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“If you let a man
touch your asshole you’ll love him forever,” Stacey said as she
finished off her third glass of wine. The statement sent all four
girls into a roaring laughter. Clara, the most reserved of the
bunch laughed too but most of her wanted to ask Stacey why. She
didn’t though, afraid of being singled out. Out of all her
friends, she had the least amount of sexual experience. They always
made fun of her for not losing her virginity until she was
twenty-two with her now long term boyfriend,
Brandon.

“That’s so true. I love buttplay,” said
Taylor.

“Oh my god. No! Touch
it, but don’t go in!” Becky screeched.

Perhaps they all had
too much wine. How did the conversation even get there? It started
off when Stacey went into detail about her latest romp from some
bro she met at a bar last weekend.

 Stacey must have read Clara’s reluctant face
because she asked, “What about you
Clara?”

“What about
me?” Clara said, sipping her wine and playing it
off.

“You ever, you know,
let a guy touch your starfish?”
Stacey joked. More laughter erupted
from the group. They looked on and waited for
Clara’s response. She shook her head and smiled
shyly.

“Oh my god! You need
to talk to Brandon,” Taylor
gleamed.

“About what? Touching
my butthole? That’s not exactly something you can just bring up. If he
wanted to he would have by now.”
Clara shook her head, now definitely
feeling singled out by the group.

“Just do it yourself.
You know, maybe when he has you bent over, or
you’re riding him cowgirl, just start rubbing. It feels
great.”

“Monkey see, monkey
do!” Becky added. They all laughed. Too much wine for
sure.

“I read
there’s six g-spots in your ass,”
Taylor said.

“That explains
it.” Stacey smiled. Her and Taylor tapped their wine glasses
together. Clara forced a smile and hoped the
they’d change the subject. In time they did. They all fell
asleep that night at Stacey’s house. The girls
wine and dine night was a success. It was something they
hadn’t done since college and it was always good to catch up.
They had stayed in touch on social media, seeing each other
whenever they could but they were all far too busy to get together
most of the time. Clara with work and now recently living with her
sweetheart, Brandon, seeing her friends often took a backseat on
her priority list.
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