped back.



  "Fuck, that's right. You're such a good little girl." Asami whispered, and her hips were starting to roll back and forth. Her grip tightened in Korra's hair, and her moans were hot and breathy. "You're such a good little slut. You like having Amon inside of you, don't you?"



  "Yes!" Korra moaned, her inner walls tightening. "I love it."



  "I know you do." Asami murmured, and her smile was a mile wide. "And I'm going to make sure you get all the cock you could ever want."



  "You are?" Korra whimpered, her head spinning.



  "Oh, yes." Asami said, and her cheeks flushed. She was grinding against Korra's lips, and when her hands tangled in the girl's hair, her moans grew louder. "As long as you're a good girl for us. As long as you're a good, obedient little slut, we're going to keep you satisfied. Isn't that right, Amon?"



  "Of course." Amon murmured, his hands tightening around Korra's thighs. His length was thrusting inside of her, and each time his hips slammed forward, the Avatar could have whimpered. He was thick, and he was heavy, and each time his tip rammed into her womb, she could feel her orgasm rushing closer.



  "You like the sound of that, don't you, Korra?" Asami purred, and her fingers were moving down, and pinching the girl's nipples.



  "I do." The Avatar moaned, her mouth still working. Asami's juices were dripping down her chin, and when the heiress leaned down, her lips wrapped around the girl's nipple, and she could have screamed.



  "Then cum for us, Korra. Cum for me, and cum for Amon. Show us how much you like getting fucked." Asami purred, her voice low and sultry. Her teeth nipped the Avatar's nipple, and her hands were tugging and teasing.



  Amon's thrusts were speeding up, and Korra's head snapped back. Her nails dug into Asami's skin, and when her orgasm rushed through her, her scream was muffled by the woman's dripping pussy.



  Amon's thrusts didn't slow down. He kept hammering her, his cock thrusting in and out of her tight little cunt. Each thrust was leaving her trembling, and when his lips found her neck, Korra's voice was a desperate, whimpering cry.



  "Asami..."



  "You look so cute when you're cumming." Asami whispered, her hips still bucking. She was grinding her clit against the Avatar's lips, and her fingers were pulling on the girl's hair.



  "She really does." Amon agreed, and his hands squeezed the Avatar's breasts. "I think I'd like to see it again."



  "Me too." Asami grinned, and her fingers pinched the Avatar's nipple. "And I have an idea."



  Korra didn't have time to ask. She was too busy cumming, her body trembling and her pussy clenching down.



  A moment later, though, her eyes widened.



  "What are you...what are you doing?" She whimpered, and looked up at Asami. The heiress was grinning down at her, and her fingers were on the Avatar's neck.



  "Just making you look prettier." She purred, and a second later, the collar around Korra's throat tightened. The Avatar's eyes widened, and she realized what was happening.



  Asami's other hand was on the leash.



  "Doesn't that look cute, Amon?" Asami whispered, and her hips started to grind forward.



  "It does." Amon said, his fingers moving across the Avatar's throat. Her collar was black, and it was snug, and when the heiress gave a quick, sudden tug, Korra's gasp was high-pitched and needy.



  "Good." Asami whispered, and pulled once more. This time, it was harder. "Because she's your pet now."



  "Mine?" Amon chuckled, his thrusts not slowing. Korra was gasping for breath, and when the older man tugged the leash, she could have screamed. "For how long?"


"For as long as you like." Asami purred, her hips rocking.  “Consider it a gift from Future Industries for being such a loyal partner ."


  "That's very generous of you." Amon chuckled, and reached for the leash. "I think I'll take you up on that."



  "You should." Asami smiled, and her thumb was swirling around the Avatar's clit. "She's a good little pet, and she's already learned how to behave. Haven't you, Korra?"



  Korra whimpered, and when the two of them gave her a firm, rough tug, her head fell back, and her back arched. She couldn't get any air, and when her orgasm ripped through her, her eyes rolled back in her head.



  She was trembling and shaking, and her pussy was squeezing down around Amon's length.



  "I can see why you picked her." Amon murmured, and his fingers drifted down, and brushed Asami's hand. The heiress grinned, and their hands moved together. They pinched Korra's clit, and when they gave another hard, vicious tug on the Avatar's collar, the young woman came harder than ever.



  "Yeah. I think you're going to have a lot of fun with her." Asami purred, her body shuddering. When her own climax raced through her, she pulled on the leash one last time, and left Korra gasping and desperate.



  Amon's own thrusts were starting to speed up, and his cock was slamming deep into the Avatar's body. When he came, his seed splashed inside of her, and Korra's eyes rolled back in her head.



  "So, I trust you'll take good care of her?" Asami cooed, her fingers teasing Korra's lips. The Avatar was breathing hard, her chest heaving, and when her tongue slid out, and wrapped around Asami's digits, the heiress smirked.



  "You have my word." Amon murmured, and his cock slowly began to slide free. He stood up, and tucked his length away, and when he pulled on the leash, Korra gasped, and struggled to follow.



  "Good. I'll be seeing you, then."



  Amon nodded, and pulled Korra to her feet. The Avatar was unsteady, and her legs were wobbly, and when he led her towards the door, her eyes were wide.



  "Wait, I..."



  "We'll see Miss Sato another time." Amon murmured, and the Avatar's eyes widened. "Come, pet. Let's get you home."



  Korra opened her mouth, and her cheeks burned. She was naked, and her pussy was leaking, and when the two of them left the office, and headed for the elevator, she knew that every employee in the building could see her.



  She had no choice, though.



  Not while Amon had the leash.



  As the elevator doors closed, and the older man led her into the basement parking lot, Korra swallowed hard, and let herself be led away.



  Asami had made her a promise, and Korra didn't think that the heiress would lie.



  Soon, Korra was going to have all the cock she could ever want.



  She just needed to be a good girl for Amon.
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