
        
            
                
            
        

    
When Alice Russ arrives at the airport, she’s all but ready for her week-long vacation in Bali. But when a security agent decides she needs a more thorough search before boarding her flight, Alice forgets all about her trip…
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Strip-search

by

Victoria Charlesworth

“Please empty your pockets! Ma’am, that jacket must go in a personal bin–no, place the laptop computer in a bin on its own–next! Next in line!”

I hate airports. I hate everything about them. I hate the way they smell. I hate how they look like a cheap second-rate mall. I hate that you get yelled at by airport security nearly everywhere you go. Don’t get me wrong, I love to travel, but the ‘getting there’ part is the worst. I sigh as I make my way down towards the security line. It’s about forty or fifty people deep already, which is sort of strange for this late in the evening, but whatever. I’m just about four hours away from total relaxation.

I’ve been looking forward to this solo vacation trip to Bali for six months now. Ever since I got a promotion at work and my boss insisted I use my vacation days I’ve been dreaming about the soft white sands and the crystal blue waters of the Bali sea. I come out of my fantasyland at the sound of a security agent yelling at a group of teens trying to cut the security line.

“Four more hours…” I murmur to myself.

The line moves fairly quickly and before I know it I’m gathering my bins and taking off my Chelsea boots. I’ve flown for business so many times that I’m practically a master at this whole security thing. I put all of my liquid toiletries in the bin beside my jacket, cell phone, wallet, and shoes. Then, I pull out my laptop and iPad and put them in their own bin. I heave my suitcase up onto the conveyor belt and wait my turn to be called into the x-ray machine, all without being yelled at by a single security agent.

“Next!” A voice barks out at me from the other side of the x-ray machine. I’m standing in just my socks and a comfortable but tight-fitting dress feeling more than a little exposed without my jacket and shoes.

“Raise your hands, stand on the––“

“Yeah, I know, I know.” I cut off the agent, holding my hands up and sighing in annoyance as the machine whirs and takes my image.

“Step out.” The agent commands me. “Wait right here.”

I look up and am surprised to find a tall, severe looking woman with a tight blonde bun and a bust threatening to pop out of her iconic blue uniform glaring at me. Her green eyes travel back and forth between a screen behind me and my chest. With a sigh, I roll my eyes and watch as my bag comes rolling out of the conveyor belt.

“Ma’am, I’m going to need to pat you down.” She says, still looking at me with that intense green stare.

“Fine.” I mutter, clearly not happy about the situation. It’s not like I ever try to make their job hard, but right now I am trying to communicate how unhappy I am with this strangely beautiful security agent. As I get a good look at her, I wonder how someone like her ended up working somewhere as drab and boring as the airport.

“Hold your hands out to your side.” She instructs me, her voice cold and sharp.

I do as she says without question, but I keep a petulant, bratty sneer on my face.

The agent places two latex-glove covered hands on my shoulders and drags them slowly down my arms. The latex feels so strange against me. Like a silky second skin. Next, the agent places both gloved hands on the side of my chest, right beneath my armpits. For the first time since she began feeling me up, she holds my gaze. Then, she drags her hands forward until her palms are cupped around my round, bra-less breasts. I don’t know what exactly is happening, but I feel a surge of desire run through me at the sensation of her hands dragging against my nipples.

I’ve always loved having my nipples teased and played with during sex, and mine happen to be extremely sensitive. I bite my lip to keep from making a noise, but a small whimper of pleasure escapes me. God, I hope she didn’t hear it.

For a moment, I swear I see the ghost of a smirk on the agent’s face, like she knows she just turned me on with that simple touch. But then, just as quickly, that sentiment disappears.

“Ma’am, I’m going to need you to come with me.” The agent says, her voice devoid of anything but authoritative seriousness.

My heart lurches. What’s going on? Did I do something wrong? Panic clouds my eyes as the agent’s hands fall away from my breasts and she takes a step backwards. Her face is expressionless as she takes me by the crook of my arm and pulls me away from the security line. I can feel a hundred pair of eyes on me as I’m being led away like a common prisoner.

“Wh-wait, wait, what did I do?” I ask, glancing over my shoulder at my suitcase waiting all alone on the conveyor belt. “My bag!”

“Don’t worry about your bag, ma’am. It’ll be waiting for you when we’re finished.” The agent explains. We walk down a long, beige hallway with a number of brown doors lining its walls. None of the doors have any windows and my heart is starting to hammer in my chest. God, this is why I hate airports. The agent takes me down to the very end of the hall and uses a keyring around her belt loops to unlock the door. Behind the door is an equally empty room outfitted with a single table and chair in the center.

I take a deep breath and step inside. “Can you please just tell me what’s going on–I have a flight to catch. I–“

The agent shuts the door behind us and her hands moves from my arm down to my hips. She steers me towards the table until she’s pressing me right up against it, her crotch rubbing generously up against my ass. “Put your palms down flat on the table.”

I comply immediately, despite still having no idea what’s going on. “Are… are you going to search me? I promise I don’t have anything on me!”

“Spread your legs.” The agent mutters in response.

Again, I do as I’m told and put myself in a wider stance. I can feel the cool air of the room up against my ass beneath my dress. Just like in the security line, the agent suddenly reaches from behind me and grabs two handfuls of my breasts. I inhale sharply, trying desperately not to make any noises of pleasure. But god, that feels so, so good. I tilt my head back slightly and to my surprise I feel the agent’s lips close to my ear.

“You like this, don’t you?” She whispers, her voice low and throaty.

I’m stunned into silence. Was the security agent… hitting on me? “I… I–yes, god, yes, I like the way that feels…” I admit, shame tainting my voice.

“I thought you might.” She murmurs, taking hold of my nipples with her thumb and forefingers and twisting them into hardened little nobs.

“Oh, fuck…” I mumble, my eyes falling shut with the sudden and unexpected onset of pleasure. I can feel wetness forming in the seat of my panties. Did this agent really pull me out of line just to feel me up. “You said you were… going to have to… search me?” I asked.

“Quiet.” She commands me, pulling her hands away from my breasts and returning them to my hips. “Widen your stance.”

As soon as I comply, I feel her hands pulling up the edge of my dress. Her hand rests for a moment on my soft, pillowy ass–THWACK!

“Ahh!” I whimper out loud as her hand smacks my ass before shifting forward slightly. Her gloved fingers just hover right below my pussy. I wonder if I’m giving off heat with how fucking turned on she’s making me.

“Am I going to find something I shouldn’t find up inside of you?” The agent purrs. Her voice is a mixture of authoritative and daring, pressing me to defy her.

“N-no, ma’am.” I promise. I can’t help but hump the table a little in anticipation of her touch. As turned on as I am, I am completely and utterly aware of how helpless I am. She could arrest me at any moment for not following her orders. She could have me deported from the country, could have me thrown in prison for nothing at all. I shiver slightly and let out a hot exhale of breath.

“Very good.” She whispers, and begins her search. Her fingers pull at my thong until it drops down to the ground. Then, she swipes one gloved finger across my pussy. Immediately, my body writhes in response. I bite down on my lip to keep from crying out in pleasure but a pathetic little moan escapes.

She adds a second finger inside of me and starts to work slowly at my clit. My pussy is heating up. I can feel my wetness begin to spread as she paints it across my sensitive folds.

“Hm.” She murmurs, “Nothing here. What about…?” Her fingers suddenly penetrate me, slipping up inside of me and curving up to my g-spot.

“Oh, fuck!” I cry out, my pleasure ballooning into untamable cries. She fucks me, thrusting her fingers in and out of me, in and out, claiming me, taking me. I realize then that she could do absolutely anything she wants to me. And honestly? I want her to.

“I thought I said to be quiet.” The agent says calmly. She uses the hand that’s holding my hips up agains the table to quiet me, clapping a hand over my mouth and stifling my cries.

“Mmphh, mmphh, mph.” I mumble apologetically into her hand.

“Good girl.” The agent praises me. She slowly removes her hand from my desperate, wet pussy and steps away from me. I don’t dare turn around to face her.

“Well, I think that about does it for a strip search. Take a seat.” The agent instructs me. I rapidly move to the other side of the table and take a seat in the metal chair. My pussy is still throbbing hungrily, desperate for more attention. God, I could really use some release. I almost reach down to touch myself, but at the last minute realize what a bad decision that could be.

The agent moves to stand behind me and for a moment all I can hear is the quiet clinking of the tools on her belt. Without another word, she reaches down and takes hold of both of my wrists. Then, she pulls them forward to a ring in the center of the table. Before I can protest (not that I would, at this point), a pair of metal handcuffs are clapped onto my wrists and threaded through the central ring.

I tug momentarily on them to test how tight they are, and boy are they restrictive. I won’t be able to get up from this table at all. I try to look up at the agent over my shoulder but she’s already disappearing towards the door. “Wait here.”

As if I had any other choice.

As soon as the agent disappears into the hallway, I push my thighs together in a desperate attempt to give my throbbing pussy some relief. All I want is for her to finish the job she started on my sensitive little clit. It was like she knew exactly how and where to touch me…

As hard as I try, I can’t reach my hands down to my pussy, nor can I rub myself up against my thighs. I sigh and resign myself to the fact that I’m completely at the whim of her authority. I won’t cum until she allows me to. IF she allows me to…

It feels like ten or fifteen minutes pass by until the door opens and the agent returns. She’s holding my suitcase in her hands and smirks at me when she tosses it down onto the table in front of me.

“So… Alice Russ.” She says my name out loud for the first time, reading it straight from my luggage tag. “You may not have anything on your person, but let’s see what you’ve got in here…”

I sigh dramatically, but say nothing more. It’s not like she’ll find anything of interest in my bag–oh god. I suddenly remember what’s in my bag. I lick my lips nervously. She’s going to find my vibrating dildo in there. I swallow hard and try not to react as she unzips the top portion of the suitcase. For many moments, she pulls apart my clothing, my underwear, my bras, smirking at me with every piece of lingerie she finds.

“You look nervous, Alice.” She says as she begins to unzip the mesh netted section of my bag that sits on top of the main compartment. “Is there something you want to tell me before I go any further?”

I look into her eyes and debate whether or not I should tell her. If I do… maybe she’ll go easy on me. If I don’t… maybe she’ll punish me. To be honest, I’m not sure which one I want more. “Um…” I whisper, pulling slightly on my handcuffs. “I… there’s a… a dildo… in my bag.”

The agent looks at me for several moments, her tongue running slowly across her teeth. “A dildo?” She repeats.

I nod, shame dripping from my lips.

“And what were you going to do with that dildo, Alice?”

I take in a shaky breath. “I… I was going to masturbate with it…”

“Masturbate?” She repeats. Her hands are slowly unzipping the compartment. I can see her searching for the dildo in question. “Tell me more.”

“I was going to fuck myself with it.” I admit. “I was… I was planning on putting it up inside of me… penetrating my pussy… making myself wet and horny with it…”

The agent’s smile never falters as she finally pulls my purple vibrating dildo from my bag. She holds it up to the light and examines it closely, running her hands up and down its ridged exterior. She moves to my side of the table again and motions for me to stand up. When I do, I have to keep bent over the table slightly with my hands still cuffed to the ring. I can feel my ass poking out of my dress.

The agent stands directly behind me, like she did when she was searching me, and I can feel the cool metal of her belt buckle up against the thin fabric of my dress. She drags the dildo down my side and rests it up against my inner thigh. I begin to pant in anticipation. God, I want that inside of me, and she knows it.

She presses the on button and I feel the thing whir into life. I gasp quietly and receive a threatening glare from the woman who holds my freedom. She presses it further up inside of me until its tip is just tickling my wet folds.

“Ah! Fuck, fuck… oh, god, fuck…” I cry out, yanking hard on the unyielding handcuffs. “Oh, please, please, oh, fuck me, please–“ I beg, lowering my hips slightly to try and force the vibrator further up inside of me.

Just as soon as I start to beg, the agent denies me once again. She pulls the vibrator away from my pussy and lifts up the back of my dress once more. “I found something else in your bag… something you maybe forgot to tell me about?”

My mind whirs into action. Something I forgot to tell her about… I don’t remember packing any other sex toys… and then it hits me. The butt-plug. I must have forgotten to unpack it after my trip to Los Angeles last month. I purchased a brand new butt-plug on a whim having never used one before. The curiosity had struck me while I was shopping in the arts district and came across a high-end sex toy shop. My cheeks reddened and I looked down at the ground in shame.

“You’re a very, very dirty girl. Bringing a dildo and a butt-plug in your suitcase… Kind of makes me think you were hoping to get fucked on your little vacation. Is that what you wanted? Or were you just going to fuck yourself with all those toys?” The agent teases me, sending another slap to my bare ass. I whimper pathetically.

“Say it.” She commands. “Tell me the truth. You want someone to fuck you with your toys.”

“I… yes, I… I want to be fucked with my toys…” I admit, unable to hide the waves of pleasure crashing down onto my face.

“Tell me you’re a dirty slut who just wants to be fucked.” I can feel her pushing the butt-plug slowly inside of my ass. I cry out a moan of unbridled pleasure as it slips into my asshole and begins separating my cheeks.

“I…” I’m panting now. “I… god, fuck, I… I’m a dirty slut…please, please fuck me, I’m just a dirty slut…” I can’t keep from moaning out every other word as the buttplug plunges deeper inside of me. My whole body is screaming in pleasure, begging for more. I don’t know how much more I can take without release!

“Are you my slut?” The agent asks, grabbing a handful of my hair and yanking my head backwards.

“Y-yes,” I whimper, “I’m your slut. I’ll-I’ll do anything for you, just please… please fuck me…”

“Hm.” The agent murmurs, leaving the buttplug deep inside of me. She grabs the dildo again and turns it onto its highest vibration setting. “Are you going to obey me? Do everything I tell you to do?”

“Yes! Y-yes, I’ll… oh, fuck… I’ll… anything, I’ll do anything…” I whine. She’s teasing me so much. I’ve never been denied pleasure like this before.

“You know, we have plenty of ways of punishing travelers who don’t obey our rules. I’ve told you multiple times to be quiet and I think you’re deliberately disobeying me…” I can hear the trace of a threat in the agent’s voice and I’m suddenly excited and frightened at the same time. What more could she do to me?

Suddenly, the vibrator is pushed up inside of me and the agent begins fucking me over and over again, thrusting the dildo deep inside of me, scraping up against my g-spot before flying back out of me. She fucks me like I’m just an object, like a little sex toy she can play with whenever she wants.

I cry out over and over again as the dildo hits that perfect spot, working me, slapping up against my clit with every thrust. I’m bent over the desk and I feel her humping my ass as she pushes and pulls the dildo.

“You like that my little slut? Are you going to obey the rules this time?” She teases me.

“Y—yes, yes, I’ll obey the rules–oh fuck! Fuck, I’m going to cum!–I’ll obey, I’ll be good–“

I promise her over and over again. I can feel my orgasm rising up from my pleasure center, seeping out of my core, ready to explode.

“Good girl, that’s a good girl.” The agent praises me, using one hand to twist the buttplug around inside of me. I cry out in ecstasy, tilting my head back and leaning into her as my body tenses into one giant nerve. I’m about to cum… this airport security agent is making me cum…

“Ahhh! Oh, fuck, I’m cumming, ram it in, I’m cumming, I’m cumming…” My words die away as my body relaxes into a state of divine exhaustion. The dildo is slowly pulled out of me while I lay across the length of the table. Then, the buttplug comes next. I cry out with divine pleasure as it tickles the inside of my asshole.

The agent sighs contently and pushes the toys back into my suitcase. I look up at her expectantly. God, that was one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had. Is she going to let me go…?

“Sit down.” She instructs me and pulls the chair back over. I quickly obey her, dropping my ass into the seat and sighing in pleasure as the afterglow takes over. God, that was so fucking good.

“I almost forgot… I’ve got one final cavity I need to search.” The agent says. She reaches over and grabs the dildo that was just inside of me and holds it up to me. She sits down on the edge of the table where my hands are still cuffed and presses it towards my mouth.

It takes me a moment to understand what she’s doing, but I slowly part my lips and let her push the dildo inside of my mouth.

“You taste your own cum you dirty slut? Like how that tastes?” She murmurs, dipping her head down to look deep into my eyes.

I keep my gaze on her and nod slowly. My cum tastes fruity and tangy and I lap it up, licking at every side of the dildo while she pumps it slowly into and out of my mouth.

“Suck on this cock like a good girl.” She tells me, fucking my mouth with it. I can tell she likes the way I look as it enters and leaves my mouth. She likes the way my face contorts slightly with the taste of my tangy cum.

“Mmmm.” I groan into the dildo, a little bit of drool falling down my chin.

“Well… I guess this means you’re free to go.” She says, pulling the dildo out of my mouth and putting it back in the suitcase for good this time. As if nothing had just happened between us, she reaches over and releases me from the handcuffs. I stare down at my hands and can hardly believe that I’m free to go, just like that…

Slowly, I get to my feet and look her up and down. Her tight bun, her beautiful bulging breasts. For a moment I imagine myself sucking on those humongous tits. Then, I move around to the side of the table and slowly zip up my suitcase. I’m panting slightly, still in disbelief about what just happened. I pull my suitcase down to the ground and move slowly towards the door which she unlocks and pushes open for me.

“Have a nice flight.”

I look over my shoulder at her just once as I collect myself and make my way down that long, empty hallway. When I emerge back into the airport terminal, I wonder if anyone can smell the familiar scent of sex and desire on me. It’s not until I’m situated on the plane with a drink in hand that I realize I left my underwear on the floor of the strip-search room.
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