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      Christina sighed a little as she watched the two blond women walk past her, through the hotel’s pool area to the private cabanas, where the hotel employee manning the velvet rope quickly let them through, staring at their chests the entire time. Not that Christina could blame the man — she’d been staring, too. What else was she supposed to do when they looked like they’d attached an air pump to their tits and inflated?

      She watched the two women giggle and thank the man, then mince their way to one of the private, covered cabanas. They were wearing heels, Christina realized. Who the hell wore heels to the swimming pool?

      Well, they’re not here to go swimming, she thought, and a felt a little superior to them. She wasn’t swimming either—she was re-reading The Fellowship of the Ring for the 4th time, which she’d begun only about a week before, on National Tolkien Day, but if she wanted to swim, she was wearing her very practical Speedo lap-swimming suit.

      To her left, the small child in the beach chair six inches away from her own dropped his juice box. Purple liquid splattered on Christina, and the child began wailing.

      “Am I tan yet?” asked Danielle, reclining to Christina’s right. She’d wanted to come to Vegas for her thirtieth birthday, just the two of them, and she was better at this whole “Vegas” thing than Christina was. For one, she wore a bikini to the pool, like a regular person; she also actually owned dresses for clubbing and not just boyfriend-fit jeans from Old Navy.

      “It’s hard to tell, it’s too bright out here,” said Christina. “Maybe a little bit?”

      Danielle looked over at her and moved her massive sunglasses out of the way. “You’re still paper-white.”

      Christina held up her bottle of SPF 50. “I don’t want skin cancer,” she said.

      Danielle just sighed. “Don’t lecture me,” she said.

      Christina picked up her tattered book again, and began re-reading Frodo’s adventure.

      

      Thirty minutes later, she put the book down. It was too noisy and distracting to concentrate at the pool — kids screaming everywhere, drunk people yelling even though it was only one in the afternoon. There was just so much people watching at a place like this. Women with blond hair and inflated lips kept wandering by, and it started to seem to Christina like they were everywhere — and they were all wearing heels, at the pool! Wasn’t that dangerous?

      Furthermore, they all had slushy, fruity drinks, so there was clearly a bar somewhere.

      It’s only 1 p.m., Christina thought to herself.

      You’re on vacation, she argued. Day drinking is fine.

      She looked down at herself: fantasy novel, ugly strap-on sandals, ugly one-piece bathing suit, ratty old towel she’d grabbed from home.

      Have a little fun for once, she thought.

      “I’m going to get a daiquiri,” she announced to Danielle. “Do you want one?”

      Danielle turned her head slightly and shaded her eyes from the sun. “Look at you, drinking at one in the afternoon.”

      “We’re on vacation.”

      Danielle just laughed. “I wasn’t making fun of you,” she said. She rubbed the taut skin on her belly, brushing away imaginary dust. “I’d love one. Thanks.”

      Christina stood and pulled on her knee-length cutoff denim shorts and strapped on her sandals, painfully aware for once of how uncool she looked. Normally she spent her days at work, programming software with a group of dudes who wouldn’t have noticed if she suddenly turned into a Martian, but here, everyone was just so… attractive, and put together.

      She took her drawstring backpack that she’d gotten for free from Adobe and set out in search of the bar. Following the line of people who seemed to have drinks, Christina found herself at an obscure corner of the pool, where she was surrounded by palm trees in concrete planters and a single glass door leading back into the casino that didn’t seem to open. Well, that was a bust. She turned around and spotted a walkway she’d missed.

      As if it were a sign, two people, a man and a woman, both stunningly attractive, walked out of the walkway and into the pool area, both carrying daiquiris.

      The walkway led up on a gentle slope, behind the cabanas, though it was separated from them by a wall of plants, mostly palm trees and bougainvillea. No one else was on the walkway and Christina couldn’t see where it led, but the bar had to be here somewhere, right?

      As she walked up, she suddenly began to heard noises from below.

      Odd noises.

      Sex noises.

      Christina blushed hard and kept on walking, but looked involuntarily to her right, where the noises were coming from, and realized she was right above the cabanas she’d been looking at earlier — specifically, the one that the two sexy blondes had walked into. They’d closed off the front of the cabana but not the back, either forgetting or just not bothering, since no one was up there.

      That meant Christina had a full view of the goings-on. She looked around her: no one else was on the walkway, and so she inched a little closer to the hedge separating her from the cabana, found a little hole, and peeked through.

      On a couch lounged a man, fit and probably in his forties, wearing nothing but swim trunks and an obvious erection, pointing straight up from his crotch. Another couch faced him and on it were two women, both on their knees, their tiny bikini tops pooled around them.

      The women were making out coyly — something Christina hadn’t known was possible — kissing with lots of visible tongue, and then separating to look at the man for his approval, smiling and flirting with him. They rubbed their enormous breasts together, nipple to nipple, half-turned toward him.

      It was clear that the whole thing was a show for the man’s benefit.

      One woman squeezed the other’s breast, pinching her nipple in the process.

      “Oooooh,” the woman said, her lips parted and her head tossed back. She looked like she was in a porno or something, Christina thought, but she didn’t see a camera or anything anywhere.

      That woman put one finger under the other’s bikini bottom and snapped it against her flesh, eliciting a giggle. Then they made out again, a vision of writhing flesh, everything fully on display for the man who was watching.

      After a few moments, he stood up and walked over to them. Both of the women squealed and giggled, loudly, and together they pawed at his swim trunks until they came off and the man sat between them on the couch, his cock pointing straight up in the air.

      Christina held her breath, afraid she was going to make noise. She knew she shouldn’t be there watching — first, it was pervy and weird, and second it was extremely rude — but she just couldn’t help herself. She didn’t want to get caught.

      She watched in total fascination as both women bent their heads down towards the man’s cock and took turns licking: first one would lap at it, then the other, then they took turns putting their mouth on it, just a little. For his part, the man seemed content to watch and squeeze their oversize tits a little, occasionally moving one hand back to stroke an ass or snap a bikini bottom.

      As they licked and sucked and took turns, Christina could hear the noises the women kept making: little grunts and moans of pleasure and excitement. The two of them sounded genuinely happy and eager to be sucking this man off together, and sometimes they’d even take a moment to make out again, sloppily, their tongues outside their mouths almost as much as they were inside.

      Christina had an odd thought.

      Are those two bimbos actually enjoying this?

      She couldn’t quite wrap her head around it. As a woman who didn’t own a tube of lipstick, she’d never found the point of getting all dolled up for a man, or presenting herself a sex object — could that really be fun?  She’d always assumed that women who did that didn’t actually like it, that they did it because they thought they had to for some reason.

      These women, though. These women sure looked like they were having a great time.

      By now the man’s hands were on the crotches of the two women blowing him, as they made little mmm sounds and he rubbed them through their bikinis.

      “Okay, girls,” he said. “Stand up and bend over.”

      In response, they giggled. They both stood in front of the couch, shed their bikini bottoms, and presented their asses to the man, leaning on the couch for support. He walked behind them, rubbing both asses vigorously, slapping them a little as the girls giggled.

      “Who wants to get fucked?” he asked.

      “Me!”

      “No, me!”

      More giggles.

      “I’ve only got one dick, ladies,” he said, holding it by its base.

      “Fuck us both!” one said.

      “We can share,” the other said.

      The man grinned.

      “Okay, then,” he said, and positioned the tip of his cock at one girl’s lips.

      “Oooooh, I want that big cock,” she moaned.

      The man slapped her ass, and she moaned again. Then he pushed inside her, hard, all in one motion, and she half gasped, half moaned.

      “Fuck me, Daddy, your cock feels so good,” she said as the other girl watched, looking a little jealous.

      Christina’s eyes were wide as saucers, but before she could see more, she heard someone coming down the walkway, and she stood and started walking again before they could catch her.

      Her mind was racing.

      Moreover, the space between her legs felt warm and swollen, but pleasantly.

      Why am I so turned on? Christina wondered to herself, trudging along the walkway, the sounds of pleasure now out of earshot. That was so… not what I’m into, she thought.

      Then she thought: Do I like bimbos?

      Eventually, she found the daiquiri bar and got two strawberry daiquiris for an astonishing twenty dollars, and found her way back to Danielle.

      “I was about to send a search party,” Danielle said, looking at Christina over her sunglasses.

      “Ha, ha,” said Christina, taking off her sandals and shorts, and settling back on her lounge chair. “It took me forever to find the bar with the slushy drinks.”

      “Well, you’re alive, and that’s what matters.”

      “Thanks,” said Christina. She took a sip of her daiquiri.

      It was really good.

      

      The girls had sushi for dinner, and as they walked back to their room to get ready to go out that night, Danielle spoke up.

      “Hey,” she said. “There’s this chocolate shop I heard about that I want to try.”

      “Okay,” said Christina.

      “It’s a little hard to find, I think,” said Danielle. “Do you mind if we go on an adventure?”

      “How hard?”

      “It’s in some tunnel between the Venetian and the Palazzo,” said Danielle. “Come on, it’ll be fun.”

      It was only fun for a little while, as Danielle led the other girl through the endless winding maze of the shops beneath the casinos, all coated in fake daylight, the ceilings painted blue to mimic the outdoors. Christina stopped paying much attention and was sure that they’d passed the same place five times, when Danielle stopped in front of a service hallway. Clearly, it was meant for janitors and employees — the walls were stark white, the floor an ugly tile.

      “I think this might be it,” Danielle said.

      “This isn’t anything,” said Christina.

      Two women appeared at the other end of the hall, and Christina’s eyes went wide. They both wore impossibly small dresses, had long, perfect blond hair, spike heels, inflated lips, and tits that ballooned out from their chests. Christina was certain that the slightest breeze would render them both naked.

      “Hi!” said one, brightly.

      The other just giggled.

      “It’s this way,” Danielle said, now sounding certain. She strode down the hall and Christina followed her, increasingly unsure about where this was all headed.

      Finally, at the end of the hallway, they turned right and saw a small shop with two doors: an entrance and an exit. At the entrance stood a short line of regular-looking women: all sizes, all shapes, all heights, as they stood there, chatting and waiting, a certain excitement in the air.

      It didn’t take Christina long at all to realize that at least half the people exiting were bimbos: blond and tall, with enormous chests. What was happening in there? Were the regular women leaving through a different door or something?

      And why was this shop back in the janitor’s hallway?

      The line moved fast and, before Christina knew it, she and Danielle were in the shop itself. It was all a very sterile white, with a small counter and one woman, in a lab coat, working at it. Off to the side was a small lounge area with a few white couches and one pink lamp. Christina couldn’t really see into it, but she could hear delighted, girlish giggles coming from that direction.

      “Two?” asked the
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