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I DISCOVERED MY SISSY identity in college, learning that I not only preferred having sex with men but also that I was happiest when I was dressed like a sexy bimbo, and being treated like one as well. It was a transformation that stayed with me as I went out into the world, 

I had a dream job working for an in-flight magazine. I'd interned in college like most of the serious kids in my journalism class. The magazine did well but no one wanted to end up there. They'd use it as a credit on their resume when they went off to work for some big paper or magazine. It was a steppingstone to somewhere else for them, but not to me. Where others saw a dead-end, I saw opportunity. 

That's why when we graduated, I stuck around and accepted an offer to stay on with pay. My boss Mr. Sanders accepted and understood my needs. He called me into his office every chance he got to dress me down, devouring me all the while with his eyes. Things have changed so much that I bet most of the kids I went to school with would do anything to be in my position now. Instead they're working for little or no pay, writing online, competing with kids half their age on blogs for hits and re-tweets because their salaries depend on it. 

And because my boss wants to fuck my brains out, I can pretty much pick my own assignment. I get to travel all over the country and write about all the interesting things I see and the amazing people I meet along the way. Usually this time of year I jet over to Hawaii and catch the Pipeline Masters, soaking in the sun and sleeping with as many gorgeous, cut professional surfers as I could convince to walk on the wild side for the night. 

I could be there right now, I thought wistfully, the sadness overtaking me. Wearing a sexy little bikini, instead of lost in and icy winter land trying my luck with a bunch of Yeti's up and in the frozen mountains. 

I'd been driving through the icy wasteland for what felt like hours when the accident happened. The landscape visible from highway 50 in Colorado resembled the ice world of Hoth more than the route to a major ski and snowboarding destination. I had seen another car for over thirty minutes. I hadn't had a signal on my cell phone for over an hour, and it didn't look like I would be getting one any time soon. The car I'd rented didn't come with satellite radio either. I'd started out excited, singing to myself to keep my spirits up, but soon got bored. 

“There isn't a soul around,” I said to myself in surprise. “I could be driving around out here completely naked, and no one would know.” 

Being the sissy slut that I am, that gave me an idea. I pulled my yoga pants down them down around my ankles, enjoying the feeling of the seat on my bare ass. I hadn't tried driving and masturbating since I was in college, but it seemed like a fun way to pass the time. I spit in my hand and set to work getting myself hard, loving the way my panties rode up the crack of my ass as I did. 

“Who cares if I make a mess?” I laughed to myself. “It's not my car anyway, and I did purchase insurance. I wonder what they'd bill me for soaking their seats in fresh cock juice?” 

I set to work, using one hand to steer and the other to rub the helmet of my excited sissy clit. I was already getting worked up just thinking about how dirty I was being for pleasuring myself on the road. I started by imagining the look on a trucker’s face if he pulled up next to me. I drove in bursts, speeding up as I got closer to cumming, then catching myself and pulling back. The last thing I needed was to blast through a mountain pass speed trap and bring down the heat on myself. 

“Then again,” I fantasized out loud, “running into a big, strong man with my pants down could definitely have its advantages.” 

That did it! 

After that I lost myself in the illicit fantasy of being pulled over by a hunky local cop then frisked and roughly fucked so he could teach me a lesson about road safety. I had some ideas about what he could do with his handcuffs too, not to mention that big, black nightstick. By the time I got to the part where he was calling for back up to help tag team me into submission, I was nearly cumming. That's when I hit the brake for an upcoming turn and skidded clear off the road into a ditch. 

My heart beat in my chest so loud I thought it might burst right out of my chest and make a break for it. I came to rest in the bottom of a shallow ravine filled with loose powder tucked against a boulder. 

You've got to be kidding me? I thought, my eyes drifting up to watch hand sized flakes of snow gently pat down onto the windshield. How the hell do people survive this every year? 

I rolled down the windows, looking out over snow blanketed tundra. There was a shimmer of light in the distance that looked like it might be a house. It flickered brightly in the vast emptiness like a beacon of hope. 

“How am I supposed to get there?” 

It was frigid cold outside. I shut the car off and sat for a moment, trying to regain my composure. Despite being scared half to death my dick was still hard as ice. Why had I volunteered to cover the snow show at Crested Butte? 

Being stuck in a wintery ditch wasn't quite how I imagined I would be starting off my holiday. I dreamed I'd be sipping warm butterscotch liquor by a roaring log cabin fire, the smell of burning pine sap wafting over the room, while I stared deeply into the soulful eyes of a professional snowboarder and listened to him describe his last run at the Winter X Games. 

I was considering just cranking out a quickie, just to lift my spirits, when I heard a man's gravelly voice coming from the passenger side of my car. 

“You all right in there?” It was a deep baritone voice, but he spoke softly to do his best to not surprise me. It was too late. I turned in shock. My rigid erection was still showing. I patted my shirt down, suddenly acutely aware of the tingle between my cheeks. A blush of red blazed through my cheeks as I tried my best to face him. 

“I'm in a bit of a mess,” I said shyly. 

“It sure looks that way,” he said, a grin blossoming on his rugged face. 

He's a cowboy, I thought. A real life cowboy like something out of one of those old cigarette ads they used to have in magazines when I was a little girl has come to my rescue. 

“Where am I?” I must have looked like such a wreck. I could still feel my pants hanging from my foot. I kicked around trying to dislodge them, but they got stuck on the brake pedal comically, and after a bit of fidgeting I finally gave up, reaching down to pull them up as if it were the most normal thing in the world. 

“Welcome to Gunnison,” he said pleasantly. “We're a small town on the way to where you're probably headed by the looks of things.” 

He glanced for a moment at the piles of luggage in the backseat then back at me I arched my eyes at his slight. 

“Now hold on there,” he said defensively as I got ready to give him a piece of my mind he wouldn't soon forget. “I'm not trying to get your dander up. I promise. It was just a bit of good-mannered teasing.” 

I froze, taken back by his wide, earnest mouth full of bright white teeth. He was just playing with me. Why was I always so hotheaded, so quick to overreact?  My lovers had teased me about it for years, but I never seemed to learn. 

You almost just chased off the one guy willing to help you in a snowstorm genius, I thought derisively. What's next? You gonna eat yellow snow and hitchhike back to the beach? 

“You sure you're okay, little lady?” He asked. “You seem a little disoriented.” 

“I'm fine,” I said, a little too quickly. “I'm just a little out of sorts if you know what I mean. Thank you for stopping.” 

“I'm Calvin,” he said politely. “Folks around her call me Big Cal.” 

It was my turn to give him a sarcastic look. He took it in stride, fighting back a chuckle. 

“It sounds a little funny, I know,” he said with a shrug. “I'm a US Marshal by trade. Nicknames come with the job is all. That's my cabin down there nestled against the edge of the pine trees. It's about five miles down the road or so. You can clean up there if you like while we see if we can reach Randy with the snowplow to tow you out.” 

“Randy?” 

“Good guy. Works for the State. Wife and kids at home over by main street,” Cal said. “He's a highway guy, usually clearing roads early in the day. The only problem is that means generally by six at night you're lucky if he isn't three sheets to the wind. You might be looking at staying a night.” 

The thought of being trapped with a strange guy I'd never met in a cabin in the woods in the middle of nowhere with no one to call for help made me pause a moment. 

It's like the plot of a bad horror movie, I thought, or a really good porno. 

He sensed my hesitation. 

“Hey, listen,” he said, his voice going soft again and pulling me into his spell. “I understand if you're nervous about accepting a ride, but I can't leave you out here to freeze to death. Why don't you grab a bag or two and we'll make that call. Afterward I can run you by the local motel and you can get checked in, that is of course if we can't raise Randy.” 

I was totally spell bound by him. He was like something out of my wet dreams come to life. 

Maybe I died in the crash after all, I thought. This man is my idea of heaven! He obviously saw my sissy clit. He knows I’m a crossdresser, but he’s still being flirty. How am I supposed to sit next to him with this waning erection and not fantasize about riding his hard cock?  

“It's not like you have many other options,” he said, looking pensive now. He reached into his jacket and pulled out his badge, showing it to me. “See there? It says US Marshal right on it.” 

It wasn't the badge that won me over. It was the sparkle in his beautiful eyes and the honey in his voice. I could feel every word tingling in my balls like a tiny electrical zing. I craved him, plain and simple. There wasn't anything else to it. 

“You're right,” I said, batting my eyes at him. “I'm just so lucky you came along when you did.” 

“All right then, missy,” he said, his face brightening again with confidence. “Grab a suitcase and let's go.” 

“All I need is my backpack,” I said, lifting the handle of my door. It was stuck! I must have hit it when I slid off the road. I scurried over the center console, careful not to give my new friend another premature flash of my privates. 

I opened the door and stepped out with a smile, trying to look sexy. Instead my foot slipped on a patch of ice, and I began to tumble forward right onto him. I thought for sure that we would tumble over and be swallowed up in the snow, but he caught and held me. His arms were like thick tree trunks, but his hands were soft. He smelled like aftershave and sweat. I felt my knees giving way at his touch. 

I want him to fuck me so bad, my mind screamed. He's got broad shoulders, thick dark hair and a matching beard. 

He's strong and confident, with cocky silver eyes, but gentle and patient. 
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