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Sexual Self-Analysis: Masturbation and Heterosexual Intercourse
When I was around 5 years old, I realized that lying face down on the carpet and rubbing against it had such a nice feeling. During this time, I did not attempt to touch myself to reproduce the feeling since I could not actually tell penile simulation was the trick, as my entire pelvis felt well. However, I did not reach an orgasm until I was around nine. I had just got home from school and I was alone in the house. For reasons I cannot recall, I was sleeping on the couch with only my underwear on. I began rubbing against the cushions and it was such a good feeling.  I recalled the feeling from the carpet, therefore I kept at it because the cushions chafed less and I was able to do it quickly and for a long time.It later became apparent that it was my penis that was feeling good, and, therefore, I removed my underwear and began rubbing the head between my fingers. Within a short time, I did have my first orgasm. Whereas my mind lit up just like a Christmas tree, my body was seized with pleasure waves coming from my crotch. My groin muscles, on the other hand, began contracting steadily, something that I had hardly known before.  Indeed it was one of the best feelings I have ever had. Although this was a revelation, I was very young to produce much ejaculate. I know you would think that would have caused worry, however, I reasoned that anything that brought such a feeling to me and that I was not earlier on been warned about could not be such a bad thing. This was an experience and an act that I never let anyone know about it. 
Growing up in a Christian school, the word gay was perceived to be a curse. However, I must say that I live in a place where heterosexual people are widely accepted, and nearly all my friends accepted heterosexuality, however, that did not bar me from feeling nervous about it. When I was about ten, I had some thoughts on being bisexual, and I got my first guy crush at the age of twelve. During that time, I found it rather difficult to accept that I actually did have attractions towards other guys. I never attempted to force myself to like ladies, however, it was annoying that my sexual feelings were becoming actually difficult to comprehend. I never cared much for having to change in changing rooms. For quite some time, I did not know why. I have never viewed my body as something to brag about, but I certainly never imagined it was something to be ashamed of, either. Like I stated earlier, I must have been twelve years old when I realized this one young boy changing nearby. Despite that I would always try to change my back as straight as a plank, looking blankly at the wall, this time I glimpsed the toned abdomen of an older lad changing close to me. Even though I did not understand what I was feeling, but I knew I liked it. For the whole day, I just kept on concentrating on what I had seen, and how it made me feel. From this encounter, my attractions became more defined, and I started to realize who I was. Since then, I have always worked towards realizing that I live as I am, and that is enough. 
