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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
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