Just my personal experience with the opposite sex


It was almost like a dream. There I was, scared and insecurely going through a dark tunnel. At the opposite end, I could see the light of freedom, the light that motivated all my might to reach as if it held the goal to my dreams. Before I had time to react, my smooth bottom was slapped painfully by some woman they call doctor. It was my first encounter with woman, and it foreshadowed my coming years of confusion towards them. 


I arrived at the conclusion that females are different when I reached ten. I couldn’t understand why they were stuffing toilet paper into their shirts, at least not before I saw a picture of Cindy Crawford wearing a bikini. Then the revelation struck me: I realized that the toilet paper was just another form of beauty. So, I did what anyone would have done, I tried it myself. I can still remember walking to school with my new “posture,” and showing everybody what I had. While reaching the apogee of my fame with males, I was also highly popular with the opposite sex. For the girls out there, “it’s not the size that counts, it’s how you stuff them!!” Girls praised me not only because I was bigger, but also because “they” were also proportional. Let’s just say that the adage “gravity taking over” was non-existent in y stuffing job. Then an even greater epiphany came and I realized what differentiated girls from women. Women can stuff toilet paper better. 


It was not until thirteen when I finally realized the mechanics of baby making. I thought I was so “cool” because other kids still believed in storks. Similar to my first experience regarding the toilet paper, I also conducted experiments with my new hypothesis. My idea came from the National Geographic, and all the mechanics were clearly defined. So, I invited the girl next door to make babies with me. Suzzie was getting bored with her dolls, and needed something new to play with. So the day was set, and all the paper work was done. We were so bad; we even crossed the street without our parents’ supervision and clandestinely gathered in the woods nearby. It was so exciting knowing that I was finally going to do it. I was a little afraid of my performance, but how hard could it really be? You stick Mr. Pointy into a hole of the opposite sex. Well, Suzzie and I finally decided that she should be Mr. Pointy, so she stuck her pinky into my nose, repeatedly. I could only laugh now thinking how I complained about the pain of my first experience. Suzzie told me that it only hurts for the first time; I was supposed to loosen up if we’d do it more often. I think she gave me a bloody nose every time we had sex. 


My true philosophy about the opposite sex didn’t completely consolidate until I turned sixteen. It was then that I realized how much girls are similar to guys: they also sense anguish, wrath, and pleasure. All they expect from a male companion is for him to be good looking, nice, humorous, and caring. Some money in there would be nice too. I should have girls lining up to date me.


I was seventeen when I actualized how wrong I was. I had, literally five female friends who were beaten on daily bases by their boyfriends. And there I was, the sweetest, nicest, and the most caring guy friend they could possibly have, just right here waiting. It angered me to realize how invisible I was to them. I could treat them a thousand times better then their violent boyfriends. I guess, after all, I was wrong about what women want. 


My philosophy and attitude towards women remained regardless of my female friends. Just like a quiet flower waiting to be picked up by some little girl. I didn’t change my color to attract attention; I merely waited for someone to appreciate me for me. Then I met Kelly, the girl of my dreams. She was everything I ever wanted, and more. Kelly actually likes guys who treat her well. There were countless afternoons when we just lay on the grass and look at the clouds, countless times when I drew her face, and countless nights of doing what I learned from Suzzie. I still remember her favorite song, “Right here waiting,” by Richard Marks. She always begged me to play that song on the piano. I told her that she will only heard it the fist time I played it for her, and our wedding. Kelly died 5 years ago due to brain cancer. I never forgave myself for not playing that song when I had the chance. It had taken me eighteen years of struggle to find someone, all the way from the abusive doctor to Kelly. Countless nights of crying couldn’t bring her back. The last time I saw Kelly, I asked why she had avoided me for months. I also asked, “Kelly, when can I see you again?” 

