
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Of course, Mallory's bachelorette was going to get out of hand. I knew her well enough to know that it was probably a requirement. And I was looking forward to letting off some steam. I hadn't been out for a wild night in a while, and was curious what the rest of her friends would be like. I had no idea where it would really lead.  

Mal (everyone called her Mal) was my work buddy. We had inside jokes about everyone at the office and she was my happy hour date for drinks after work a couple times a month. Good enough friends to get me an invite to the bachelorette party, and I'm damn glad for it now. 

We started at a nice restaurant in the city. There were the usual introductions, a few glasses of wine and a nice meal, and some good conversation. Then it started. Mal being Mal. 

"I'm gonna get you laid tonight," she said, looking right at me. 

"I'm good," I said. "Don't worry about me. This is your party." 

"Well," she said, looking around the table. "Somebody's getting laid tonight." 

Cassy raised her hand. "Pick me," she said laughing. She was Mallory's best friend from college. And getting her laid was going to be easy. She was fucking stunning.

We were a pretty good looking bunch, but Cassy would stand out in any crowd. She had big eyes with a hint of red eyeshadow that matched her slinky red dress. Her hair was shortish, light brown and cut to frame her face.

She had everything the rest of us want. Full lips, a cute little nose, big cheekbones, everything. And her body was incredible. Curves for days, long legs, and the dress showed off a mountain of cleavage. The real challenge would be fending off all the guys that were going to be hitting on her all night.

"All right," Mallory said. "A proper girl's night has to have a quest. And ours is to get me drunk and Cassy laid." Then she paused for a moment looking at Cassy, whose eyebrows had climbed comically high. 

"And those two things are not going to be related," she said, her tone jokingly chastising. "If I was going to sleep with you, I would have done it in college." 

"I mean... Tonight would be the night wouldn't it?" Cassy asked, a wry grin on her face. Then she tilted her head down, looked up at Mallory, and playfully bit her finger.

It was a unique moment for me. It was one of the sexiest things I've ever seen. And it also told me that Cassy wasn't kidding. She was into girls. Those two things hit my brain at the same time, which was... interesting.

I found women attractive, always had. But I've never considered doing anything about it. I'd never even told anyone.

I was raised in a religious household. Being attracted to women was not an option. While I was way past worrying about what my family, or the folks in my tiny hometown thought, it still wasn't something I could imagine doing. 

Well, actually, I had imagined it. A few times. I could imagine making out with Cassy. I wasn't going to, but I could certainly imagine it.

"Tonight is not the night," Mal said. "That drunk kiss sophomore year is as far as it's going to go." 

***
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THERE WERE A FEW "OOHS" and jokingly raised eyebrows at the revelation that Mal had kissed Cassy in college, but this wasn't the nineteen-fifties. Half of us had probably kissed a girl at some point.

I felt a tiny twinge of something. Was it jealousy? And was I jealous of Cassy or Mal? Could be both. In the right environment, where no one would ever know, I would be happy to make out with either one of them. 

Or both, I thought. Now that would be a wild night. I found myself picturing all three of us in bed and pushed the thought from my head. This would be a bad time to start blushing. And if it started it would get worse as soon as anyone noticed. 

The prospect of the group of women watching me turn bright red at the mention of two girls kissing sent a shiver of fear down my spine. They would know. It would be embarrassingly obvious. Instead of blushing, I got cold with fear.

Mal's sister Shay must have noticed.

"Trina. You okay? You look a little pale." 

"I'm good," I said. "I'm just starving. And I need another drink." 

That changed the subject as intended. A few minutes later our food showed up and we ordered another round of drinks. 

The food was delicious. So was my next drink. And I managed to look at Cassy a perfectly normal amount of the time, mostly only when she was talking. I was very careful about that. It was not easy. The combination of knowing that she was into girls, and how fucking hot she was, drew my eyes like a magnet. 

Dinner was light chat, with a few funny Mal stories. It was a good group. After we ordered dessert Mal took over, as she usually did.

"Okay ladies," she said, and the other conversations stopped. "Our quest to get Cassy some action tonight will now be known as Operation Butterfly, and it's time to start strategizing." 

"Why Operation Butterfly?" Mia asked. She was Mal's cousin, half Asian as far as I could tell, and she seemed really nice. 

"Show em Cass!" Mal said. 

Cassy stood up and looked around the room. After considering for a moment, she walked over between me and Shay at the end of the table and turned around with her back to us. Her back facing us from that direction also meant that it faced into the corner. We were the only people in the restaurant who could see her back. 

"Good light here," she said. "And not showing my business to the whole world." 

Her presence right next to me had me near to blushing again. Her left hip was touching my shoulder. Her ass was inches away. And those legs. 

Hold it together Trina, I told myself.

"Trina," she said "Can you unzip me please? Most of the way down my back. You'll know when to stop. And feel free to get a little handsy." 

I handled it better than I thought I would. Everyone was watching and I was unzipping the back of a sexy red dress worn by the hottest lesbian I'd ever seen. And I just said "Sure," and turned toward her. 

My hand didn't even tremble as I reached up to grab the zipper between her shoulder blades. I pulled it down slowly, careful not to break it, and watched as it peeled open to reveal what seemed like an ocean of perfect white skin. 

I caught myself staring, just for an instant, but I kept unzipping and figured the rest of the girls would assume that I was watching carefully for the stopping point or anticipating whatever was about to be revealed. 

Then I saw it. On her lower back, in the usual tattoo spot for a hot girl, was a big butterfly. I was slowing down because I was getting awfully far down, when I realized why she'd chosen to stand where she was. 

It was a good thing that the rest of the restaurant couldn't see how far I was going to have to unzip to show the whole tattoo. The body of the butterfly was on her spine down low, but the wings were long and trailed down on to her ass cheeks. 
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