
    
      
        So the wife and I were out to dinner last night with some interstate friends of hers from school. Both girls were spinsters,  one by choice after swearing off marriage early, the other the typical cc - riding empowered girl.

        After a few reds, the conversation swung around to how men are clearly intimidated by sexually experienced women. No points for guessing which of the three women at the table held that view. My snort of amusement attracted her ire like a laser.

        She railed at me for a while, making no particular point beyond the fact that no guy she dates wants to marry her and that was proof that I was wrong.

        I just flat out stated that a woman who had sex with a thousand guys a year was not marriage material, but a woman who had sex with one guy a thousand times a year would have men lining up to marry her.

        Cue goldfish face.

        The guys at the next table offered to buy me a beer.

        The remainder of dinner was not really enjoyable,  because of the rampant misogyny at the table, I was informed. I don't know, I enjoyed it. The tuna tartare was to die for.
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