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CHAPTER ONE

Tammy let out her breath and the plane levelled out in its flight over the Atlantic. She had never been nervous about taxying and taking off on a commercial flight before. Of course, she had never smuggled contraband onto a flight before either. It was amazing how one action, one decision, one agreement could change how one viewed an otherwise mundane activity.

How many flights had Tammy taken in her life? She flew overseas three or four times a year to visit family. She and her husband usually flew somewhere twice a year for vacations. Her hobbies had her flying to one city or another every few months. It was not usual for her to be flying somewhere once a month, with a layover of rest once in a while.

In her years of flying, no one had ever approached Tammy to smuggle something. She heard plenty of stories about it. Once, she talked to a woman across bathroom stalls while the woman stuck a condom full of designer drugs into … well, into herself. Tammy had not meant to stand there and offer comforting words while the woman did her work. She just happened to hear the woman sigh in an agonized way and reached out with concern.

That was the closest she had every gotten to smuggling and yet … here she was.

Of course, she was not smuggling drugs. It was nothing like that. She was not even sure what she was doing was illegal. He really had not said anything about that. The law was not his worry.

He was a lobbyist and the head of a professional think-tank. He did not really need to tell her that, of course. She had seen him on cable television news plenty of times. In addition to being a lobbyist, he was also a regular new contributor and pundit. She had always thought he was handsome.

She never imagined meeting him … or him buying her drinks while they waited for their delayed flight in the airline’s Members Only lounge. He was charming, but in her experience, conservative men usually were. They needed the charm to sell themselves to people who might otherwise reject their ideas.

It did not matter that she could see the charm for what it was. She liked the attention. Her and her husband had a solid marriage, but it was one largely of convenience at this point. She needed his money to ensure she could make her various trips and engagements. He needed her grace and presence for his social commitments and to sell him to potential clients.

Neither of them had any illusions about what their relationship was, but that did not mean Tammy did not miss romance, attention, and affection. She never had affairs, but she let plenty of men charm her. Her trips overseas usually involved at least one man taking her to a nice dinner, hoping to win her affections, but coming away from the night with little more than an innocent kiss on the cheek.

She had no desire to actually sleep with a man. The idea of sex had never been particularly attractive to her. She liked the idea of foreplay, but usually found the practice to be clumsy. She found that male bodies were rarely as pretty naked as they were clothed.

And penises … ugh. They were, she supposed, necessary, but she found them to be weird and more than a little awkward.

Her husband had not wanted sexual contact with her more than a couple of times a year in a long time, and that suited her fine. It was not unpleasant. She saw it as a time that the two of them could recement their agreement and make it something a little more than just a social contract. The intimacy with him was like reconnecting with a close friend, the kind who knew you inside and out. He could still finish her sentences and when she picked up a new interest, he always caught on.

He was the best friend she wanted to spend her life with. Their wants and goals meshed in a particular way and she never lost respect for him, even when the passion died from their relationship. She adored him, even if she had no real desire to be sexual with him outside of those rare connection moments.

No, when it came to men, she had almost everything she needed from them with her husband. She had security. She had a deep, interpersonal connection. The only thing they lacked was the thing that they really could not have at this stage.

He could not chase her. He could not desire vainly to possess her. She could not dangle hope in front of him.

So, she had her little moments of letting men talk to her, offer her hints of romance, and chase her just enough for the feeling of being wanted and desired. It was all the fun, with none of the complications.

Tammy was not even sure how their conversation turned to his contraband. She supposed it was just her nature. She had a way of getting people to trust her and talk to her. She was not the most attractive woman in the world – she had no illusions there. She was not the most charming or the most graceful. Really, for all of her privilege, she was actually rather normal.

She used that normalcy to her advantage – and the advantage of her husband when he needed her.

“I have some things that I’m worried about taking into the country,” he had said as they finished their third drinks. “I have certain interests and I always worry about what kind of controversy it will bring if my bags get searched in customs.”

From there, they had talked about their experiences with customs agents and he finally broached the question: would she sneak his contraband into the country for him? Nothing he had was illegal, but it was all rather … well, he would not say. He assured her several times that nothing was illegal. It was, however, all German.

Tammy had no idea why that mattered, but it seemed like an important thing for him to point out. Three drinks down, Tammy found that detail amusing and his blue eyes captivating. She agreed to take his stuff in her carry-on, where she could make sure it made it safely into the country.

Now, here she was. He was in the upper section of first class; she was back near the curtain that led to business class. He had placed headphones on when they took off, and once they had levelled out, she saw his head bob and settle.

He was asleep.

Tammy put on headphones and picked out a movie on her private screen. She watched it for a while but paid little attention to it. Her mind kept turning to the carry-on next to her and the magazines and discs packed carefully inside it. She had spotted the covers with partially naked women as he – she had taken to thinking of him as John (all men who partook in illegal activities in stories she read were called John) – placed them in her bag under her clothes.

What, she wondered as she ignored the simple comically romantic plot in front of her, could be so bad in those magazines? She looked up and around herself. The stewardesses had returned to their stations and her fellow first-class passengers were all either engrossed in their movies or asleep for the 8-hour flight.

Tammy lifted the bag from the floor and placed it on the seat beside her. She opened it, looking up as she imagined – she could not hear it over her headphones – the sound of the zipper ripping across the section and waking her John. He did not wake. No one, not even the stewardesses, paid attention to her.

She moved aside her things until her fingers found a magazine and she lifted it up, sitting it on top of her sweater. The woman on the cover was beautiful, a platinum blonde wearing a leather corset that revealed her smooth, pert breasts. A flogger dangled from one hand. The other sat at her waist while she propped her leather-clad leg up on a woman who knelt on her hands and knees, her face buried in a dog bowl. A fuzzy tail extended from her bare ass.

The image was … it was much more intriguing than anything Tammy had seen before. Yes, intriguing was the word she was going to use there. She ignored the tingling feeling between her legs and the tightness of her belly. She opened the magazine a third of the way in and bit her lip.

A woman dressed in a shiny vinyl body suit sexily styled after authoritarian regimes past stood with a riding crop in her hands. At her feet were two women. One was tied to a stretching machine. Her wrists were tied together while her legs were tied apart and open at the ankles. She was naked and clearly stretched nearly to her limit. Her mouth was open as though she were screaming but her eyes were …

The look in her eyes as she looked up at the vinyl-clad woman were a mixture of emotion, clear and readable. Tammy saw worship there, adoration, humiliation, horror, ecstasy, and others that she could not quite describe. They tightened her belly further and made the place between her thighs hunger for what was happening on the page.

Another woman had her head between the woman’s thighs. Even without being able to see the action, it was clear to Tammy what she was doing. Her eyes followed the naked woman’s back and widened. She could see what was happening here. A machine sat behind and below her ass with two attachments, each with thick dildos inside of both holes, glistening with wetness.

Tammy swallowed hard and closed the magazine, quickly pushing it back down into her bag. She closed it and tried to concentrate on her movie. She realized that she had no idea what was actually happening, but it was not nearly as interesting or tantalizing as that picture had been.

She could understand why John was nervous about his magazines being found by customs. A man in his position, who pushed ideals about social conservatism and family values, would be pulled through the mud over something like those pictures. It did not matter than everyone in that photo looked very into what was happening …

Very into it.

Tammy took a deep breath and let it out slowly. It would not matter that the women looked like they enjoyed it. All that would matter was that a social conservative had lesbian smut. His credibility would be tarnished and his career, while perhaps not over, would be severely hampered.

Why would someone even risk their career and peace of mind over that? Tammy thought of the look on the woman’s face again and wiggled in her seat, feeling anxious in a way she usually did not feel. She wanted so badly to say she did not get it, that she did not understand what he could see in something like that.

She thought of the machine with the dual dildos. Her mind filled in the blanks, imagining them pumping back and forth into the woman. Tammy focused on the movie and worked on trying to catch up with what was going on. It was mundane, but it did not make her feel like that.

She wanted to feel like that.

Tammy sighed in frustration and leaned her seat back. She would just take a nap. She would let the mundane movie lull her into slumber and let the stewardess wake her when they were ready to make their landing approach. She would forget about the magazine and make her way quietly and unassumingly through customs.

Really, the thought that someone like her could be into something like that …

What would they say at the country club?

********

Tammy looked at the pink skin in front of her, tender folds that peered from closed lips. It begged her to touch it, but she could not move her hands. She was aware of pressure on them, tight and squeezing them together behind her back. She inched her face closer and hesitated.

She had no idea what to do. She had never done anything like this before. Did she stick out her tongue and pray? Did she suck on it like a cock? What would it taste like?

Would she like it?

Would the other woman like it?

“I said lick her pussy, you little slut.” The voice above her was feminine, but deeper than most women’s voices. It was stern, but with the lift of attitude. It was dominant in a world that tried to strip it of its power.

A hand was at her own pussy and Tammy was aware that she was naked. Fingers pushed into her and she gasped, her mouth opening. She fingers pressed into that tender spot inside and before she could think, the hand of the woman controlling her pushed her forward. Her mouth locked over those lips and she tasted her, sweet with a light musk.

The hand controlling her pulled her back and away from the woman. Fingers still pushed inside her, though, as another woman stood above her. Hands grasped her breasts and squeezed them hard. Tammy let out a cry that was met with laughter.

This is what I think of your pain.

The woman released her breasts and slapped them, hard enough to make them bounce. Tammy let out another cry and tried to pull herself free. The hands that held her arms behind her back just squeezed tighter. The fingers inside her pressed harder, thrusting now.

As the woman above her slapped her breasts, the woman under her pushed more fingers into her. Tammy felt her body widen. She cried out as two fingers became three and then four. The thumb teased her clit and pushed in with the rest. She felt full now as the hand pulled out and pushed in.

It moved slowly at first, but then moved faster and harder. It was like a piston punching into her. The thrusts pushed her upward, bouncing her breasts up into the strikes. Tammy cried out as she felt her body quiver with an orgasm as she opened and took the entire arm into her body …

********


CHAPTER TWO

Tammy snapped awake with a panic as she realized she could not move her arms. She looked down to see that she had tangled them up in her blanket. She was dressed. No women were hitting her or …

Or …

Visions of the dream flooded her mind. Tammy sighed, pushing them back and fighting against the phantom sensations between her legs and on her breasts.

Seriously? Someone thrusting their whole arm into her.

She let out a small laugh and sighed. She could feel the pressure change now and saw the seat-belt sign at the front of the cabin light up. Around her, the other first-class passengers were rousing.

The dream was still heavy on her mind. She could still taste the woman and brought her hand up to her face to blow into it and smell her breath. It was normal, just her breath and the left-over smell from alcohol she had at the bar. She really should have stopped to brush her teeth before boarding.

There was nothing to do for it now. They were going to be landing soon. Tammy did her best to put the dream out of her mind as she pulled off her headphones and tucked them away. Soon they would touch down. Then she would go through customs. They would make a cursory examination of her bags and then she would go and meet up with John to give him his magazines.

She would never have to look at them again.

No thought had ever felt so relieving. When was the last time she had dreamed of having any kind of sexual relations with a woman? She had not thought about it in years. I’m straight. I married a man. I flirt with men. I let them wine and dine me before letting them down gently. She had never even considered doing that with a woman.

It was just the excitement of taking the magazines into the country for someone else. Technically it was illegal, even if they were just magazines … with incredibly sexy pictures and scenarios. She was tempted to pull one out again and sneak another look. Only the other passengers stirring stopped her. Even if they could not see what she was reading, they could see her.

They would see her blush and her breath shorten.

It was best to just leave the magazines alone. Soon, she would not even have them, and all of this would be behind her. She thought about home and the busy week she would have ahead of her. There was always something to catch up on when she got back from a trip.

She waited out the rest of the flight, the turbulence at landing, the slow taxiing to the gate, and the brief wait to clear the terminal for first-class passengers with her mind turning between the magazines and home. When the doors opened and the flight attendants began to usher them out, she felt a wave of relief.

This was almost done.

John was ahead of her as they approached the customs terminals. She watched him pass through unhindered and stop nearby, looking at his phone. He looked like someone finally able to check his messages, but she knew he was just biding his time to wait for her.

It seemed to take forever for her to reach the custom’s officer. She was a stern-looking woman with a deep brown complexion and eyes so dark they were almost black. She kept her tightly curled hair pulled back into a ponytail, which gave her narrow face an almost angular look.

She was not a woman that one wanted to try to pass drugs or weapons through. She was slender, but Tammy had been to the gym enough times to know how to trace the muscles of a woman’s body. Someone glancing at this officer might have thought she weighed one-thirty wet, but Tammy was certain that tight muscles pushed that number up in reality.

She placed her bag up on the counter and waited. The woman zipped it open and gave it a cursory glance. Tammy smiled and glanced over at John, meeting his gaze briefly before he turned his eyes back to his phone. When Tammy looked back at the officer, however, her blood froze in her veins, turning her arms cold and nearly locking her legs. Those dark eyes fixed her, and ruby lips frowned, drawing them down long and thin.

“I’m going to need to search you Miss.”

Tammy glanced back to John as the officer took hold of her hand. He must have heard the officer because he looked up. His faced paled and he left quickly. She was on her own now.

“Now, Miss.” The officer drew Tammy’s attention again.

“Yes, ma’am.” Tammy followed the woman out of the line and through a door into a narrow hall. It was a dark corridor lit by dimming fluorescent lights.

Tammy followed the officer to the final room, where stood a table, a single chair, and a cabinet.

“I’m going to need to remove your clothing and do a cavity check,” the officer said as she walked to the cabinet and opened it. She pulled blue neoprene gloves from a box and put them on her hands.

“I don’t understand why,” Tammy said. “I haven’t done anything wrong.”

“I saw you signal a man in the terminal,” the officer said. “Other officers will be looking for him, but he moved out pretty quickly.”

Tammy’s jaw dropped open and she quickly closed it. Everything had happened quickly. How did she manage to be looking directly at her and see John slip away? What had she done to signal people to go after him?

Whatever had happened, she had to think quickly. “I saw a good-looking man in standing around. I wasn’t signaling or anything.”

The officer looked at Tammy squarely. She stood firm and did not look away, but Tammy could see she was not convinced. She opened her bag again and pulled out the magazines. “You glanced his way when I reached these, which tells me they’re not yours. They belong to him. So, I need to see what other contraband of his you’re smuggling in.”

“I’m not smuggling anything in.” Tammy looked down at the magazines and felt herself flush. “Those are mine. I grabbed them because you can’t find magazines that graphic in the states.”

She shook her head, her look both stern and patient. “If you cooperate with me, things will go easy. I’ve seen this plenty. He’s nice. He has a story that makes you feel sympathy. Then he has a little bag and some lube. I’ve seen this so many times that I can quote the lines exactly. He’s important. His job is high profile. If he’s caught, it’ll be a scandal.”

Tammy did her best not to react to her words, but the officer saw something in her eyes. This woman was about to have her fingers in various places and there was nothing she could do about it.

“I really don’t have anything,” Tammy said.

The officer did not believe her. Tammy stood quiet while she stripped her. She turned her to face the table, and as she lifted her arms and checked under them, Tammy had to look at those magazine covers. The women on them were in various poses and performed various actions. The officer lifted Tammy’s breasts and her eyes fell on the cover where one woman tied rope around the breasts of another.

Closing her eyes did not help. When she did, the women doing the beating, tying, degrading, and other acts on the covers became the officer. Tammy opened her eyes as the officer spread her thighs so that her feet were shoulder-width apart and bent her forward.

That was so much worse. Now she had to look at them in more detail. As the officer parted her ass cheeks, Tammy shuddered.

“It’s okay,” the officer said. “Right now, I’m just checking externally for signs of penetration. It’s rare that women put anything up the ass, because we have a better cavity for it, but I do have to check. It’s just one finger, so if you take a breath and relax your muscles, it will be nice and easy.”

Tammy knew she was trying to be reassuring, but she was not the problem Tammy was having in that moment. The magazines, right in front of her face, enticed her. She thought of the scenes she had peaked into. The dream came to mind, and the woman in them morphed into the officer. Tammy felt a tingle between her thighs and her torso tightened.

Behind her, Tammy heard a wet, sloppy sound and then a finger slipped into her ass. She barely felt it. When she was aroused, all of Tammy’s muscles down there relaxed. It was a trick she had worked on when things first cooled down in her marriage, so that the rare sexual encounters with her husband would not be unpleasant. She had found them clumsy and a little painful at first.

Her finger moved around inside Tammy as she felt for anything unusual and Tammy did her best not to react. She shivered and held back a moan. It was not supposed to feel good. She was supposed to feel humiliated.

She did not want this to happen.

Yet here she was, enjoying the sensation of the officer’s finger in her ass. Maybe it was just that she had tried to be so reassuring. Tammy told herself it was that, and not the pictures in front of her face, filling her thoughts with all of the other things this woman could be doing to her.

“Don’t tell me you’re peeing.” The officer said behind her. Blood rushed into Tammy’s cheeks. I wished I was peeing. “If you needed to go to the bathroom, you should have said something. This is going to be a mess to clean up.”

Tammy felt one of her fingers at the tender skin between her legs and held her breath. In a moment, she was going to realize it wasn’t piss she was seeing and then would come the judgment.

She was right too. She was just doing her job. Tammy was the person here perving, getting off on what was probably just as unpleasant for her. Tammy wanted to bury her head under the magazines.

“Wait a minute.” There it was. “You like this, don’t you? You’re perving on me.”

Tammy swallowed hard. She could not believe this was happening. She had no idea what was going to happen next, or what would become of her. Her husband was going to be … furious and ashamed. Of all the ways to find out your wife was being unfaithful …

Fingers pressed into Tammy, pushing her against the table. She landed on the magazines; her face next to the crotch of a woman with her legs spread wide. She had the twisted thought of licking the photo as the officer pulled her fingers back and shoved them into her again, not just into her pussy, but into her ass as well.

“You clean,” the officer said as she worked those fingers in Tammy, thrusting and twisting them. Her mind raced, trying to catch up as the sensations built up, surging but not quite gushing over. They were caught in the same confusion as Tammy’s mind, trying to figure out just how she had gotten here … and why she liked this so much. “You clean, but you so dirty too.”

That did it. Tammy’s body shuddered and she let out a moan, pressing her face into the magazine to muffle it. What if someone heard her and came in? Tammy relaxed onto the table as the officer continued to thrust her fingers into her.

“I guess these are your magazines after all,” the officer said. “So, here’s what I’m gong to do for your little game.” She pushed her fingers into Tammy’s pussy and pressed downward into that tender spot inside. Tammy gasped and tried not to cry out as she twisted her finger in her ass. “I’m going to make you do everything I want you to do, just like in those magazines. When I feel like you’ve done enough, I’ll let you go. Do you understand?”

“Y –” Tammy tried to get the words out, but pleasure choked them back. She tried again and managed something weak. “Yes, ma’am.”

“You learn fast,” the officer said. She pulled her fingers out of Tammy. Neoprene snapped and the gloves fell on the floor next to Tammy. The officer pushed her to the floor so that Tammy knelt. “Let’s see just how fast.”

Tammy looked up to see the officer stripping off her uniform. She wore a black bra but no panties. Tammy’s breath caught in her throat as she saw the tiny, neatly trimmed tuft of hair that sat above the dark lips between the woman’s thighs. She thought again of those magazines and felt a hunger she did not want but could not deny.


CHAPTER THREE

The officer walked over to the table and propped herself on it, opening her legs. “You show me how much you appreciate what I’m about to do for you.”

With that, the officer grabbed Tammy’s head by her hair and pulled it forward, between those thighs. Tammy gasped and found her mouth full of that soft, dark skin. Panic gripped her; she had no idea what to do. She moved her lips to try to talk and her tongue slid between the lips and into the folds of skin.

Instinct took over. Tammy flicked her tongue, tasting skin that was sweet and almost tart. She sucked it between her lips and moaned into it, her body shuddering with excitement. Above her, the officer pushed her hips forward, letting out a small sigh that told Tammy she liked what she felt.

That gave her confidence. She moved her tongue up and found a hard, little nub. This had to be her clit. She focused on it, circling her tongue and flicking quickly. She thought of all the things she liked to do herself with her finger and did them with her tongue instead. The officer’s body shuddered and around her mouth, she grew wetter and sweeter.

A hand grasped Tammy’s hair and pulled her head back. She sucked on the tender skin, trying to hold on, wanting to keep going. The officer pulled her head back so that Tammy had to look up at her.

“That was nice.” Her voice shook a little from the orgasm she had just experienced, and Tammy felt warmth fill her. She had done well. “Now I get to play some more.”

Using Tammy’s hair, she pulled her to her feet and brought her to the table again. She bent Tammy forward and pulled a bra from Tammy’s bag, using it to bind her hands around the table leg. Then she opened one of the magazines and began thumbing through it as Tammy watched.

Scene after scene passed Tammy’s eyes. She never imagined women could get up to so many things. She saw various forms of body worship, as the officer had put it. She saw picture after picture of different types of impact. The officer stopped thumbing through pages and both of them looked at the picture of a woman’s smooth back, with butterfly needles stuck through the top layers of skin, raising it above the shafts. The needles formed a heart pattern with ribbon woven at the edges.

“Beautiful.” Tammy heard admiration mixed with lust and felt fear grip her. What if she wanted to try that on Tammy? Tammy hated needles, but she never flinched at a shot. It was just a prick.

That did not look like just a prick, though. That looked like it had to hurt.

What if she bled?

With that fear came excitement too. What would it be like if this woman made her endure that? Her mind spun and began to grow fuzzy as the fear and excitement mixed together. It was as though she had just walked out of the lounge before the flight and not just walked off the plane.

“That might be a bit much.” The officer turned the page and to her horror, Tammy felt a pang of regret.

Please? She did not quite have the courage to ask for it.

The officer thumbed back to a montage of pictures that depicted various scenes of spanking. She pulled up Tammy’s hips and rubbed her ass with her hand. Tammy felt her move and knew she had pulled back.

The sound of flesh on flesh was loud. Her ass burned at impact that pushed her into the table. That swimming feeling in her head became a wave that moved through her body, tossing about with each strike as Tammy held back her cries. The officer grunted and struck harder, as though she were looking for something.

She wants me to cry out.

Tammy was afraid to scream, afraid that it would bring someone back. As it was, she couldn’t believe no one was rushing back at the sound of a hand striking skin. She could not bring herself to let out a full cry, but whimpered as another strike landed, striking both cheeks hard.

That seemed to satisfy the officer, who stopped and rubbed her ass again. It was almost gentle, and Tammy relaxed. Then she felt hard fingers grab skin that still hurt from impact, pinching hard. Tammy started to cry out and choked the sound into her throat. She arched her back as the pain shot through her, pushing through the fuzzy waves, bringing her senses sharply back to life.

“Don’t you trance on me yet,” the officer said. “I want you feeling all of this, do you understand me?”

Tammy nodded as tears welled up in her eyes. The officer released the flesh and Tammy leaned forward against the table. The fuzziness started to return again, and Tammy watched a tear fall, transfixed by it. It was beautiful, simple in how it caught the light form the florescent bulbs above them.

She never knew tears were so lovely.

The officer picked up her leg and pulled her sock off her foot. Tammy stared transfixed at the tear, seeing the picture beneath it with one woman striking the feet of another with a baton, but not quite connecting it to what was happening now.

Now as this strange moment where she was in pain, crying, and feeling beautiful in that feeling. It was a strange catharsis that filled her body. She did not sob or heave. She simply stood there, her foot in the officer’s hand, as another tear fell and joined the first, a perfect bulbous companion.

“Oh god!” The words escaped Tammy’s lips as her mind shut down all ability to think or process anything except the intense pain that lit her foot on fire.

Again, something smooth and hard struck the arch of Tammy’s foot. The pain was thick and strong, pressing up her leg. As it pulled away, Tammy’s foot felt warm and soft. It struck again, and Tammy could not choke back the cry.

“Well, you do know how to scream after all.” The officer sounded happy and another few tears fell from Tammy’s eyes.

She struck her foot several more times before setting it down. Tammy flinched, expecting pain. She thought she would buckle, but her foot felt … almost fine as it touched the floor. The floor was cool, but not unpleasant. On the skin warm from impact, still hurting a little, it felt nice.

The officer picked up Tammy’s other foot, pulling the sock off again, and Tammy readied herself. When the object struck, she let out a cry obediently, feeling the pain move up from the arch and into her leg. It did not get better. There was no strike where it became routine.

All the hits were the first hit. Over and over.

When the officer finally released Tammy’s foot, she felt relief. She opened Tammy’s legs and Tammy felt her heart sink. In another picture, one woman struck between the legs of another with a thin paddle.

Instead of a paddle, Tammy felt a hand, warm but not soft. Hard fingers tapped her lightly, then slapped. It was gentle for the first few hits, pressure but not pain. It was actually nice, and Tammy relaxed.

This would be okay.

Then she slapped a little harder. It was still okay. The impact made Tammy shudder as the pressure reached her own little nub. Then harder. Still okay but pushing it as the impact moved up into the bottom of her belly.

She struck harder and Tammy let out a small cry. That hurt and yet pleasure met the pain, building up something where the force of impact moved up into her. The next strike was a little harder. Each one brought a little more pain and a lot more pleasure. It tumbled and swirled with strike after strike until it surged through her, setting her pussy on fire as the officer struck again, making Tammy cry out so loud that she had to choke back the sound, afraid that finally someone would rush back to her aid.

The door did not open. The officer untied Tammy’s arms and pulled her away from the table. She fell to her knees, unable to hold up her own weight at the shudders of her orgasm still wracked her body.

“You want more of this?” The officer looked down at her and opened her legs again, showing that dark, tender skin.

“Yes ma’am.” The words escaped Tammy’s lips before she could even think. Tears fell down her cheeks as she looked up, hungry and eager to please.

What is wrong with you woman? The voice was small and in the back of her head. Tammy pushed it easily away as the officer took her by the hair and pulled her head forward again.

She met that sweet skin, sucking eagerly at it as her tongue slipped easily into the folds. She lapped up the sweet wetness, found the nub, and danced her tongue around it again. The officer pushed her hips forward. Tammy’s tongue slipped back, finding its way up and into her for a moment before pulling out and slipping along the skin again.

This was … Tammy had no words for it. She just licked, sucked skin between her lips, and enjoyed the taste as the woman above her moaned, shook, and held her head in place. She used Tammy, coming again as Tammy sucked at her clit, then flicked at it gently with her tongue when she felt the tremors ease.

She did not stop. She lapped and sucked at the wetness, savoring it. Her jaw began to get sore, but she ignored it. This was what she should have been doing her whole life, pressing her face between a woman’s legs and giving her pleasure. Feeling another orgasm flood over her lips filled her with the most amazing feeling.

Tammy was giving someone else pleasure, over and over again.

She tried to hold on with her lips when the officer pulled her head away. She was not nearly as strong, but she thought she felt her hesitate. It filled her with a strange kind of pride that lifted her heart and kept her head low all at the same time.

“I know, I know. You adore me.” The officer’s voice was mocking. Tammy felt her face flush even as she shivered with pleasure at the words.

Tammy rocked back onto her heels and looked up expectantly. What would she have next for her?

“You clean,” the officer said. “As clean as a dirty slut like you can be.”

The words slapped Tammy, leaving the same kind of warmth on her emotions that the officer’s hand had left on her ass.

“Stand up and get dressed. There’s a bathroom across the hall you can clean yourself up in.”

Tammy nodded but found standing hard to do. Her mind still swam, and her legs hurt a little. The officer helped her to her feet and slowly handed clothing over to her as Tammy dressed.

She followed instruction and made her way across the hall to the bathroom. No one stood outside the room. There were no other sound at all and Tammy wondered at that. Surely someone else had to be searched.

In the bathroom, she looked in the mirror and held back a laugh. Her mascara streaked under her eyes and her hair was a tussled mess. Tammy turned on water and used the soap to wash her face. She ran her fingers through her hair, putting the errant strands back into place.

Looking in the mirror, she thought she looked presentable. Well, as presentable as someone subjected to a strip-search could look. Tammy tilted her head and scrutinized herself. Did she look convincing on that? She brushed her fingers through her hair, adding back a little disorder, and then walked back out.

The officer still stood in the interrogation room, thumbing through the magazines before placing them back into the bag.

“You do want to watch out,” the officer said as she zipped up Tammy’s bag and looked at her. “Not everyone is as freaky as I am and might not appreciate your little game.”

Tammy had no idea how to answer that. She just looked at her bag, and then back at the officer. The stern but amused look dropped, and Tammy saw worry move across her expression.

“Are you okay?” The question was simple but full of so much.

Can I get back on my knees and worship you some more? That was what she wanted to say. Please beat me some more. Can I lick your feet maybe?

“Yes, thank you.” That was all Tammy could manage to say. Like the question, though, it contained so much more. Tammy could hear it all. Thank you for humiliating me. Thank you for knowing I’m a dirty, freaky slut. Thank you for beating me. Thank you. Thank you.

Thank you.

The worry left the officer’s expression. “Good. Strip searches can seem traumatic, but as you see, it’s just routine.”

She led Tammy out of the room and back down the hall. Tammy waited patiently as the officer filled out forms. She handed copies to Tammy and ushered her on to join the other passengers from other flights in the terminal.

John was gone. Tammy thought he could be waiting elsewhere in the airport. She held her bag and realized … she did not want to find him. She made her way over to the bathroom and walked inside. She could wash her face again and actually use the bathroom this time.

She thought about masturbating in a stall but held herself back. Other women came in and she felt a sense of shame and self-consciousness. The idea that they would hear her seemed enticing in theory. Faced with the reality that they probably would, however, the idea was not as exciting.

Instead, she took her time peeing and then cleaning up. She dug out her brush and took care of her hair. She had her toothbrush and considered if she wanted to brush her teeth. On one hand, she could still taste the officer, and liked that. Sweet and lightly musky, the flavor was unlike anything she had tasted before. She felt dirty and exciting.

It was always possible, though, that her husband might kiss her when she got home. He did that sometimes. He would wonder about the taste and smell. It had been years since he had done anything like that to Tammy, but she didn’t think he would forget the smell and taste.

She brushed her teeth, sad to replace the sweetness with minty freshness. Those were the sacrifices one made, though.

Satisfied that she had cleaned herself up well, and that her John would have abandoned hope of finding meeting up with her, she left the bathroom and made her way out of the terminal. She held her breath when she thought she saw him, but it was another man, someone she had never seen before.

When she made it out to the parking deck and her car, she placed the bag on her passenger seat and sat down inside. She gave herself a moment before starting the car to think about the contraband she had tucked away under her clothes.

Those would be nice to look through later.

She might even read the articles.


THE END
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