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“I swear that I saw it,” Travis yelled from the rear of the car. “You guys were all asleep.”

Clyde gripped the steering wheel and rolled his eyes. Travis was always making up some crazy tale. A good story would at least keep him entertained. There was nothing to see on Interstate 10. Absolutely. Positively. Nothing.

Sitting in the front passenger seat, Mark turned around and spoke over the headrest. The Texas A&M linebacker was so big Clyde thought his shifting weight would snap the seat in half. “You are so full of shit, Travis. It was probably an airplane.”

“It wasn’t an airplane.”

“Yeah, then what?”

From the mirror, Clyde watched Travis squirm and fold his arms.

“It was a UFO.”

Everyone in the car laughed. 

Well, everyone but Pedro.

“Will you guys keep it down and watch the fucking road?” Pedro said. “We’ve got fifty pounds of pot on us, and you three are acting like we’re on a joyride. And watch the speed, Clyde. You’re going ten over. I told you five over only. You don’t want to appear suspiciously law abiding, but you don’t want to give Highway Patrol a reason to stop us.”

Just to fuck with Pedro, Clyde revved the engine. The eight cylinder Mustang emitted a throaty roar and jumped ten on the speedometer.

“Quick that shit, Clyde! The cops out here are everywhere. They might find it suspicious that four Texas A&M students are journeying across a lonely stretch of Texas highway known for drug running. Especially with a Mexican in the car.”

Clyde eased off the gas. “Just fucking with you. Christ, eat a burrito and settle down.”

The rearview mirror filled with the sight of Pedro’s middle finger.

Mark turned around again. “Hey, I thought you were legal.”

“I am, but I’m still Mexican.”

“So no one wants to know what the UFO looked like?” Travis asked.

“No,” Mark said. “Because it’s a bullshit story. But just to humor us while I’m packing a bowl, fill us in on your close encounter of the dweeb kind.”

Out of the corner of his eye, Clyde watched Mark open the glovebox and take out a Ziploc bag. The car filled with the smell of dank weed.

“You guys are loco,” Pedro said. “I told you to leave the pot in the trunk. Why did we go to all the trouble of installing a secret compartment if you got an OZ up front?”

“Relax,” Mark said. He waved his hand before the windshield. “Look around. We haven’t seen so much as a trailer in fifty miles. We’re fine.”

“So the UFO,” Travis loudly stated. “It wasn’t round like they are in the movies.”

Mark jabbed a thumb at Travis as he spoke to Clyde. “You listening to this guy? He eats a few too many mushrooms back in Juárez, and now he’s talking like a goddamn UFO expert. Travis, you think you’re Earth’s ambassador for the little green men or what?”

“Shut up, Mark. I’m just telling you what I saw.”

Mark shook his head. “What do you make of this, Pedro? Do Mexicans claim to see this shit too?”

“Yeah, a lot believe there’s some kind of dimensional rip over Mexico and Texas. They say that’s why there are so many sightings.”

Clyde chuckled as he looked at Mark.

“Well, fuckin’ A,” Mark said. “You guys got a whole explanation behind it and everything. Did you know all that, Travis? Pedro’s schooling you on this shit. He’s probably fucked a few of those aliens you saw last night.”

Mark stopped talking to light the bowl. A blast of smoke filled the front of the car.

“I’ll leave the fucking to Pedro,” Travis said. “Anyway, it was in the shape of a triangle. And it was huge. I’m talking football fields wide. And it was really low to the ground.”

Clyde kept one hand on the steering wheel as he took the glass pipe from Mark.

“Triangle might be the wrong word,” Mark continued. “It was more like a V shape with several orbs of light running along the bottom of the craft. Thing was barely moving. It was just chilling out over the highway like a spread pussy ready to get fucked.”

Clyde cracked the window as he blew out a hit. “Whoa, hold on. I’ve heard about this. There was a documentary about it on the Sci-fi Channel.”

“Yeah, the Phoenix Lights,” Pedro said. “That shit happened like eight years ago.”

From the mirror, Clyde watched Travis’ face redden. He passed the pipe to the rear of the car.

“Was not,” Travis argued.

“I remember it too,” Mark said. “Goddamn it, Travis. You can be a lying sack of shit all you want, but at least be original with your bullshit.” 

“Maybe they returned,” Pedro chuckled.

“Pedro, don’t encourage him,” Mark said. “Travis probably saw that documentary last week and decided he’d fuck with us on our pot run. Little shit ought to walk home.”

Clyde couldn’t stop laughing as he listened to Mark rip into Travis. Poor guy never got a break when Mark was around. He threw on a Phish song and turned up the volume. Not seeing anything for the next bajillion miles, Clyde pressed his foot to the accelerator, feeling the cannabis swim in his head.
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Feeling higher than Bob Marley on 4/20, Clyde pulled down the sun visor and gave his eyes a check in the mirror. Yikes. Not good. “We bring any drops? I don’t look too straight.”

Clyde wasn’t sure if anyone heard him. Mark was in a heated argument with Travis.

“I don’t care what anyone says,” Mark spouted. “Natalie Portman is not that hot. The only people who think so are Star Wars geeks. Look at her without makeup on and honestly tell me that chick is hot.”

“Did you see her in Black Swan?”

“I fell asleep during it. That movie was long and stupid.”

“You’re out of your mind,” Travis said. “And I suppose you think Keira Knightly is ugly.”

“I didn’t say Natalie Portman was ugly. I’d do the chick. And if you want to know my opinion on Keira Knightly, I think she’s too thin. The only reason guys think she’s sexy is her accent.”

Clyde grinned. He could listen to this shit all day. He knew Mark was probably just screwing with Travis. The guy loved getting under that boy’s skin. 

He checked the center console for any Visine. All he found were a couple of lighters. As he lifted his head, he checked the rearview mirror. A cloud of dust stirred in the distance. A car hurried through the grit.

“You’re fucking gay if you don’t think Keira Knightly is smokin’,” Travis argued.

“At least I’m banging chicks. When’s was the last time you—”

“Shut up!” Clyde yelled.

He brought his foot off the gas, his heart crashing against his chest.

“What’s going on?” Mark said.

“A car just pulled onto the road back there.”

“Was it a cop?” Travis asked, his voice an octave higher.

“I don’t think it was a broken down car,” Clyde said. “That pig must have been hiding between the pair of copses we just passed.”

Clyde was staring so intensely at the mirror he worried about driving off the road. Squinting, he made out a light bar on top of the vehicle. It was coming up fast on them. “Shit, that’s definitely five-0.”

Panic unfolded.

Clyde drew down the windows to air out the car as Mark zipped up the pot and stashed it under his seat. Pedro yelled about how right he had been and how they were all fucked. Travis didn’t say a word.

“Everyone just settle the fuck down,” Mark said. “No one turn around. Let’s act cool. Clyde, where’s the cop now?”

Clyde was almost too afraid to look. The balmy air coiled around him, drowning out the silence. Slowly, he brought his eyes to the slab of glass above him. The Highway Patrol car was on his ass. Instinctively, he hit the gas to avoid a collision. The cop matched his speed.

“Fuck, it’s right up on our bumper,” Clyde said.

Mark turned his head to the side mirror. “Lights aren’t on. That’s a good sign.”

“He’s probably just trying to spook us,” Clyde said. “I bet when he saw I was speeding, he decided to trail my ass for a while. These pigs got nothing better to do. They must get bored as hell just sittin’ out here.”

Clyde continued rambling to pass the seconds. His heart was beating like he’d just done a line of blow. The “everything’s gonna be all right” vibe had given way to the “shit, we’re fucked!” paranoia.

“I told you assholes we should have kept the pot in the trunk,” Pedro argued. “I don’t think they’ll have trouble finding an OZ under your seat, Mark.”

“Pedro, shut the fuck up,” Mark yelled. “We’re not getting pulled over. This cop is just messing with us.”

“Oh man, oh man, oh man,” Travis muttered. Clyde thought he sounded like he was crying. “My mom’s gonna kill me. We’re all gonna get expelled. They’ll send us to state prison. I won’t make it. I can’t fight for shit. They’ll rape me.”

“I’m gonna rape you with my foot if you don’t shut up,” Mark said. “Everyone needs to just chill out.”

Clyde checked the mirror again. The Highway Patrol car stood about a tenth of a mile behind them. “Looks like the cop’s falling back.” 

“I told you guys it was nothing,” Mark said. “We’ll give it ten minutes, and then I’ll strike a celebratory bowl.”

Clyde wiped the sheen of sweat from his forehead. “Man that was close. For a moment there I was worried as—”

The mirror and the car and the glass filled with streaks of red and blue. A siren wailed. The Highway Patrol car grew large in the mirror until all Clyde could see was the sun glinting off the front grill.

“Fuck,” Clyde whispered.

“If we get arrested, no one admits anything,” Mark said.

“What do you mean, ‘if we get arrested?’ ” Travis screamed.

“Just ask for a lawyer,” Mark continued. “They’ll separate us and try to get us to rat each other out. Don’t worry. Whatever happens, my dad will get us out of this.”

Mark’s dad will get him out of this, Clyde thought. Granted, Mark’s dad was the finest defense attorney in Austin, but Clyde knew how this would go down. Mark’s dad would argue his son didn’t know anything was in the car and that Clyde had stashed the OZ under the front seat. And what could he say? Clyde had just gotten off probation for a possession charge stemming from a year ago while Mark was squeaky clean and named last year’s Mr. Football for the State of Texas. He was practically a living god.  

The Highway Patrol car drew so close Clyde thought their bumpers were going to kiss. “DRIVER, PULL OVER!”

The voice on the megaphone startled Clyde. Especially considering it was the voice of a female. He wasn’t expecting that.

“This cunt has an attitude already,” Mark muttered.

Clyde dropped his speed and veered the Mustang to the shoulder of the road. Debris kicked underneath the sports car, gravel striking metal.

The wail of the sirens died. As the blue and red continued splashing upon them, the Highway Patrol car’s driver side door popped open. An officer stepped out.

“Goddamn,” Mark whispered. “Check out the rack on Officer Tits.”

Clyde tilted his eyes to the side mirror. Mark wasn’t exaggerating. The first couple of buttons of her police uniform were open, revealing enough cleavage to qualify for indecent exposure. A pair of red tinted Aviators covered the woman’s eyes. Closing the front door of her squad car, the officer started approaching them. She had a sexy gait to her, like a model strolling down a catwalk with a femme fatale attitude.

“Damn, I forgot to roll up the windows,” Clyde said.

“That’s fine,” Mark whispered. “Ain’t no crime in driving with the windows down. It’ll look natural.”

Clyde heard the officer’s boots scratch across the pavement. She stopped outside his window.

“Howdy,” Clyde said, turning his head and smiling. The ruby lipstick wasn’t a color he’d ever seen on an officer, and he didn’t think the top ending above her midriff or the tight shorts were state issued. Along her right breast, he saw a gold nametag: SINCLAIR.

Officer Sinclair didn’t return the greeting. “In a hurry?”

Clyde chuckled. “No, ma’am, we just didn’t see anyone else on the road and since it’s a straight shot, we—”

“So you thought you’d break the law and do twenty-five over the limit. I see.”

Fuck, Clyde thought. He didn’t know he was speeding that much.

“No, ma’am. I’m sorry. I didn’t realize I was going so fast.”

Staring up at her, unable to see her eyes shielded behind the crimson tent of her glasses, Clyde felt beads of sweat forming along his brow.

“License, registration, and proof of insurance.”

Clyde grinned. “Sure thing.”

He prayed and prayed and prayed that Mark hadn’t been stupid enough to put the glass pipe in the glovebox. Barely able to control the trimmer in his hands, he reached over and opened it. A wad of papers spilled out, causing his heart to go into temporary cardiac arrest. He didn’t see the pipe. Mark picked through the papers between his legs and handed Clyde the registration and proof of insurance. Like watching this unfold in an out of body experience, Clyde saw his hand pass Officer Sinclair the papers.

Well-manicured nails plucked them from his fingers. “And your license.”

Clyde shook his head. “Oh, yeah. Sorry.”

Get it together, Clyde. Act cool. No need to rush. Just an ordinary traffic stop. Don’t think about the fifty pounds of pot in the trunk. Or the OZ under Mark’s seat. Or the pipe somewhere in the car.

He pulled out his wallet. His New York license stood behind a transparent film of plastic. Clyde struggled to pull it out. Damn thing was wedged in there good.

“Nervous?” the officer asked.

“No, no. I just don’t take this out very often.”

Finally the bastard came free. Clyde was yanking at it so hard his hand crashed into the steering wheel. He smiled again. “Here you go.”

She took the license. “I’ll be right back. Hold still.”

Watching Officer Sinclair’s tight ass move back to her car, Clyde let out a sigh.

“You did good,” Mark said.

Clyde wasn’t so convinced. “I’m nervous as fuck, man.”

“That’s fine. Everyone is nervous around police. Just stay cool. She’ll run your paperwork, see that your record is clean, and in five minutes, we’ll be out of here.”

“Mark, I was arrested a year back on possession.”

“What?”

“Hey man, you never told us that,” Pedro said.

“I didn’t think it mattered.”

“Are you fucking stupid?” Mark said.

“We’re fucked,” Travis cried. “She’s gonna search the car for sure.”

“Relax,” Clyde said. “I’m off probation. It was only for a couple of grams of pot. It was no big deal.”

Except he knew it was. He glanced in the mirror. With the sun reflecting off the hood of the squad car, he couldn’t see inside.

“No big deal?” Mark said. “Jesus, Clyde. I expect this kind of shit from Travis or even Pedro, but I thought you had some sense.”

“I knew that if told you guys, you wouldn’t let me come.”

“You’re goddamn right we wouldn’t have.”

Clyde saw the woman’s door open. “Just be quiet. She’s coming back.”

Clyde watched Officer Sinclair’s tight abs clenching as she moved and the streams of sweat rolling down her flat belly. Returning to the driver side door, she handed him the papers and license. Clyde was beginning to settle down. He took the documents and placed them on the center dash.

Pulling the pair of Aviators to the tip of her nose, Officer Sinclair’s eyes scanned the car’s four occupants. “Where you boys headed?”

Clyde swallowed. “Back to Texas A&M. We’re students there.”

“What are you doing out in these parts?”

“Spring break. Thought we’d hit up El Paso.”

“El Paso? Now there’s a spring break destination you don’t hear every day. I figured most of you college boys went to the beaches down in Galveston or South Padre Island.”

“We like to be original,” Clyde said.

“I see.” She leaned over the door, her hands folded and a pair of auburn eyes boring holes into Clyde. The cleavage mashing together was legendary. “Driver, you want to step out for me?”

It was a question only in the grammatical sense. Officer Sinclair stepped back. Clyde opened his door. He hoped he didn’t smell too much of pot.

Changing from the sitting to standing position, Clyde felt lightheaded. The sun was so bright he could barely see in front of him. He shielded his eyes with a hand, searching for Officer Sinclair.

“Follow me to the rear of the car,” she said.

Clyde sat on the bumper, his ass only a few feet away from the fifty pounds of weed. Officer Sinclair stood in front of him. He couldn’t help giving her a look over. Her black hair was sleeked down to her shoulders. There was more skin than uniform. Her shorts were so short they could have qualified as briefs.

“Like what you see?”

Clyde almost slipped off the bumper. He caught himself on the spoiler. “No, I just—I’ve never seen a uniform quite like yours.”

“I’m normally on the biker unit. Got a flat chasing a drug runner who decided to do some off-roading.”

“Oh.”

“You ever been arrested, Mr. Meeks?”

There was no sense in lying. Clyde knew she had already run his record. She just wanted to see if he’d tell her the truth.

“Yeah, about a year ago.”

“For?”

“Had a little pot on me. I had just started college. It was stupid. I’m off probation now.”

Officer Sinclair took a step forward. Her pale breasts lingered in front of him. He could smell the leather of her tactical belt and the streams of sweat rolling down her chest. Despite the gravity of the situation, Clyde felt his dick swell.

“Eyes are a little red.”

Clyde wasn’t sure whether to laugh or play dumb. “Yeah, I’ve been driving for hours. I forgot my shades. I’m surprised this sun hasn’t burned away my retinas by now.”

Sweat rolled down his forehead and continued streaming down his cheek. Does that make me look guilty? Clyde moved a hand to wipe the sweat away.

“Got any drugs or weapons in the car?”

Clyde shook his head. “No, ma’am.”

“Care if I search the car?”

Clyde ran through his limited knowledge of search and seizures. Did speeding and red eyes qualify as reasonable suspicion? He wished Mark was out here. He’d know what to say.

Officer Sinclair’s radio squawked with a female voice before he got a response out. “This is 46 finishing a code 22. 69, what’s your location, over?”

“46, this is 69. I’ve got four occupants pulled over around mile marker forty. Talking to the driver, over.”

“69, you need back up, over?”

Officer Sinclair narrowed her eyes at Clyde. “Wouldn’t hurt, 46. I think we might have some dopeheads passing through, over.”

“Be there in two minutes, 69, over.”

Officer Sinclair turned down her radio. “So about the car. Mind if take a look inside?”

Clyde considered his options. If he gave her permission, they were fucked. If he didn’t, there was a slim chance he could get out of this or have it thrown out of court on the basis of an unwarranted search. “There’s nothing in the car. I don’t think you have the right to search it.”

Officer Sinclair moved so close to him that her wet lips were inches from his own. “So that’s a no. Fine. It’s your constitutional right. However, for my safety, I’m going to search you. With how fast you were going, I could arrest you. Turn around.”

Clyde sat up and faced the car. He saw Mark peeking between the seat and headrest.

“Spread ‘em, college boy.”

Clyde heard the snap of latex gloves going over Officer Sinclair’s hands. He felt them slide down his waist and legs. His phone was removed and placed on the trunk. She brought her fingers back up his inner legs and thighs. Feeling along his groin, he felt himself rise onto his toes. She gave his balls a squeeze in a manner Clyde was pretty certain wasn’t a move taught in the academy.

“Relax. Just making sure you don’t have any weapons.”

Clyde got hard as a Billy club. She continued feeling between his legs. When she gripped his cock, she shoved him against the trunk. Clyde’s face slammed against the film of dust on the car.

“Don’t move! You got a gun?”

“No, that’s my dick you nutcase!”

Officer Sinclair moved her hand up and down his shaft and squeezed the head of his cock. She turned him around and pushed him back down on the bumper. “I thought it was the handle of a firearm. Do you always get hard-ons when the police pull you over?”

When big-breasted officers who are half naked pull me over and start grabbing my cock and balls, I do.

“Sorry, ma’am. I meant no offense.”

A second Highway Patrol car hurried down the opposite lane of the interstate. Doing a u-turn along the dirt median, the vehicle pulled behind Officer Sinclair’s car. A blonde officer who was as striking as Officer Sinclair stepped out.

“Hey, Sergeant Powers,” Officer Sinclair called out.

The officer waved. “Hey, Kelly. What we got here?”

“Well, this one was doing twenty-five over the limit. I noticed his eyes were red and the car smelled like weed. He’s got a prior conviction for possession of marijuana.”

Sergeant Powers stepped beside her fellow officer and lifted a pink pair of shades. A set of blue eyes stared back at him. “You like smoking the devil’s weed, boy?”

Clyde nearly laughed. He wasn’t sure if he had wandered into a twisted version of Reefer Madness. “It was a year ago. I successfully completed probation.”

“Did you search him?”

“Yeah. Had a woody in his pants.”

Sergeant Powers shook her head. “Disgusting. These kids have no respect for the law today. Let’s pull the rest of these hooligans out and get statements.”

“This one didn’t give me permission to search the car.”

“Fuck that. If he’s doing twenty-five over the limit we’ve got the right to search every inch of this automobile.”

Sergeant Powers drew her gun from its holster. “Front passenger, put your hands in the air and slowly step out.”

As Sergeant Powers emptied the car, Clyde remained sitting against the bumper.

“Mr. Meeks, we can do this the easy way or the hard way,” Officer Sinclair said. “Choice is yours. A few things are going to happen. We’re going to search the car. Anything in there that you aren’t supposed to have, we’re going to find. As the driver, you’re responsible for every item in that car. Now if you tell me where the drugs are, I can work with you. However, if you make me and my partner spend hours tearing apart this car, I’ll hit you with every charge I can think of. So what’s it going to be? You want to be a tough guy or play a bad hand the best way you can.”

Mark slumped next to Clyde. “My friend doesn’t have a goddamn thing to say to you! He wants to plead the Fifth until his lawyer is present. Same goes for me and the two in the back.”

“That one has an attitude,” Sergeant Powers yelled. “Watch him closely, Kelly.”

“Don’t worry. I’ve got my eyes on these two.”

Travis and Pedro soon came to the rear. All of their cell phones were collected.

Mark could barely sit still. He kept shifting on the bumper. “You have no right to search that car. My dad is going have your badges!”

“Oh, boy!” Sergeant Powers shouted. “Look what I found.”

Clyde turned his head. Sergeant Powers held up the OZ of pot and the glass pipe with a big smirk on her pretty face.

Clyde felt a hand shove him against the trunk. 

“Turn around,” Officer Sinclair spat. “All of you. Sergeant, I’ve only got one pair of cuffs on me. You got any of those plastic ties?”

“Sure do.”

Sergeant Powers’ voice was so cheery that Clyde thought she sounded like she’d just won the lotto. Metal pressed against his wrists. The clack, clack, clack, of the cuffs tightened around his wrists.

“You boys are fucked,” Officer Sinclair said.

“Fuck you bitch!” Mark screamed as he was shoved against the trunk. “When my dad gets done with you, you’ll be begging to settle with us. We’ll sue this department for every—”

The front of Officer Sinclair’s baton drilled against Mark’s back so hard Clyde wondered if it had broken his spine. Mark emitted a low groan and fell to his knees. The other officer began pulling Clyde by the chain of the cuffs.

“Come on, driver. Nothing to see here.”

Everything unfolded like a dream. Clyde turned around and walked to the second Highway Patrol car. One of the rear doors was opened. Clyde climbed onto the plastic seat and sat. The door was shut. Between the metal grating separating him from the front of the car, he could barely make out what was happening. He saw Mark being moved to the first patrol car. His face was twisted from the pain of the baton. Travis was shaking his head and muttering something. Pedro sat against the bumper with a stoic look that was almost blasé.

The car was shut off and sweltering inside. Already, Clyde felt rivulets of sweat pour down his back. The passenger window was cracked. It was enough for him to vaguely hear what was occurring outside, but provided pitiful relief from the heat.

“I’ll take Elián González,” Sergeant Powers said. “You can take that frightened looking one. If Mr. Big Mouth gives you any trouble, just squirt some mace into the back seat, pull over, and wait for me. There’s nothing my baton and fifty thousand volts can’t tame. Can I throw the evidence in your trunk?”

“Sure, that’s fine.”

Pedro was brought to the other side of the car.

“Step inside, Elián González.”

“That shit is racist,” he complained. “I ain’t Cuban. I’m a Mexican American.”

Sergeant Powers pushed him in the back seat. “Take your humanitarian complaints up with an immigration lawyer. In these parts we do things my way. Got it? And I don’t want no talking between you two perps. If I see you two mouthing anything to each other, I’ll shove this between your legs.” Sergeant Powers pulled out her stun gun and produced a blue current between the prongs and spoke to Clyde. “Bet this will subdue your naughty cock.”

As the back door slammed shut, Clyde shivered. This was truly a fucked up situation. Beyond his obvious concern about being charged with trafficking, he wasn’t sure what to make of these two officers. Maybe this was the way they did things in Texas. He had to remind himself this wasn’t New York. There was no oversight here, no one these women had to report to. There were probably two or three officers for every county out here. They did things their way. And he figured they got a kick out of arresting a northern kid.

Sergeant Powers and Officer Sinclair continued searching the car. It took them about ten minutes, but eventually, they found the large stash. Carrying it to Officer Sinclair’s car took both of them holding on to each end of the bag. 

“Kelly, I’ll meet you back at the substation,” Sergeant Powers shouted as she approached the driver side door.

“Yes, ma’am. What do you want to do about the Mustang?”

“We’ll have to drive back together to get it. Let’s get our suspects booked first. I’ve got a feeling they aren’t going to be able to post bail.”

Sergeant Powers tapped against Clyde’s window and drew a finger across her neck, alerting to him that he was screwed. She opened the front door and slid behind the driver’s seat.

“That’s a lot of pot for a few college students to be carrying,” Sergeant Powers said. “Looks like someone’s spring break destination involved more than a stop in El Paso. We have a few minutes before we’ll be at the substation. Use the time to think about what’s important. If you tell us the truth, we can go easy on you.”

The dripping sweat stung Clyde’s eyes. He tried to shake it off his head without success. “Hey, can we get a little air back here?”

“AC is busted. We don’t get much in the way of funding. About all of it comes from asset forfeitures. After we sell that sweet ride of yours, I’ll have plenty of cold air.”

Clyde sat up. “After you what? You’re not selling my car.”

“You bet your ass we are, druggie. That’s the way the law works. If you have a problem with it then I suggest you not run drugs through our county again.”

Clyde was floored. This was much worse than he imagined. They were completely fucked and the only way out was Mark’s dad, a person Clyde doubted he could trust.

The Highway Patrol car pulled off of an exit and headed down a small road.

“Just a few more minutes,” Sergeant Powers said.

She turned the wheel, bringing the car onto a gravel drive that continued into what appeared to be a large ranch. The dust produced by the leading patrol car obscured everything in front of them. Clyde turned his head and watched the main road disappear over the horizon. The Highway Patrol car stopped in front of a vinyl-sided building. Clyde saw a sign: MISTRESS CITY HIGHWAY PATROL SUBSTATION.

“Mistress City?” Clyde muttered to himself. He’d heard of a few strange city names in his time, but none quite as strange as this. And why was a substation this far out?

“That’s right,” Sergeant Powers said. “One of the smallest cities in the state. Only a couple of blocks, in fact. The state was nice enough to give us a substation. Provided Kelly and me with a good paying job and one we’re real swell at.”

She brought the vehicle to a stop next to the other patrol car. Without the wind blowing against his face, Clyde was anxious to get out. He looked over to Pedro and saw that the top half of his shirt was already drenched in sweat.

Leaving the keys in the ignition, Sergeant Powers stepped out and opened the back door.

“Come on,” she said. “I ain’t your momma. You can move those feet and shuffle out on your own.”

Clyde almost took a spill on the gravel as he stumbled out of the vehicle. 

Sergeant Powers caught him. “Don’t hurt yourself. We haven’t even started the interrogation process.”

Despite the heat, Clyde felt an icy chill run up his spine. What the hell did these women intend to do to them?

Officer Sinclair was already pushing Mark and Travis through the front door. A flash of Sergeant Powers’ stun gun got Clyde moving. He heard Pedro muttering something in Spanish as he crawled out of the back seat.

“Come on,” Sergeant Powers said to Pedro. “I’ve seen you Mexicans jump the border. You ain’t that slow.”

“Fuck you,” Pedro said. “You can’t talk to me like that.”

“If we weren’t in such a hurry, your ass would be in a world of pain,” Sergeant Powers said. “I’ll save something special for you inside.”

Clyde told himself not to freak out, but it wasn’t easy. They were in serious trouble, and the legalities were the least of his concerns.

“Why the hell do you want to go to school in Texas?” he remembered his father asking him.

He offered his father some lame academic excuse that he knew his old man would agree with. In truth, he went for the football and the women. It was the one part of the school that hadn’t let him down. He might have been a city boy, but he didn’t mind a cutie in a pair of cowboy boots with ripped jean shorts. He’d even developed a fetish for flannel shirts. But he didn’t sign up for this.

Sergeant Powers told him to keep moving.

Clyde stepped into the substation. An industrial fan sat in a corner, blowing warm air around. Nevertheless, the whirling air felt so good that Clyde wanted to lie down in front of the huge fan. He looked around. There was a small desk by the front door with a pair of radio charging stations. A few filing cabinets sat in the corner behind the desk. A holding cell with iron bars took up a quarter of the small building. Beside the holding cell there was a room with a solid black door and a plaque reading: INTERROGATION. There were no windows to this room and the letters on the plaque were etched in an angry font.

“Sergeant Powers, where would you like to put our suspects?”

“Well, seeing how we’ve only got one holding cell, I guess we’ll have to keep them together. Can you boys keep your hands to yourselves?”

Clyde and the rest of his friends nodded.

“But, Sergeant Powers, they’re gonna talk to each other and get their stories straight.”

“Then we’ll have to make sure they can’t talk, Kelly.”

Sergeant Powers went to the wooden desk and opened a drawer. Clyde couldn’t believe what he saw her bring out.

“What’s going on here?” Travis cried, his voice so quiet Clyde thought he was more asking it to himself.

“You can’t do that,” Mark yelled. “I want my fucking lawyer.”

Sergeant Powers set four ball gags against the desk. “I think we should first gag Mr. Big Mouth. He’s starting to hurt my ears.”

“His language is also very uncouth,” Officer Sinclair said. “He called me a bitch on the drive over here.”

Sergeant Powers took out her stun gun. Clyde noticed Mark’s face turning a shade whiter. His friend took a step back, but he wasn’t quick enough. Sergeant Powers shoved the prongs into Mark’s belly. Mark winced as the volts zapped against him. He fell to the floor, rolling into a fetal position. Sergeant Powers raised the stun gun above her head, the blue spark buzzing between the prongs. “Anyone else want to put up a resistance?”

No one said a word.

The ball of the gag was so big that it barely fit inside Clyde’s mouth. He was shoved into the holding cell with Pedro and Travis who were also fitted with ball gags. Locks were added to the hasps along the back of the gag to ensure they couldn’t be removed by helping one another. Mark was starting to come to, rolling into a sitting position on the floor. He didn’t put up a fight this time.

“You boys give us a few minutes to get the interrogation room in order,” Sergeant Powers said. “It has been a while since we’ve had inmates. Use the time to think about what you’ve done and remember one thing. Only the truth will set you free.”

The officers locked the holding cell and entered the interrogation room.

Clyde looked around. They were a sight to see. Mark shook his head, Travis had tears in his eyes, and Pedro stared out of the holding cell’s only window as if he were expecting help to come. The window wasn’t much more than a foot wide with a metal grating covering it. Saliva was spilling out of all of their mouths and dripping onto their sweaty chests.

There was nothing to do except wait. Clyde tried to communicate with Mark by making facial gestures, but there was nothing to say. They were all royally fucked, and Clyde didn’t think Mark’s dad was going to be of much aid to them now.

The steel door of the interrogation room swung open.

“So who wants to be first?” Sergeant Powers asked.

“I think we should talk to the driver,” Officer Sinclair said.

“Excellent suggestion, Kelly.”

“Come on, Mr. Meeks. Don’t be shy.”

Officer Sinclair had such a sinister grin on her face that Clyde almost pissed his pants. Still, he stepped to the edge of the holding cell. What else could he do? He was told to turn around. His hands were secured while the door was unlocked. Sergeant Sinclair held up the stun gun and said if anyone tried to make a run for it, they would encounter fifty thousand volts to their balls.

As Officer Sinclair escorted Clyde to the interrogation room, he felt his heart slamming against his ribs. Sergeant Powers told him to stop. A blindfold was dropped over his eyes and tightened. Clyde heard the door open. He felt a hand urge him forward. With terror in every part of his body screaming, he stepped inside the interrogation room, not knowing that his nightmare hadn’t even begun.
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The blindfold was removed . . .




A lamp that seemed brighter than the sun blinded him. Even when he closed his eyes, the rays stabbed at his pupils. There were no fans in this room. The air was stale and hot. Clyde wondered if he’d been taken to a CIA black site. Did they have those in Texas? He wasn’t sure. If they did, he didn’t think it would be something they’d advertise. Maybe Pedro was really a Muslim terrorist. Even though he considered himself to be cultured, Clyde couldn’t really discern a Mexican from a Muslim, and Pedro did have that wild beard last semester. No, that was ridiculous, he realized. He remembered Occam’s razor from one of his philosophy classes. The simplest explanation was usually the correct one. And the simplest explanation in this case was that Texas was too big with too little oversight, and the state had allowed a couple of lunatics to become Highway Patrol officers in the middle of nowhere (i.e. the middle of Texas). After this awful affair was over and they made a few calls to the ACLU, Clyde knew the charges would be dropped and they’d all enjoy a hefty settlement. Legalities weren’t his concern. Surviving this was.

“I’m going to ask you to stand,” Sergeant Powers said. “When I do, you will follow all of my instructions without any hesitation. Officer Sinclair will begin preparing you for the interrogation. If I get the sense that you are putting up a resistance or are any threat to her, you will immediately be in a world of pain. Got it?”

With his eyes still shut against the light, he nodded.

“Good. Stand up. Officer Sinclair, you may approach the suspect.”

As Clyde stood, he felt the buttons of his shirt being undone.

“Should I take off his handcuffs to remove his shirt?” Officer Sinclair asked.

“Not until we get him secured to the chair. Here, take these scissors and just cut it off.”

When the blade cut through the back of his shirt and the cold metal of the blunt end scrapped his back, Clyde felt his knees buckle.

“Feeling weak?” Sergeant Powers asked. “Don’t worry. All you have to do is answer all of our questions truthfully.”

Clyde felt his belt loosen. His pants were lowered. He was so hot that he didn’t care. Anything to cool off.

“Step out of your shoes,” Officer Sinclair said.

Clyde kicked off his sneakers. His pants were pulled away from his legs. Next, his boxers were lowered. Hands shoved him back against the metal chair. Clyde almost toppled over the seat as his ass struck the metal. The wall caught the tipping chair. It was an odd piece of furniture. Clyde couldn’t figure out why the middle of the seat had a hole in it or why that hole was positioned to allow his balls to drop through. Allow. Terrible verb to describe the chair, he’d soon realize. Force was the far more appropriate term.

Just when he thought it couldn’t get any worse, it got worse. Much worse. His limbs were bound to the chair. The ball gag was loosened and fell around his neck. The cuffs sprung open and clattered against the floor.

Clyde breathed. When he closed his mouth, his jaw ached from being pried so wide. He tried opening his eyes, but the light was still too bright.

“We’re going to ask you some questions,” Sergeant Powers said. “I suggest you tell us the truth. We’ll be going through each of the phones to collect any additional information we find useful.”

The realization made Clyde sick to his stomach. All of his contacts were in there: his girlfriend Stephanie, who had told him not to go on this stupid trip, his parents, friends. With his name, they could probably figure out what dorm room he lived in. Not that any of that mattered right now. First he had to live through this interrogation.

“This one has already lied to me,” Officer Sinclair said. “And he’s from New York.”

She said, “New York,” as if that alone were enough evidence to convict him.

“I’m not sure how they do it up north,” Sergeant Powers said. “But down here we run things our own way. This state used to be a republic until 1846. Some of us still carry that spirit.” Clyde felt a hand tighten around his balls. “You going to tell us the truth, or do I have to squeeze it out of you?”

Clyde was ready to confess to anything. Fuck Mark and his daddy bullshit. Hotshot attorneys weren’t getting them out of this. He’d play their game and hope they took their sadism out on the resistance, a.k.a. Mark.

“I’m sorry for lying. I was scared. I’ll tell you anything you want to know. Just don’t hurt me.”

The grip loosened. Clyde felt his balls go slack.

“Glad to hear it,” Sergeant Powers said. “We don’t like to hurt our suspects. However, if we must, we will do what is necessary. The constitution provides us that right.”

The fuck it does.

“I must have missed that part in my political science class,” Clyde said.

“No doubt you did,” Sergeant Powers agreed. “See, we have our own constitution here.”

“You do?”

“Oh, sure. It’s the constitution of Mistress City. Article Four is clear on the matter. When the bitch acts up, the bitch gets fucked up.”

Hackles filled the room.

Sweet Mother of Jesus, this is so much worse than any of us could possibly have imagined.

Clyde fought back tears. If he got out of this, he’d never take another drug. Hell, he’d never speed. And he was definitely packing his stuff and getting the hell out of this backwards state. He should have learned his lesson from Deliverance. That movie was a clear warning to Yankees and city dwellers alike to stay the fuck out of rural America. Keep your cornbread and Daisy Dukes.

A leather object was tied around his balls. Clyde tried to squirm, but there was nowhere to go.

“Hey, what are you doing?” he asked.

“Relax,” Sergeant Powers said. “I’m just securing a pouch around your balls. Standard interrogation practice. Here’s the way it works. Officer Sinclair will ask you a question. If you answer it truthfully, nothing happens. But if we think you’re being a little fibber, a small weight will be added. Like this.”

Clyde felt the leather strap yank against his nuts. It wasn’t painful yet, but given a little more weight, he knew he’d be in a world of hurt.

“If you haven’t figured it out yet,” Officer Sinclair said, “I’m the good cop and Sergeant Powers is the bad cop.”

“I’m a good cop!” Sergeant Powers protested. “I just demand a little respect from my prisoners.”

Clyde didn’t like how he’d just gone from suspect to prisoner so quickly. Well, that and a lot more.

“OK, for my first question,” Officer Sinclair said, “Tell me where you got the drugs.”

“Mexico. Ciudad Juárez.”

“And were you boys selling the pot?”

“Some of it.”

“That’s a half truth,” Sergeant Powers said. “Too much minimization for my tastes. I’ll add a four ounce weight instead of an eight ounce one.”

Clyde braced himself. The chrome ball clicked against the one already lying in the pouch. The strap dug into his sac, pulling his balls toward the floor.

“How does that feel?” Officer Sinclair asked.

“Hurts a little.”

“Then you better start answering my questions truthfully or it’s going to hurt a lot more. Sergeant Powers isn’t nice like me. Understand?”

“Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry.”

“Good. Next, I want to know how many times you boys have ran drugs through our county. Ya’ll do this once a week or something?”

“No, this was our first time. I didn’t even know how to get my hands on that much pot until I met Pedro. That’s the truth.”

“Hmm. I don’t know. That’s a pretty convenient story, Mr. Meeks. I wish the state would give us a polygraph machine. What do you think, Sergeant Powers?”

“I think our suspect is full of shit. The only lie detector I need are my own two eyes.”

“No, no! I’m telling you the truth. It was our first time. I swear it.”

“Sorry,” Sergeant Powers said. “But I don’t believe you, and considering you swore it was the truth, that’s double the weight.”

Two clicks sounded as the weights dropped into the pouch. Clyde felt his stomach tightened as the pain in his balls lifted.

“You and I have to work together,” Officer Sinclair pouted. “When Sergeant Powers gets in these moods, I can’t control her. You need to be honest with me.”

Clyde knew true honesty wouldn’t save him. The only thing he could do was to answer what he thought they wanted to hear. There was no way any of this could be admissible in court. While he was no legal scholar, he was pretty sure weights used on his genitals qualified as duress.

“You’re right. I’m sorry. We do this every week. We started last semester. It’s how we pay our tuition.”

“So you fund your own education by getting other students hooked on your dope,” Sergeant Powers said. “That’s abhorrent! I’m adding another weight.”

“Wait! You said if told the—AGH.”

Clyde didn’t know the exact mass of the weight added, but it was a lot more than four or eight ounces. It felt like someone was squeezing his balls in a vise.

“That is pretty bad,” Officer Sinclair said. “I usually try to stand up for my suspect during these interrogations, but I have to agree with my sergeant. That’s very naughty behavior on your part.”

“Fuck, it was pot. It’s not like we were selling crack or heroin.”

Another weight clicked in the pouch. “Expletive language will not be tolerated,” Sergeant Powers said.

Clyde moaned. The pain was as blinding as the light in front of him. He couldn’t even think straight.

“Mr. Meeks, you really better change your attitude,” Officer Sinclair urged. “I don’t want your balls to be ripped off your body. I don’t think they can take much more. They’re already dangling about halfway to the floor.”

Sweat poured down his face. Clyde muttered words that he couldn’t hear. The room was starting to fade from him. That was good. At least he wouldn’t have to be in any more pain.

A stinging burn in his chest brought him back to the interrogation room. He looked down. A pair of clover clamps was being fixed to his nipples. A chain drooped between the clamps, holding them together.

“I love these clamps,” Sergeant Powers said. “When they are pulled, the tension increases. Watch.”

Clyde saw a large chrome ball hoisted in front of his eyes. With the floodlight behind the ball, it was like watching a solar eclipse.

“That’s eight ounces. If the clamps fall off, I’ve got some alligator ones that I guarantee you won’t be coming off.”

“Unless they rip his nipples off,” Officer Sinclair noted.

The weight was clipped to the middle of the chain, dangling along his sternum. Clyde watched as Sergeant Powers held the chrome ball in her hand.

“Boy, that’s a heavy one,” she said. “Officer Sinclair, do you think I should set it down real easily or just drop it?”

Officer Sinclair tapped a nail against her chin. “Hmm. He did say the F word. And that was after all his crying and pleading about how he had changed. I think we have to get tough with him. I say raise it a little higher and drop the fucker. Oops! Did I say a naughty word?”

The girls laughed.

“Now who’s being the bad cop?” Sergeant Powers said. “But I concur. Young men these days have no authority in their lives. It’s important that we’re tough on them to make up for all that lack of discipline.”

Sergeant Powers lifted the chrome weight until it rested in front of Clyde’s Adam’s apple. Fuck, this is going to hurt. She moved her hand until only her thumb and index finger kept the ball aloft. Then she dropped it. Ignoring the bright light, Clyde’s eyes opened a little more. With dread, he watched the ball crashing toward the floor, knowing the heavy orb was about to be stopped during its quick descent. The chain unraveled and straightened. Then it happened. The chain became taut. The force of the chrome weight coiled up the rigid chain and through the clover clamps, squeezing the two ends together. The hot pain enveloped across his chest. Out of instinct, Clyde jumped. The weights around his balls bounced, sending fresh waves of agony through his groin. 

This was like a sadistic demonstration of Newton’s laws of physics. An object in motion tends to stay in motion—even when they’re weights tied to your nipples and balls.

Clyde tried to still his body. Moving would only augment the pain. He told himself to breath through this. Soon the women would grow bored of him and move on to their next suspect. He didn’t wish this treatment upon any of his friends, but he had endured his share.

“Anything else you want to admit to us?” Sergeant Powers asked.

Clyde looked up at the woman. Her head blocked the light enough for him to gaze upon her face. She was undeniably pretty. If she were in an Aggies tank and a pair of faded jeans, she could have passed for a sorority chick. Her soft blue eyes didn’t hint at the true sadism behind them. She spoke with a Texas twang that made you think she was about to serve apple pie with iced tea.

“What else do you want to know? I’ve told you everything about the trip.”

“What other naughty activities do you get into?” Officer Sinclair asked. “I bet you jerk off a lot, don’t you?”

“Huh? What does that have to do with anything?”

Clyde knew it was the wrong answer to give, but the complete incredulity of the situation he found himself in was too much. 

A hand slapped him in the face. He wasn’t sure which woman it came from.

“What’s your major?” Sergeant Powers asked.

“English!” Clyde shouted. At least that was one answer he didn’t think would earn him any harm.

The women doubled over with laughter.

“You sure?” Officer Sinclair asked. “You seem to have a hard time understanding our questions for an English student.”

“That’s because he knows he’s guilty,” Sergeant Powers said. “Good boys have no trouble answering simple questions. Not that I’ve ever met one. All boys are naughty, and Mr. Meeks, you are a prime example. A northerner trying to peddle our good folks with your devil weed and nasty masturbation practices. Shame on you. Kelly, pass me a couple of more weights.”

Clyde shook his head. Any additional weights and he was certain that both his balls and nipples would suffer permanent damage.

Officer Sinclair stomped her feet. “We’re out!”

“Out?”

“Yeah, I guess we left them back at—”

“Fine, fine. You don’t have to say anything more. Our suspect doesn’t need to know about that.” Sergeant Powers turned to Clyde. “Don’t think you’re getting off so easily just because we’re out of weights. I think what this college boy really needs is a firm spanking.”

The light was tilted out of the way. Clyde could finally look around. The interrogation room wasn’t larger than a standard walk-in closet. Along with the chair and lamp, Clyde saw a bookshelf filled with BDSM devices and a cardboard box in the corner.

“Do you think there’s enough room to spank him in here?” Officer Sinclair asked. She swung her hand back and forth, the back of her palm running out of space.

“Probably not. That’s fine. We’ll spank him over the desk. It will be good to keep an eye on our other suspects, and it might do some good for his buddies to see what’s in store for them.”

Clyde recoiled at the thought of being paraded naked in front of his friends to be spanked by a pair of women.

Officer Sinclair smiled and jumped up and down. “I love it! You always have the best ideas, Sergeant. Hey, if we’re going to spank him in front of his friends, can we dress him up too?”

“Of course. I think the sissy uniform is still in the box from the last time we used it.”

Clyde shook his head. This was getting worse by the second. He wondered if there was any hope of any of them getting out of this alive. 

“Can I have some water?” he asked. “I’m really thirsty.”

“Only after you’ve taken our punishment,” Sergeant Powers stated.

As Officer Sinclair untied the ropes bounding him to the chair, Sergeant Powers stood sentry by the door with the stun gun trained on him. Clyde seriously considered making a run for it. He figured charging the woman was about his only real chance at freedom. He looked at the door and then at Sergeant Powers. Her eyes narrowed at him.

“Don’t even think about it,” she said. “I’d fry your nuts off before you got two steps toward me. I’d use my firearm, but I’d hate to see you get hurt. We like to keep suspects in our custody for a long, long time.”

Clyde felt his last hope being dashed. There was nothing more he could do except lift his feet as Officer Sinclair slid the pink dress with white polka dots up his legs. The satin dress had more ruffles and frills than he’d ever seen on a piece of clothing. He couldn’t begin to imagine how ridiculous he looked in it.

“Listen, I’m really sorry about what we did,” Clyde pleaded. “I promise to be good from here on out. Please let me go.”

Sergeant Powers sighed. Clyde thought she might actually be coming around and expressing pity. “Kelly, can you put the gag back in that trap of his? I’m sick of listening to his whining. If you can’t do the time, son, don’t do the crime.”

Officer Sinclair giggled and returned the gag to his mouth. The lock clinked shut behind him. She continued straightening the dress over his shoulders and zipped up the back.

“Oh, my God!” Officer Sinclair exclaimed. “He looks so cute! Hold on. I have some stockings and shoes for you too.”

“Yes,” Sergeant Powers agreed. “When you get the macho men out of their clothes and actually into some proper sissy attire, they do appear much better. It also helps them become docile and weak. Just as we like them.”

Clyde was told to gently roll the white stockings over his legs. The cotton tickled the hair on his legs as he brought them up to his thighs.

“If you put a tear in those, I’ll beat your hide silly,” Officer Sinclair warned.

“I thought we were going to do that already,” Sergeant Powers teased.

Officer Sinclair giggled. “True, I guess we are a little sadistic.”

Sergeant Powers shrugged. “Got to have law and order. Just look at the state of the world. People have gotten too lax. Even the law. At least Mistress City knows right from wrong. When the good Lord’s judgment comes, Mistress City will be spared. That I know.”

“Amen to that, sister.”

Clyde wasn’t exactly religious. He’d been raised Catholic, but since leaving home, he only went to Mass when his parents were in town. Stepping into the black schoolgirl heels, he couldn’t remember the verse where Jesus feminized his naysayers. Yet, there was that one rape scene in Sodom and Gomorrah. Hopefully, these sadistic nutcases kept to the New Testament. They didn’t need any more ideas.

“Don’t forget to tightened your heels,” Officer Sinclair told him. “I don’t want you tripping.”

Clyde bent over and pulled the straps through the hoops. It was official. He’d been emasculated beyond repair, and when these pair of women paraded him out in front of his friends like an effeminate freak show, he knew he’d never be able to recover.

Sergeant Powers opened the door. The clatter and din of the industrial fan filled Clyde’s ears.
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Officer Sinclair gave him a pat on the bottom. “Time for your punishment, sissy.”

“And put a little pep in your step,” Sergeant Powers said. “Good girls have a lady-like gait when they walk.”

Clyde shuffled out of the room. He couldn’t turn his head to look at his friends. It was too demeaning. He’d take whatever these women were going to give him with his eyes shut, and hopefully, he’d never have to speak of this again.

“Hold up there, sissy,” Sergeant Powers said. “Show off your pretty dress to your friends.”

“Oh, yes,” Officer Sinclair agreed. “You look so cute. Of course, you need a little work on your hair and makeup, but considering our limited supplies, I think we made you look real cute.”

With the ball gag still in his mouth and the sissy uniform on him, Clyde turned to face his friends. Their heads were hung low. If they could see him, it was only out of the corner of their eyes. They got no more enjoyment out of what was happening to him than he did.

Officer Sinclair stomped her boots again. “Sergeant, they ain’t lookin’.”

Sergeant Powers took out her baton and banged it against the iron bars of the cell. “Anybody awake in there? If I have to open this cell and split some skulls, I will.”

Mark moved between Pedro and Travis, looking squarely at Sergeant Powers. He yelled something incoherent and kicked the iron bars so hard that Clyde thought he might actually be able to knock them loose and save them all. But of course he wasn’t able to get the bars loose. And even if he had, both women still had their guns on them. His triumph would have come at the expense of all of them being killed. Out of what Clyde assumed was bitter frustration, Mark threw his head forward so that some of his spit landed on the floor, right in front of Sergeant Powers’ boots. It was a small, but clear act of defiance.

While Clyde appreciated the support, he didn’t need this. Mark getting angry wasn’t going to help any of them. It would only make Officer Sinclair and Sergeant Powers more sadistic. And considering the position Clyde was in, that was the last thing that he needed.

Sergeant Powers lifted her baton toward the cell, pointing it at Mark. “I will break you. I don’t care if it takes days or weeks or even months. I will use every twisted instrument I can think of, and by the end, you will scream our names, begging for a mercy you know we won’t give you. So laugh it up, Mr. Big Mouth. Because soon my partner and I will own your body and mind.”

Mark, true to his nature, remained calm and didn’t slink to the back of the cell. But he didn’t touch the cell’s bars again either, and the heavy breathing through his nose alerted to Clyde that the linebacker might have been more frightened than he was letting on.

“Don’t worry about him,” Officer Sinclair said. “We’ll give all of these naughty boys their due. Let’s deal with them one at a time. I think after we work this one over, they’ll have a better respect for the law.”

Clyde felt Officer Sinclair’s hand press against his back. “Over the desk, sissy. Take your licks like a good girl.”

In the schoolgirl heels, Clyde stepped to the edge of the desk and bent over. He turned his head away from his friends, staring out of one of the front windows. Gripping the opposite edge, he waited.

“We will start with a caning,” Sergeant Powers announced. “Officer Sinclair was well trained at the academy to administer them.”

“Yes,” Officer Sinclair agreed. “I was a star cadet at the Mistress City Academy. Finest police academy around. Sergeant Powers was my instructor. I finished first in my class!”

Clyde had a feeling there was only one person in her class, and he didn’t think it was an academy approved by the state. Just who were these women?

The skirt of his dress was lifted over his bottom. There were so many ruffles that the clamps had to be used to hold it up.

A hand caressed his bottom. Clyde turned briefly enough to see it was Officer Sinclair. A wicked and foreboding smirk marked her face.

“Sergeant, this sissy ain’t wearing any panties.”

Her hand smacked him on the cheek.

“A total slut,” Sergeant Powers concluded. “Since this sissy thinks it’s fine to prance around without her panties on, we have no other choice but to give her a bare bottom caning.”

“Sadly, I must agree with your assessment, Sergeant. It’s going to hurt like hell, but I suppose redemption never comes easily.”

“Suffering is the way to the Lord.”

Behind Clyde, the spindly wood of the cane swooshed through the air. The cane was shown to him. It appeared to be four or five feet long and derived from bamboo. Clyde didn’t think it looked very flexible.

“Just so you know what’s about to tear your ass apart,” Officer Sinclair said.

The cane disappeared behind him. Officer Sinclair gave his ass a few more swats with her palm until she remarked that it felt warm. “It’s always good to give a proper warm up,” she said. “As law enforcement officers, we care about your safety. We don’t want to cause any permanent damage. Shall I give him seven swats of the cane, Sergeant?”

“I think that sounds adequate, Kelly.”

Officer Sinclair’s hand left his backside. Clyde would have risen on the tips of his toes if he weren’t already in schoolgirl heels. His saliva dripped from the gag and onto the desk. A small pool had already collected below him. Clinching the edge of the desk, he braced himself for the first impact.

A whistle sound was emitted as the cane sailed through the air and cleaved against his ass cheeks. Clyde rose up into a standing position, grabbing his butt as he screamed into the gag. Five more of these sounded like an impossible proposition. He would rather have had the ball weights than this.

“Hey, back down,” Officer Sinclair said, tapping the desk with her cane. “Sissies don’t rub their bottoms when they’re getting punished.”

“I’ll help,” Sergeant Powers said.

She grabbed Clyde’s wrists and pulled them so hard he thought they were about to snap. Pinning his hands against the edge of the desk, she told Officer Sinclair to continue.

Clyde looked over his shoulder long enough to see her rearing the cane back. She held it like a samurai about to finish her opponent. Then she swung it forward. Clyde tried to pull away, but Sergeant Powers kept him locked in place. A hot pain burned his butt cheeks as the cane landed.

“Keep your head turned this way, sissy,” Sergeant Powers ordered. “There’s nothing to see back there.”

The third swing of the cane came hard and fast. Clyde bit down on the gag and kicked his legs under the desk.

“Almost halfway there,” Sergeant Sinclair said. “You know, in some countries this is routinely done to criminals. We’re actually taking it pretty easy on you boys. You should feel very thankful for the way things have turned out.”

There was no way Clyde would ever be thankful for what was happening to him. If he got out of this alive, he’d do everything he could to get back at these women.

Without warning, the fourth blast from the cane seared into the tender flesh connecting his cheeks to his thighs. White-hot pain shuddered through his bottom. He squeezed his fists into a ball and kept telling himself that there were only three more swats to endure. Looking ahead, the only visual was Sergeant Powers’ cleavage. Clyde decided it was a good distraction. He stared at the teardrop shape of her full breasts as the fifth stroke connected with the top of his thighs.

“Shucks,” Officer Sinclair said. “I was a little low on that one.”

“That’s OK,” Sergeant Powers assured her. “Practice makes perfect. I’m sure by the time you’re done with all of these boys, you’ll be a pro at swinging that cane.”

As if completing any mundane task at a police station, Officer Sinclair sighed. “I hope so. I really want to be a good Highway Patrol officer. This cane is just so long that it’s hard hit where I want it to.”

“The important thing is to swing it as hard as you can. That way, no matter where you hit, these naughty boys will learn their lesson not to smuggle drugs through Mistress City.”

Clyde heard the cane tear through the air. The cutting pain in his ass occurred at a level he didn’t think wood could produce.

“That was a fast one,” Sergeant Powers said. “Great job, Kelly. I felt the jolt all the way up my arm, and I think our sissy is about to pass out.”

“He better not, or I’ll have to start over.” The cane tapped against Clyde’s beaten behind. “You want me to start over, sissy?”

Clyde shook his head.

“You better not because if I have to, I’ll make them on the same spots I’ve hit you before. You’ll be going back to your cell with one purple behind.”

Clyde was fairly certain he’d be returning to the cell with a purple behind whether or not they started over. And he doubted sitting would be much of an option for the next week or so. As he thought of these things, the whistle of the cane alerted him to clench his ass cheeks. Didn’t do him much good. The cane found his upper thighs. Wood dug into the tender muscles of his hamstrings, branding him with Officer Sinclair’s cruel mark.

If there was something to be thankful for in this ordeal, it was that the ball gag was constructed of rubber. Had it been made of plastic or metal, Clyde was certain that in the pool of his saliva, there would have been a couple of front teeth chipped off. He bit down on the gag as a sharp pain seared through his backside.

“Whew!” Sergeant Powers cheered. “I should have brought the radar gun in. That cane is moving fast!”

Officer Sinclair twirled the cane through the air. “Finally got my shoulder warmed up. Sittin’ in that car all day ain’t good for your muscles.”

“Nope. But don’t worry. We’ll have plenty of time at the station now that we’ve got us some inmates. Might not be on the road for the next couple of months.”

There were no longer any doubts in Clyde’s mind. Clearly, something was very wrong. This wasn’t a normal substation. Where were the usual posters and signs on the wall? He didn’t see a state map, a worker’s compensation notification, or anything else that hinted to this place being official. And why would the state decide to place a substation down a gravel path far away from prying eyes? Police stations usually liked to advertise their presence. No, this place didn’t make any more sense than the two women occupying it in their risqué uniforms. He only then remembered that they hadn’t shown him their badges.

“Last one,” Officer Sinclair announced with a little melancholy in her voice.

“Don’t be sad,” Sergeant Powers said. “We’ve still got three more behinds to beat.”

“That’s true. I hope I can get this last one positioned correctly. The seventh stroke is supposed to connect all of the others by being swung in a diagonal angle. Not easy.”

Clyde shivered. It sounded awful. The swats were bad enough when they hit uninjured flesh. He couldn’t imagine the cane biting through all of the other sore marks on his behind.

“I want him to beg for this last one,” Officer Sinclair said. “Take that gag out of his mouth.”

Clyde stared up at Sergeant Powers’ grin. She unlocked the gag and brought it down around his neck. His jaw was so stretched that he could barely work it loose enough to bring his lips together.

“You heard the woman, sissy. Beg Officer Sinclair to give you your final stroke.”

Tears stung his eyes. He lowered his head and spoke. “Please, Officer Sinclair, spank my behind with the cane.”

Sergeant Powers sighed and shook her head. “Come on, sissy. You can do better than that. Ask her like you mean it.”

“I also want to hear him ask me to cane him as hard as I possibly can,” Officer Sinclair added.

Clyde gathered himself. This wasn’t going to end until he just did what they told him to do. Besides, Officer Sinclair was going to cane him as hard as she could no matter what. They just wanted to demean him further, to claim a part of him that the cane couldn’t reach. “Officer Sinclair, would you please cane me as hard as you possibly can? Please punish your sissy so I can be a good girl.”

He figured the last part would please her. Officer Sinclair and Sergeant Powers squealed with glee.

“Our sissy is learning his place,” Officer Sinclair said. “At first, I didn’t have much hope, but it’s amazing what a little discipline can do for a naughty one.”

Sergeant Powers pinned Clyde’s wrists to the desk again and spoke near to his face, whispering. “And just think, sissy. You’ve only been in our care for an hour, and you’re already acting like a little bitch. Just imagine what we can have you doing after a couple of months. Don’t think this is going to end after this last swat. There is no end. We’ve only just begun.

With the exception a rough breakup when he was sixteen, Clyde had never seriously considered suicide. He always had hope that things could get better. Even if he went to prison, he would somehow make the best of it. Yet in this moment, if there was a way to off himself, he thought he would have taken it. This wasn’t a Highway Patrol substation, these weren’t official officers, he wasn’t getting his constitutionally afforded phone call, face time with a lawyer, or getting called before a judge. These were his judges, and they were making it clear to him that they had no interest in a speedy trial.

With the leer of a villain, Sergeant Powers announced, “Give it to him, Kelly. Cane this sissy as hard as you can.”

The cane cut a high-pitch note in the air. The thin, but rigid, bamboo connected with the top of his ass all the way down to his upper thigh. His chest slammed against the desk as he lost his strength. The world around him went dark, fading. All he could focus on was the burning pain erupting on his ass and thighs.

Sergeant Powers held his head. When he blinked and opened his eyes, he saw the bamboo cane lingering in front of him. It was hard for him to imagine that such a simple instrument could cause so much pain.

“Kiss it,” Officer Sinclair said. “A good sissy always shows her appreciation after a proper punishment.”

Having no strength or will left to fight her with, Clyde stretched his neck and planted a kiss between two grooves. Officer Sinclair set the cane on the desk and walked beside him. Her hand rubbed his bottom gently.

“How does it look?” Sergeant Powers asked.

“Oh, he’s got some crimson lines all right. In a few hours, I think they’ll rise into some very nice looking welts.”

Sergeant Powers dropped his wrists and took a look for herself. “Damn, girl, you aren’t kidding. By tomorrow that bottom will have turned black and blue.”

As the girls laughed, Clyde started to rise. At least it was over for now. That was something he could be thankful for.

A hand pushed him back over the desk. “Where do you think you’re going?” Sergeant Powers asked.

“Yeah, that was your punishment for being a fibber,” Officer Sinclair said. “We haven’t punished you for being a drug runner and a pothead.”

“Now it’s my turn to work him over.”

Clyde’s legs trembled. He stared across the room and into the cell. Travis stood in the corner, hands resting on his head in disbelief. Mark leaned against the bars, shaking his head. Pedro’s eyes widen, staring at something behind Clyde. He turned his head to see what had caught Pedro’s interest. His mouth dropped open. Sergeant Powers had a pink strap-on between her legs, and she was tightening the straps around her thighs and waist.

“Isn’t it cute?” Sergeant Powers asked. “I think pink is very fitting for a sissy.”

Officer Sinclair bent down and grabbed her partner’s phallus. “The state’s adage really is true. Everything is bigger in Texas. Even the strap-ons.”

That sent the girls into a fit of laughter. They were giggling so hard they had to hold on to each other to avoid falling down. 

Clyde looked at the door. It was only a mere two or three feet away. With both of the women behind him, he could probably make a run for it. He’d have to jump over the desk, but he doubted they’d get a shot off before he made it out the door. The key to Sergeant Powers’ Highway Patrol car was still in the ignition, he remembered.

But he would only be able to save himself. Trying to free the others would be suicide. For one, he didn’t have the key to the cell. He looked away from the door and at his friends. Mark was staring at him. Clyde glanced back at the door and then again at Mark. His friend nodded.

Clyde felt his hands press against the desk, ready to make his move. It was now or never. Soon, he would be locked back in the cell. This might be the only chance any of them would have. He could drive away and look for help. After he had found some real law enforcement, he’d come back for his friends. 

But Clyde didn’t move. If he left, he knew that by the time he returned, Sergeant Powers and Officer Sinclair would be gone, and he doubted they would leave his friends locked in the cell. Escape for himself would be signing his friends’ death warrants. Clyde couldn’t do that. He looked back at Mark and shook his head. The linebacker kicked the bars.

“Hey, keep it down over there,” Sergeant Powers yelled. “You’ll get your turn. I’ve got plenty of strap-on for all my sissy boys.”

“I hope this one can take it,” Officer Sinclair said. “His butt hole looks awfully tight.”

“He’ll have to take it. Still better than if we sent him upstate to prison. The boys in there have cocks bigger than this, and I guarantee you they aren’t as gentle as I’ll be.” She leaned beside Clyde’s ear. “Not that I plan to be very gentle with you, sissy.”

Sergeant Powers stood behind him, her hands grasping onto his thighs, snapping his white stockings. Clyde’s pulse raced. This couldn’t be happening. Shit like this didn’t happen in America. He was a normal kid dealing some pot. Okay, maybe more than a little, but still. He didn’t deserve this.

“Wait!” Officer Sinclair said. “Shouldn’t we get him some lube first? That dry cock is gonna tear him up.”

“Perhaps,” Sergeant Powers said. “Depends on how nicely our sissy begs us.” Clyde felt her fingers dig into his shoulder. “What do you think, sissy? You want Sergeant Powers to lube this cock before I fuck your pussy?”

Clyde lowered his head, staring at the pool of his saliva. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Then ask nicely,” Sergeant Powers said.

“May I please have some lube?”

“Sure! Just turn around and get on your knees.”

“Huh?”

“Turn around and get on your knees so you can suck my cock. Wait, you didn’t think I meant that I was going to use real lube, did you? Oh, no. I meant lube as in your saliva. I know you’ve got plenty. I see the mess you’ve made on the table drooling over there like a dog.”

Sergeant Powers spun him around and pushed him to the floor.

“The hem of his dress is going to get dirty,” Officer Sinclair warned.

Sergeant Powers shrugged. “What can we do? Whores get dirty and our sissy is definitely a whore.” She started stroking the phallus. “You are a whore, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Clyde said. “I’m a whore.”

“Of course you are. And you want to suck my cock and get it nice and lubed before I stick it in your pussy, right?”

“Yes, please let me suck your cock.”

Saying what she wanted to hear while kneeling in front of his friends was mortifying, but Clyde knew he had no other real choice. He had his chance to escape, and he’d passed it up.

Sergeant Powers moved the head of the strap-on against Clyde’s lips. “Then open your fucking mouth, sissy, and suck.”

In defeat and knowing that there was no defiance that could save him, Clyde open his mouth and slid his lips over the pink head of Sergeant Powers’ cock. Of course, the pink phallus was nothing more than a molding of rubber-like material. But it felt like a real cock, and when Sergeant Power’s hand grabbed the back of his head and urged him take more of it, Clyde felt like the whore he was pretending to be.

“Don’t use too much teeth,” Sergeant Powers instructed. “And be sure to swirl your tongue around the head.”

“Yeah, and remember that this is the only lube you’re getting,” Officer Sinclair reminded him. “So if you try to cheat and not actually suck my sergeant’s cock, the joke’s on you.”

Sergeant Powers laughed. “That’s very good advice, Kelly. And one our whore would do well to follow, because I plan on ravaging his ass with every inch of my cock.”

Clyde heeded their advice. Knowing the strap-on was about to pound his ass, he swallowed his pride and—well, swallowed the cock. Getting the last couple of inches into his mouth wasn’t easy. As he tried to get his wet lips and tongue onto the base of her cock, the head pressed against the back of his throat, causing him to gag. Sergeant Powers was there to help him, though. Her sturdy hand resting on the back of his head never wavered.

“By the time we release you from Mistress City Jail, you’ll be a pro at sucking cock,” Sergeant Powers promised.

I thought this was a substation. He knew there was no point in making sense out of the blatant madness of these two women. Survival depended upon him playing into their little game. There was nothing more he could do.

Clyde gagged as he forced the last inch to squeeze into his mouth and the head of her strap-on bent against the back of his throat.

Sergeant Powers slid her cock out of his mouth. “Good job, slut. Are you sure you’ve never sucked a cock before?”

Clyde shook his head.

Officer Sinclair chuckled. “Could have fooled me. I guess you were born a sissy.”

“He isn’t a sissy yet. First, we have to break him in and pop that cherry of his. Come on, slut. Back on your feet and bend over the desk.”

Clyde stood and resumed the submissive pose. He didn’t want to look at his friends, but as if reading his mind, Officer Sinclair insisted that he watch his friends and that they stare back at him. She moved between them to insure they were following her command.

Sergeant Powers smacked Clyde’s sore ass. “Spread ‘em, slut. My cock’s not getting into your pussy with your legs shut.”

The schoolgirl heels slid across the floor as Clyde separated his feet. His cheeks were spread by Sergeant Powers as the wet head of her strap-on pressed against his hole.

“Breathe, sissy. Try to relax your ass. I’ll work with you if you’ll work with me. If not, I’ll ram my cock up your ass.”

Her words did little to help Clyde relax. He tried to take in deep breaths, knowing that his ass was getting fucked whether he was able to relax or not. He could do this the easy way or the hard way. 

As he released exhaled, Sergeant Powers pressed her cock against him. The head pierced his cherry. Her cock felt twice as wide as it had looked to Clyde or felt in his mouth. Clyde’s hole tightened as his body pulled away.

Sergeant Powers caught him by the ruffles of his dress. “Calm down, sissy. It’s just my cock. Don’t fight it. There’s nowhere to run. Take your fucking like the bitch that you are. If you try to pull away again, I’ll make you suck this cock after I get done fucking you with it.”

“Eww,” Officer Sinclair said, curling up her mouth and nose. “Ass to mouth is gross. You better listen to her, sissy.”

“Maybe he’d like it,” Sergeant Powers said. “You never know with these sissies today.”

Clyde told himself to get it together. There was no way he was going to suck the strap-on after it had been in his ass. That was a level of degradation that he couldn’t survive.

Her strap-on worked its way into his tight ass. The opening of his anus burned as the skin stretched to accommodate the wide phallus. Clyde felt Sergeant Powers’ hands clasp his hips as she rocked back and forth. Her cock slid in and out of his ass, filling him with strange sensations.

“Beg me to fuck you harder, sissy,” Sergeant Powers ordered.

“Please fuck me harder, ma’am. Fuck me like the slut that I am.”

Officer Sinclair rubbed his wet hair as he was being fucked. The phallus drilled him, rubbing against his prostate with each thrust. Clyde hated that it felt good, and he hated it even more that he was getting an erection.

“Is that clit-stick getting hard?” Officer Sinclair asked.

Sergeant Powers stopped fucking him long enough to check. “Oh Lord, yes it is. Ha! Our sissy loves it. This slut has barely gotten her cherry popped and already her clit is throbbing.”

Officer Sinclair shook her head. “I guess he really is a sissy. I have to hand it to you, Sergeant. You can always spot them.”

“I just have more experience is all.”

Sergeant Powers smacked his ass and breathed harder as she held him and rocked her hips. Clyde noticed the angle of the phallus was now rubbing directly against his prostate. He felt his cock getting stiffer and precum starting to leak out of the tip. Having to watch his friends as they watched him not only take a strap-on, but actual enjoying it was a humiliation that he knew he’d never get over. If they somehow got out of this, he would have to move away and change his name.

“I think my sissy is going to come soon,” Sergeant Powers said. “She’s getting awfully wet over here.”

Officer Sinclair ran around the table to see for herself. She squealed with delight as she reached under Clyde and held his cock. “Oh, you’re right. It’s leaking like a faucet.” 

Having Officer Sinclair’s soft fingers around his cock got his precum pumping faster. These two women might have been psychopaths, but they were still a pair of hot psychopaths. If they had decided to make Clyde into their sex slave instead of their sissy slave, this would have been a wet dream come true.

Her finger slid down his hard shaft until it rested against his swollen glans. With her French-manicured nail, Officer Sinclair scooped the string of precum dripping out of his cock. She presented her finger in front of his face. “Look at your pussy juices, sissy. Can you boys see your friend’s cum from over there?” To Clyde’s dismay, he saw three heads nod. “Good. I want you all to know how quickly we can make you into our bitches on a fucking biological level. You won’t just pretend to be our bitches. We’ll make you into the groveling little hoes that you all are.” She wiped the cum against his lips. “Lick it up, sissy.”

Clyde stuck out his tongued and licked away the offering.

“A thank you would be appreciated,” Officer Sinclair said.

“Thank you, ma’am for letting me lick my cum.”

She giggled. “You know, it’s a shame we can’t put your mouth to better use. I wish I had my own strap-on.”

Sergeant Powers stopped fucking him. “Kelly, I picked up two strap-ons. I just figured you needed a rest from the caning, or I would have offered you one.”

“Oh, I didn’t realize. Do you think I have time to go grab it?”

“Of course, this sissy slut isn’t going anywhere. It should be in the bottom cabinet over there behind me. You don’t mind that it’s black, do you?”

Officer Sinclair scrunched up her face. “Well, no. But I like the pink color. It’s so much more girly. It makes you look like a princess.”

“I don’t mind the black one. You want to trade with me? I think it would be good to fuck this sissy with a big black cock.”

“Sure! I’ll grab the other strap-on while you’re taking off that one.”

Clyde whimpered as the cock slid out of him. He could take the weights, the clamps, sucking a phallus, and even getting fucked by a strap-on. But the idea of having to suck a cock that had just been shoved up his ass made his stomach turn.

The girls giggled as they exchanged cocks.

“Are you going to dry-fuck him?” Officer Sinclair asked.

“This pussy is pretty wet, but I’ll add a little of my spit since I’m such a nice sergeant. You hear that, sissy? You’re going to get some of my spittle shoved up your pussy.”

Clyde muttered a thank you.

The head of Sergeant Powers’ strap-on pressed against his gaped hole. Despite being open and ready for her cock, it was obvious that this one was larger than the last. Clyde gripped the edge of the desk as it filled every crevice of his anus. 

Officer Sinclair came around the desk, holding her cock by the base. The pink strap-on was wet with his spit and ass juices. Repulsed, Clyde turned his head away.

“Where you going, sissy?” Officer Sinclair asked. “You don’t want to suck my cock?” She grabbed Clyde’s head and forced it to turn back around. “Open that fucking mouth. You know you want to suck this dirty cock.”

There was no way out of this. Clyde opened his mouth. He tried to open it wide enough so that none of the cock would touch his mouth. That worked until Officer Sinclair grabbed his head and rammed her cock against the back of his throat.

“That’s it, sissy. Clean your filth off of my cock.”

From both holes, Clyde was filled as the women fucked his ass and face. The high of the marijuana was long gone. The only comfort was a shred of hope that there still might be a way out of this, however slim. Sergeant Powers’ new larger phallus drilled into his prostate. Despite the rancid flavors filling his mouth and the back of his throat, Clyde felt more precum leaking out of him. 

“Got a real slut here,” Sergeant Powers noted. “He’s dripping like a twenty-dollar whore.”

Officer Sinclair chuckled. “What do you expect from an ass-to-mouth sissy?”

Clyde didn’t care what they said. He focused on the one pleasurable aspect of this nightmare and tried to blot out the pain in his ass and the gagging sensations in his throat. Envisioning the women’s cleavage and their tight uniforms, he felt the grooves of Sergeant Powers’ cock knead his prostate. It didn’t take long for his balls to lift and tightened. When his ass cheeks started to clench and his legs quivered, he knew it was inevitable. He was going to come.

Sergeant Powers must have noticed because she started fucking him faster, ensuring that he would blow his load with two cocks filling his slutty orifices. Clyde was so close to the edge that he could no longer suck the cock in his mouth.

“Hey, our sissy isn’t licking my cock,” Officer Sinclair complained.

“That’s because he’s about to have his first sissy orgasm.”

“Oh!”

Officer Sinclair pulled the strap-on out of his mouth and backed away. Even though his friends were watching him, he couldn’t help it. He started moaning pleasurable cries.

“That’s it,” Sergeant Powers said. “Moan like a little sissy bitch. Ask me to make you come.”

Clyde felt his self-respect slip away. He didn’t care that a twisted woman was fucking him in front of his friends or that he was moaning like a college slut. He wanted her cock to take him over the edge and to spill his seed.

“Fuck me, ma’am. Please fuck me and make me come like the sissy slut that I am.”

Sergeant Powers needed no further begging. She drilled her big black cock into Clyde’s ass until his prostate started to spasm. It was unlike any orgasm he’d ever experienced before. A wave of heat built around the entrance of his ass and shot through his entire body. The spasm continued through his cock as thick streams of cum spat out. Unlike a traditional orgasm, the bliss in his cock was restricted and limited to only his sissy hole. The cum kept coming, shooting wave after wave of hot sperm. 

“Whew!” Sergeant Powers exclaimed. “We emptied this sissy of every drop of cum. Look at that mess underneath him.”

Officer Sinclair shook her head. “Quite a mess. Are you thinking what I’m thinking, Sergeant?”

“Definitely! Sissy, get on your knees and clean up your mess.”

Clyde was so weak after the milking that when Sergeant Powers released the grip on his waist, he felt his body slide away from the table and toward the floor. He didn’t have the energy to hold himself up or to resist their words. Clyde knew he was losing his mind. There was still some defiance in him, but it was quickly fading. After a few weeks or months under their draconian authority, Clyde didn’t think he would have any resistance left in him. He’d be the girls’ mindless slave and there would be no one to save him.

On his knees, he stared at the pool of cum on the linoleum floor. Clyde had never seen so much expelled from one release. Even his girlfriend couldn’t empty his cock like the black dildo had just accomplished.

“Lick it up,” Officer Sinclair said. “And swallow ever drop of your nasty sissy sperm.”

With his cock still rigid between his legs, Clyde bent over. The cum was right in front of his face, but he couldn’t will himself to do it. The rubber sole of Sergeant Powers’ boot pressed against his head. “Quit stalling, sissy.”

Clyde stuck at his tongue and began to slurp up his mess. His mouth filled with the bitter cum. Clyde swallowed as quickly as he could. Sergeant Powers’ boot didn’t ease off of his head until every drop had been licked up.

Officer Sinclair ran her baton across the bars of the cell like a stick being drawn along a picket fence. “I hope you boys are paying close attention. Don’t think we will go any easier on you. And, Mr. Big Mouth, I’ve got something real wicked planned for you.”

Mark kicked at the cell door.

“I think we know who’s up next,” Sergeant Powers said.

If they thought the threat would subdue Mark into a state of quiet submission, they had a lot to learn about the linebacker. The threat only made him more enraged. Mark slammed his foot into the cell door hard enough to rattle the foundation of the bars. Dust stirred and fell from the ceiling.

“Quit that!” Officer Sinclair hollered. Metal rang as she swung her baton at the cell door. It didn’t do much good. With the barrier between them, Officer Sinclair couldn’t reach Mark. He backed to the rear of the cell and charged the cell door. The linebacker swung a powerhouse kick that emitted a tremendous clatter. 

With a frightened look in her eyes, Officer Sinclair spun around. “Sergeant, he’s going to break the door!”

“The hell he is.” Sergeant Powers grabbed the keys from her belt and approached the cell door. “Back away, Kelly. And have your weapon ready in case this beast decides to do something stupid.”

Mark backed away from the door. Clyde thought he might be coming to his senses until the key turned and the lock opened. Mark reacted so quickly that Clyde barely saw it. He charged the cell door, heaving his shoulder into the frame. The iron gate slammed into Sergeant Powers, knocking her to the ground like a sacked quarterback. 

The defiance got Clyde’s attention and helped wake him from the fog of his submission. He saw Officer Sinclair reaching for her sidearm. She was so pretty that Clyde hated to touch her, but he knew that all of their lives depended upon his actions. Crouching, he charged the officer. His shoulder connected with her ribs, lifting her off her feet and knocking the gun to the ground.

Clyde pushed off Officer Sinclair and turned around. 

“Mmmphh! Mmmphh!” Mark mumbled, standing by the front door and motioning at it with his head. Pedro and Travis rushed out of the cell as well. Sergeant Powers was pulling out her own gun, but a swift kick by Pedro knocked the sidearm across the room. Being the only one without handcuffs, Clyde leapt to his feet and ran for the front door.

The four of them spilled out of the substation and into the hot Texas afternoon, three of them still handcuffed and gagged, and one in a sissy uniform with a beaten behind. The sun still hung in a cloudless sky, beating down on the barren earth. Clyde knew they didn’t have much time. Officer Sinclair and Sergeant Powers would soon get to their feet and then to their guns. Clyde ran for Sergeant Powers’ vehicle and jumped in the driver seat, reaching for the key. The engine revved to life. Clyde smiled.

Mark kicked the passenger door.

“Shit,” Clyde muttered, forgetting that his friends couldn’t open the doors with the handcuffs still on them. He reached over and opened the passenger door for Mark. Jumping out of the car, he opened Travis’ door in the rear. Pedro had taken it upon himself to employ some ingenuity by turning around and opening the handle with his fingers. It was a good thing too, because just as Clyde got Travis into the backseat, the front door of the substation blasted open. Sergeant Sinclair stood with her Glock trained on them.

Clyde ducked behind the driver side door and leapt inside. He ignored the popping sounds. Shifting the Highway Patrol car into reverse, Clyde slammed on the gas. A bullet broke through the window, creating a spider web of fissured glass. Clyde kept the car moving. Watching the driveway from the rearview mirror, he kept backing the car down the gravel drive at full speed.

“Anyone hurt?” Clyde asked. Looking around the vehicle, he saw only shaking heads. He saw that the bullet’s path had gone through the center console. They had been lucky. A few inches in any other direction and it probably would have struck one of them.

At the end of the drive, Clyde threw the gearstick into drive and took off for Interstate 10. He had no plans to do any sightseeing in Mistress City. As he drove away, he stared back down the gravel drive, watching to see if the officers were chasing them in the other patrol car. He didn’t spot them, but that didn’t mean they weren’t coming.

Driving at eighty miles per hour along the onramp, Clyde brought the Highway Patrol car skidding onto the interstate. He was soon doing well over a hundred with no plans to pull over for any flashing lights.
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As he drove, Clyde searched for anything that could cut loose his friends’ gags or zip ties, or if a spare set of keys to Mark’s handcuffs were lying around. He didn’t find anything useful.

He knew they would have to stop eventually. His mouth was so arid that the top of his tongue felt like sandpaper, and his ass was on fire. The gas gauge was below the one-quarter mark, and it wouldn’t be long until they passed someone who would notice four college students driving a Highway Patrol car. But Clyde wanted to put as much distance between them and Mistress City as possible. He still didn’t know if the other law enforcement stations out here were just as corrupt and sadistic as the one they’d escaped from.

Without their cell phones, Clyde was unable to call for help. He tried the Highway Patrol radio, but it only seemed to work on one frequency, and he wasn’t getting any response.

Approaching an interstate sign, Clyde looked up. They’d be at the next city in twenty miles. He could wait that long. They’d stop there and ask for help. He wasn’t sure if anyone would believe their story, but when they saw the shape the four of them were in, they’d have to know something pretty fucked up had happened.

Settling the vehicle down to seventy-five, Clyde felt himself breathe a sigh of relief. They’d made it to safety. Against all odds, the four of them had escaped.

That’s when the sirens screamed from behind. Clyde jumped in his seat and stared into the rearview mirror. Sun glinted off the grill of the Highway Patrol car riding his ass. Red and blue tore through the interior, angry wafts of light whipping them.

“Fuck!” Clyde shouted. “They followed us. Those bitches trailed us all the way out here.”

Mark kicked the dash. Pedro and Travis whimpered in the back.

Clyde wasn’t going away this time. He brought the Highway Patrol car to over 120 MPH. Then something happened. Clyde didn’t know what it was at first. The vehicle started to shake, losing traction with the road. The suspension seemed to go to hell, the car wobbling like they were driving on flat tires. That’s when Clyde figured it out: spike strips. He couldn’t figure out how the women had been able to get spike strips out in front of them.

With four flat tires, the Highway Patrol car trundled to a stop. The interstate filled with sirens and flashing lights. Clyde figured every law enforcement agency in a sixty-mile radius had been called out. A helicopter buzzed overhead.

“DRIVER, PUT YOUR HANDS IN THE AIR AND STEP OUT!”

The voice was that of man. These weren’t the same officers, he realized. Still wearing his sissy dress, Clyde stepped out of the Highway Patrol car, his schoolgirl heels touching the road. He looked around. There was a sea of patrol cars behind him.

“TURN AROUND AND FACE THE OTHER DIRECTION OR YOU WILL BE SHOT!”

Clyde wasn’t about to test the resolve of the Texas law enforcement’s trigger eagerness. He faced the other way and put his hands on his head.

The same directions were given to Mark. Somehow, he was able to shuffle out of the front seat. 

A female officer came up behind Clyde. “What the hell is going on here?”




***




With a blanket thrown over his shoulders in the back of an ambulance and a cup of coffee in his hands, Clyde recounted their story. The woman, who’d first approached him along with an older, gray-haired officer, listened.

The older man shook his head. “There’s no place in Texas called Mistress City. And those weren’t officers, son. Those are the Nightmare Sisters. At least, that’s what the press is calling them. They’re sexual sadists. We’ve been on their trail for more than a year now. A couple of weeks ago, two Highway Patrol cars went missing. That must have been them. We’ll try to catch them at the location you gave us, but I doubt we’ll find anything. Those two are always on the run. You all were lucky to have escaped. That’s a first.”

“What happened to the others?” Clyde asked.

“That’s not important,” the woman officer said. “Just be glad you’re safe.” She stood and stepped down from the back of the ambulance. Before she closed the door, the woman gave Clyde a wink. “By the way, you look adorable in your dress.”
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