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The Sissy Convention is
Next Week!

A Threesome in the Hotel
Pool with Two BBW Babes

 


By Gia Maria
Marquez

 


 


Marco couldn’t wait to get out of his
mustard-stained khakis and into a frilly little number, but after
driving all day his stomach was eating itself. He needed to pack
some food in there before getting all dolled up. Getting all dolled
up took forever and, anyway, he didn’t like to do it alone.

 


Usually, Marco would seek out one of the
women chaperoning their husbands. Those wives came along not
because they particularly wanted to attend a sissy convention, but
for fear that their husbands would spend the weekend sucking cock
and fucking ass if they weren’t there to supervise. Maybe he’d meet
up with some old friends at the hotel restaurant. Maybe he’d steal
someone’s wife away.

 


His motivations were not adulterous, or even
sexual. He just needed a woman to instruct him, to tell him, “Fit
your flat ass into that swishy little skirt before I…”

 


It didn’t even matter what the threat was.
Any threat would do.

 


His cock twitched inside the satin panties
he’d been wearing all day, and he reached down to tuck it away.
Even in the air-conditioned hotel room, a bead of sweat dripped
down the small of his back. Maybe it was too hot to be wearing a
tight ladies’ camisole under his polo shirt, but he always felt
naked if he went without.

 


Shoving his key card in his wallet, Marco
skipped out of his hotel room and hopped down the hallway. He
couldn’t wait to set his sights on some familiar sissy faces. When
he was around other sissies, he didn’t feel so freakish or
alone.

 


The sign outside his preferred hotel
restaurant read “Closed for Private Function,” which sort of
surprised him. The organizers hadn’t mentioned hiring the place.
Could it be that their little sissy convention had grown large
enough to take over the entire hotel?

 


When he peeked inside the restaurant,
though, he didn’t see any familiar faces. None at all. In fact…
well, this was odd. There was a buffet set up. The men around it
came in all shapes and sizes. The women, on the other hand, came in
three sizes: big, bigger, and biggest. Marco had never seen so many
big, beautiful women all in one place.

 


But what were they doing at his sissy
convention?

 


“Can I help
you?”

 


Shrieking like a little girl, Marco spun
around to find two large women standing behind him. One had dark
skin and twisty hair. The other had light skin and blond hair that
curled softly under her chin.

 


“Are you here for the
convention?” The light-skinned woman offered her hand and Marco
shook it. “I’m Brenda. I’m one of the organizers.”

 


“Organizers?” Marco looked
from one woman to the other. “I thought Gerald was still organizing
it. I’m sure the email invite came from him.”

 


“Gerald?” the dark-skinned
woman asked. “You mean Janet? I’m Janet.”

 


Marco shook his head. “No, Gerald. He
also goes by Trixie? He’s been organizing this convention since…
well, since forever.”

 


Janet and Brenda exchanged a look and then,
both at once, broke out laughing.

 


“Oh!” Janet said. “You’re
here for the sissy convention.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


Brenda shook her head. “Honey, baby, the
sissy convention is next week. We only know because we tried
to book this place for next weekend but your sissy friends already
had it.”

 


“You’re a week early,”
Janet said, in a way that seemed truly sympathetic.

 


“No, that can’t be right.
I wrote it down and everything.” Looking between them in dismay,
Marco asked, “Are you sure?”

 


When they nodded, their big bodies jiggled
in affirmation.

 


“But I… I booked my room.
I have all my stuff here. I drove all day!”

 


“Poor baby,” Janet said,
and kindly rubbed his arm. “Hey, how ‘bout you join our party? It’s
always a blast.”

 


“Party?” Marco was too
frazzled and upset with himself to pay attention. “What kind of
party?”

 


The women laughed together and said, “This
is the BBW and admirers pool party!”

 


Marco peeked into the restaurant. “You’ve
got a pool in there?”

 


Their smiles glowed pearly white. They
giggled and fondled his arms, hanging off his much smaller body.
“You’re so funny,” Brenda said. “The pool is out back, of course.
We were just about to grab a bite at the buffet, and then head out
for a swim.”

 


“You’ll have to wait half
an hour,” Marco joked.

 


They laughed their heads off, making him
feel like a god. He wasn’t that funny…

 


“Come on, cutie pie.”
Janet pulled him toward the buffet. “Dig in.”

 


How could he refuse? He was starving! But as
they escorted him across the restaurant, all he could think was how
jealous he was that Janet and Brenda got to wear those long, swishy
sundresses. Marco was stuck in stupid khakis. Bad enough he had to
dress like this for work every day. The weekends were supposed to
be his time.

 


What would these women say if he asked them
upstairs? Just to help him dress… nothing raunchy. They already
knew he’d signed up for the sissy convention, so they couldn’t be
too shocked.

 


Marco scooped everything from the buffet
table onto his plate while his new friends selected slices of
cantaloupe and watermelon. “Is that all you’re eating?” Marco asked
as they ushered him to a booth.

 


“In this weather?” Setting
her plate on the table, Brenda fanned herself with one hand.
“Goodness, it’s a wonder I can eat anything at all.”

 


Janet had served herself a little more than
just fruit: tabouleh, lentil salad, all healthy stuff. She fit
herself into the booth and slid toward the wall so Marco could get
in beside her. When a waiter came by to take their drink orders, he
let the women order for him while he stared, in awe, at the way
Janet’s belly met the table. Had he ever seen such big women?

 


“So, what’s your
convention all about?” Marco asked as he shovelled food into his
mouth.

 


From across the table, Brenda’s leg met his.
“We hold it every year for big women and the men who love us. You
know the term BBW?”

 


Marco nodded as he filled his gob.

 


“Well, that’s us, sugar.”
Brenda playfully slid the strap of her dress down her shoulder. She
winked at him. “In fact, Janet and me are heading in the
super-sized direction.”

 


“Oh. Okay.” Marco wasn’t
entirely sure what that meant. But it didn’t matter. These women
seemed extremely pleased with themselves, which was nice to
see.

 


“In our day-to-day lives,
people laugh at us. People stare.” Janet looked to Brenda, who
agreed with a nod. “But at the BBW pool party we’re surrounded by
men who love us. We’re not only tolerated or accepted—we’re
desired!”

 


“These guys really get
their rocks off on big women,” Brenda said. “I guess it’s the same
with you and your sissy convention, right?”

 


Marco furrowed his brow and set his fork
down. “In a way yes, in a way no. Because, with you two… I mean,
your bodies are always there. You can’t go to the supermarket and
leave them at home. But with me, I only dress up at home or at
house parties or conventions like the one I thought I was coming to
this weekend. A lot of people might think I was a freak if they
knew, but they don’t know. I leave my sissy self at home.”

 


“In the bedroom?” Janet
asked, playfully jabbing him with her elbow. “When you come to your
sissy convention, is it just one big orgy free-for-all?”

 


Marco laughed as the waiter brought their
drinks. He swallowed his down and let the alcohol burn his throat.
When the waiter left, he said, “The sissy convention is playful…
light-hearted. It’s about dressing up and feeling pretty. Sex
doesn’t enter into the equation for most people, regardless of what
some sissies’ wives might think. Certainly, it doesn’t get sexual
for me.”

 


Cocking her head, Brenda said, “Hmm… now,
isn’t that interesting?”

 


“Not at all what I
thought.” Janet bit into her watermelon and then laughed when some
of its pink juice dripped down her chest. “Oops! That’s one juicy
melon. Help me out, Marco?”

 


She held the melon over her plate so Marco
could wipe down her chest with a napkin. His hands trembled.
Obviously, she was coming on to him. She could easily have wiped
that trickle away herself. But when he traced the napkin down her
enormous breast, Brenda’s foot found the side of his leg. They were
coming at him from every angle!

 


“I’m trying to picture
what you’d look like in a pretty little dress,” Brenda said. “Bet
you’d be drop-dead gorgeous. Bet I wouldn’t be able to keep my
hands off you.”

 


He swallowed hard. “I don’t know about
that.”

 


“What about us?” Janet
asked. “Have you ever been naked with a big, beautiful
woman?”

 


Before he could answer, Brenda asked, “Have
you ever been naked with two big beautiful women?”

 


“No,” he stammered. “No to
both questions. Never been… nope, never…”

 


“Have you ever had a
threesome at all?” Janet asked, making him feel like a total
virgin.

 


“Well, no, no I haven’t
done that.”

 


She leaned in close. “But you’d like
to.”

 


When the warm coconut scent on her skin
struck his senses, he just about fainted.

 


“Don’t be too forceful,”
Brenda said as she rubbed his leg with hers. “We don’t even know if
he likes girls. Maybe he’s gay.”

 


“No, I’m not. I’m really
not.” Marco shook his head adamantly. “I like women. Always
have.”

 


“Do you like us?”
Janet asked as she cozied up beside him.

 


Oh, her skin! Her body was so warm he
couldn’t bear it. Sliding out of the booth, he said, “I’m baking in
here. Time to hit the pool, I’d say.”

 


“Whatever you want, baby.”
Janet put down some money for the drinks and the women shuffled out
of the bench seats. “I thought you’d rather wait half an hour in my
room.”

 


“Or in mine,” Brenda
chimed in. “I can’t get over how cute you are. And I can’t stop
picturing you all prettied up.”

 


Marco blushed. “Let’s just go outside, I
think.”

 


The late afternoon sun gleamed against
turquoise water. So much bare flesh! He couldn’t believe it. Big
women, some positively huge, wore bikinis without shame. Their
tummies spilled over their bathing suit bottoms. Their bum cheeks
insisted on being seen. And their breasts! Marco had never seen
such breasts!

 


“Wow,” he said. “Women,
women everywhere!”

 


“So let’s all have a
drink!” Brenda laughed.

 


In the shallow end of the pool, a
photographer snapped shots of a freckled young woman with
strawberry blonde hair and a huge rack. Huge everything, in fact.
But she played for the camera like any sweet young vixen, squeezing
her tits together and showing off her curves. Marco couldn’t take
his eyes off her.

 


“I’m wearing my bikini
under this dress,” Janet said, undoing the buttons that ran down
its front. “What about you, Marco? Did you bring a bathing suit
along?”

 


“No,” Marco said. “I never
do.”

 


But he must have looked shifty while he said
it, because Brenda asked, “What are you thinking, there,
soldier?”

 


“Uck.” Marco laughed. “I’d
rather be a sissy than a soldier.”

 


“Okay, then sissy—” She
poked him in the ribs and both women giggled. “What’s on your
mind?”

 


He was thinking about the panties and
camisole set he’d worn. They could almost pass for a bathing suit.
But then his attention shifted to Janet as her dress slid down her
arms, revealing a turquoise bikini and a whole lot of skin.

 


“Wow…”

 


Her belly was… well, it wasn’t quite as huge
as some of the others around the pool, but it was quite
substantial. And her bikini top didn’t seem a match for those
pendulous breasts. He wondered how much they weighed, each of those
big boobs. He was just waiting for her bikini straps to snap and
let the flesh cascade out.

 


“Sissy!” Brenda snapped,
in a tone that made Marco’s cock twitch inside his body. “If you
want to stare at some real fat, grab the bottom of my dress and
pull it up over my head. I’ll show you!”

 


He did as he was told, bending to grab the
fabric that swished around her ankles. When he lifted it, he caught
sight of her large legs and even larger hips. Brenda was right—her
belly was bigger than Janet’s, not that it was a
competition. At least, not to him. Maybe Brenda and Janet were
competitive between themselves. Maybe they were competing for
him!

 


“Take it off, sissy! Over
my head.”

 


“Sorry.” Marco lifted the
reams of fabric and tossed the dress over her. It was a challenge
because she was taller than he was. “There we go. That’s
better.”

 


Her bikini was hot pink, and it made her
skin glow. So much skin! So much flesh!

 


“What are you gonna wear
in the pool?” Janet asked. “If you don’t have a bathing suit, I
guess you’ll just have to swim naked!”

 


“No, no, I won’t be doing
that,” Marco stammered. “I actually wore a… well, it’s a little
embarrassing if you’re not used to it…”

 


 

“Used to what?” Janet
asked, trapping him between herself and Brenda.

 


He’d never been so close to two such very
large women. It was extremely… arousing…

 


“If I take off my clothes,
you’ll see what I’ve got on underneath. It could certainly pass for
a bathing suit.”

 


“Well, go for it,” Brenda
said. “Who’s stopping you? We’re all friends, here.”

 


He swallowed hard. This wasn’t exactly the
sissy convention, but it was a gathering of enthusiasts… so
the atmosphere felt somewhat similar. Taking a deep breath, Marco
lifted his top over his head.

 


Laughing, Brenda and Janet ran their hands
all over his front and his back. “Well, well!” Janet said. “This
sure is girly.”

 


“Thanks,” Marco said.
“That’s kind of the point.”

 


Brenda leaned in close enough to whisper in
his ear. “You like wearing girly clothes, do you, sissy?”

 


“I do,” he said. “I
really, really do.”

 


Janet took the other ear, pressing her big
belly and boobs right up against his front. “Does this mean you’re
wearing women’s panties too?”

 


Marco nodded. “They even match the
camisole.”

 


“Ooh!” They both chuckled
and cooed. “Let’s see, sissy boy.”

 


As Marco looked around the deck, he asked
himself whether he wanted anyone else to be watching. He really
wasn’t sure. As it was, a few eyes subtly glanced his way. Most
were fixated on the plus-size model climbing out of the pool. She
sure was hot.

 


Marco’s fingers trembled as he unbuckled his
belt. When his khakis slid down to his feet, Brenda and Janet both
took a step back. A few more faces turned his way. They snickered
when they got a look at his pinkish panties.

 


His cock pulsed deep inside its hiding
place.

 


“Wait up,” Janet said,
holding her hand in the air like she was directing traffic.
“Where’s your bulge, sissy boy?”

 


“Oh.” It was awkward,
introducing people to a world he knew so well. “It’s tucked away.
Sorry.”

 


“What’s the issue?”
Circling around him to get a good look at his front, Brenda burst
out laughing. “You’ve got no dick! What are you, some kind of
dickless sissy?”

 


“It’s tucked,” he
said, more loudly than before. Oh sheesh, he was attracting even
more attention now. “I put it away. I put it up… inside
me.”

 


“Inside you?” Janet
cackled. “What, like you’re fucking your own self?”

 


Brenda grabbed the waistband of his panties.
“Let’s have a look at this.”

 


“No, no…” He backed up,
not realizing how close he was to the pool. His heel crossed the
threshold, landing on nothing, and he fell backwards. The water
slapped his back like an all-over spanking and he cried out as he
sank into the coolish water. Oh, it did feel nice against his
almost-naked skin.

 


When he resurfaced, Janet did a cannonball,
splashing water in his face. Revellers laughed and cheered at her
daring. Meanwhile, Brenda slipped into the pool, finding a ledge to
stand on. Marco swam over to her and Janet joined them. There was
hardly enough room for the three of them and, once again, the
women’s big boobs and bellies pressed into his body from either
side.

 


“Trying to get away from
us, sissy?” Brenda asked.

 


Janet tsked from behind him. “Naughty,
naughty. The more you try to get away, the more we’re gonna crush
your itty bitty body.”

 


“You will?”

 


Laughing, they bumped up against him,
squishing his frame between their two huge bodies. He’d never felt
anything like it. Brenda bounced against him, pressing her breasts
so hard to his front that they squeezed together to form a huge
line of cleavage. Those boobs! God! They were like two fleshy beach
balls. How did these women carry those things around all day?

 


Marco didn’t know what to say. He stammered,
“You two! You’re so… I mean, wow, you’ve got such big…
everything.”

 


They crowed with laughter, and Janet wrapped
her arms tightly around his waist. “All the better to squish you
with, my dear.”

 


Not to be beaten, Brenda wrapped her arms
around Marco’s neck. “Have you got a favourite part, sissy
boy?”

 


She must have spotted him glancing at her
huge breasts, because she laughed and said, “Real original.”

 


“What?” Janet asked, from
behind his back.

 


“He was looking at my
big-ass tits.”

 


“How about my big-ass
ass?” Janet asked Marco. “You ever dream of splitting open a
huge set of butt cheeks and driving your cock in some fat chick’s
hole?”

 


“Don’t ask him a question
like that,” Brenda cut in. Marco almost felt relieved until she
went on to say, “A sissy boy like Marco’s bound to have a
teeny-tiny pecker. If he tried to jab it in your fat ass, he
wouldn’t even reach.”

 


Janet’s hands slid down his front. “Is that
true, sissy? You got a teeny-tiny pecker?”

 


“I… I don’t know if you’d
call it big or small. I really couldn’t say.” He gulped, looking
around the pool, wide-eyed. Was anybody watching them? A few eyes,
here and there. Most of the women at this convention had paired up
with a chaser or two, and everybody was deep in conversation or…
well, other things.

 


“I can’t wait to get my
hands on this itty-bitty cock of yours.” Janet’s fingers tickled
his pubic hair. “Where is it? Maybe you don’t have one… or is it
just super-super-small?”

 


“Oh, it’s in there.” Marco
helped her by adjusting himself, letting his cock loose in her
hand.

 


Janet gasped and giggled. “Oh Brenda, it
feels so weird. Like it’s growing out of him all at once!”

 


“I told you,” Marco said.
“I keep it tucked away. I don’t like seeing a bulge when I look at
myself in a nice pair of panties.”

 


“What if we take away the
panties?” Brenda hooked one thumb around the waistband and yanked
them down until the front of his underwear was nestled beneath his
balls.

 


Pool water rushed against his naked crotch,
forcing out the heat he kept in his pubic hair. The sensation made
him gasp. His dick grew in Janet’s hand, making her coo in his ear,
like she got off turning him on.

 


“Hey,” Janet said. “You’re
not so small.”

 


“I never said I was.”
Marco’s throat clicked repeatedly, making it hard for him to talk.
“You did.”

 


“Oh no.” Janet’s fist
encircled the base of his cock, but Brenda found the tip. “We would
never say such a mean thing like that to a nice sissy like
you.”

 


Marco didn’t know how to respond. Maybe it
was the bright summer sun, maybe it was the sheer arousal these
women’s bodies brought him, but he just couldn’t think anymore.
Janet’s big belly slammed into the small of his back, which made
him feel like she was fucking him, somehow. Her breasts moved
against his upper back and, even through the stretchy fabric of his
camisole, he could feel when she lifted them out of that turquoise
bikini top.

 


Not to be beaten, Brenda let go of Marco’s
cock and lifted her massive tits out of her bikini. Those two
swells of flesh were so enormous Marco struggled to make out
nipples. Where were they? What colour? Was this Brenda woman, this
stranger who was squishing him in the pool, nippleless?

 


Oh, no. There they were: two pinky-brown
tits that pebbled gently in the middle. How could he have missed
them?

 


Bending back, Brenda lifted her breasts out
of the pool and then dropped them. Marco didn’t look around to see
if other people were staring. They must be. They must. When her
breasts hit the water, it splashed up in front of him. He gripped
the ledge of the pool with one hand and Brenda’s bikini bottoms
with the other. The tides of other BBWs swimming and splashing
moved the three of them en masse, and he feared they would all
float away if he didn’t anchor them somehow.

 


“You like big tits,
Marco?” Brenda picked hers up and let them splash in the pool. “Oh
yes you do. I can feel your cock pressing between my folds. You
like my tits a whole damn lot.”

 


“Your folds?” he
asked.

 


Janet laughed behind him, and stroked his
dick a little firmer, a little harder. “We don’t know your world
and you don’t know ours, sissy.”

 


“Huh?” He didn’t
understand.

 


Brenda released her breasts and wrapped her
arms around his neck. “Can’t you feel your cock fucking my fat
folds?”

 


He closed his eyes and listened to his body.
Janet had a good grip on the root of his dick, but there was
something warm and fairly tight fitted around the top half of his
erection. That was fat? He was fucking folds of fat?

 


Nibbling his neck, Brenda wrapped one of her
calves around one of his and the fat folds tightened around his
cockhead. Oh, the sensation changed when she began writhing,
half-naked, against his body. Suddenly it didn’t feel so much like
he was driving his cock into her—it felt more like her folds were
sucking him, blowing him as well as any mouth.

 


How was this happening? He’d met these two
women, these two organizers of a BBW convention, and they’d taken
him under their wings. They’d brought him into the pool wearing
nothing but his sweet sissy panties and camisole, and now they were
both topless and one was stroking his dick while the other offered
her belly as a reward.

 


His knees buckled, but Janet held him
between those two huge bodies. The weaker he felt, the more they
squished him. They pushed together, pressed together like sardines,
and all Marco could think was how lucky he was. This might not be
his beloved sissy convention, but he’d found two women who thought
his pink panties were pretty hot.

 


“Oh my!” Marco choked on
pool water as it splashed between Brenda’s boobs.

 


Janet stroked him harder, faster. “You ready
to come, sissy?”

 


“Yes!”

 


“Think he deserves it?”
Brenda asked. “What did he ever do for us?”

 


“He’ll pay us back later,”
Janet replied. “In his hotel room.”

 


“Yes!”

 


Brenda mashed her massive tits against his
front, making him wish he could do the same: tits on tits. His
would be smaller, but that didn’t matter. Any tits! Anything!

 


“How’s he gonna pay us
back?” Brenda asked Janet.

 


Her hand raced up and down his dick, sliding
into the space of Brenda’s belly fat before throttling the base.
“He’s gonna pay us back by showing us what a pretty little sissy he
can be.”

 


Marco gasped, choked. Water, water
everywhere!

 


“You mean he’s gonna put
on a dress for us?” Brenda asked.

 


“A dress, stockings,
make-up—whatever it is he and his little sissy friends do at
their convention.”

 


“Oooh, that sounds kinky,”
Brenda said. “And if he isn’t pretty enough, we’ll sit on
him.”

 


“We’ll sit on his
face.”

 


“We’ll sit on his big ol’
sissy cock.”

 


“We’ll suffocate him with
our boobs.”

 


“We’ll suffocate him with
our bellies.”

 


“He won’t know what hit
him!”

 


“Oh God!” Throwing his
arms around Brenda’s massive body, Marco launched himself between
her hot folds. The motion sent Janet toppling against his back,
driving the three of them underwater in one swollen
mass.

 


It happened in slow motion. Brenda’s legs
wrapped around his and Janet’s hand slipped from Marco’s erection
to his big balls. She held on for dear life, not only cupping them,
but squeezing so hard it hurt. Didn’t matter, at this stage.
Nothing could put Marco off. He was too close. Breathless and
underwater, sandwiched between two big babes, he unloaded in the
folds of Brenda’s belly fat.

 


He just kept coming and coming, jerking and
bucking. Quivering. Oh, it felt so good. So good. So warm and wet
and comfortable, crunched between the largest women he’d ever been
with. Even as they swam in syncopation, Marco’s cock continued to
spew cum against Brenda’s soft skin. By the time he’d run out of
air, he’d forgotten he needed to breathe.

 


They all emerged at once, in one heap of
bikinis and skin. Gasping, they clung to one another. The ledge…
where was the pool ledge? Oh, his arms didn’t work. He needed the
girls to carry him, and they did. His saviours!

 


“Excuse me?” A hotel
security guard approached the edge of the pool and gazed down at
them. He didn’t need to say another word. He certainly didn’t need
to be explicit. He simply said, “We’ve received a number of
complaints.”

 


“Oh, I’m sure your pool’s
got worse things in it than a little jizz.” Brenda
laughed.

 


The security guard stood like a statue.
Marco had never felt so small.

 


“Don’t worry,” Janet said,
pushing them toward the steps that led out of the pool. “We’re
leaving. We’ve got plenty to do… in private.”

 


As Janet and Brenda arranged their big boobs
inside their bikini tops, Marco tucked himself away in his pink
panties. So they’d sit on him if he wasn’t pretty enough, would
they? As he stood in the summer sun, half in and half out of the
hotel pool, he couldn’t tell whether that prospect scared him… or
turned him on beyond all reason.

 


The End
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And Sissy Makes Three

~Femdom Menage a Trois Erotica~

 


When Richard gets
home from work to find his wife’s best friend sitting in his chair
and drinking his beer, let’s just say he’s not impressed. Sheryl’s
been dumped again, and she wants to know how Christie and Richard
keep their marriage so fresh. Richard breaks out in a sweat when he
hears that question. His wife would never tell her bisexual bestie
she likes it when Richard dresses up in make-up and heels… would
she?

 


They’ve never told
anybody what they do behind closed doors. If Sheryl finds out about
pegging the sissy, will she be shocked into submission or insist on
joining in?
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