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I’d been pacing in my room for almost half an hour, chewing on the inside of my cheek and scrolling aimlessly through my phone, trying to work up the nerve. It was ridiculous, I told myself, grown men didn’t get this nervous over asking a simple question. But then again, it wasn’t a simple question.

I needed help. And not the kind you could Google.

My thumbs hovered over the keyboard, typing and deleting the same half-sentence in our chat over and over again. “Hey, man, can I ask you something kinda personal?” Delete. “Dude, I need some advice about... girls.” Delete. “Don’t laugh, but...” Delete, delete, delete.

“Fuck,” I muttered, tossing my phone onto the bed. My pulse was racing as if I was about to confess to a crime, not ask my best friend for sex lessons.

Finally, I gave up on texting. I’d have to say it in person, no matter how humiliating it felt. He’d laugh, I was sure of it, but maybe, just maybe, he’d say yes.

By the time I showed up at his place, my mouth was dry. He opened the door with that lazy grin of his, one hand still holding a game controller.

“Yo, what’s up? You look like you just ran a marathon,” he said, stepping aside to let me in.

I rubbed the back of my neck, mumbling, “Yeah, uh, kinda nervous, I guess.”

“About what?” He flopped back onto the couch, kicking his feet up on the table. “C’mon, spit it out. You look like you’re about to confess to murder or something.”

I sat down beside him, heart hammering. My palms were damp. I stared at the screen, the paused game menu a blur, and said, low, “I need your help with... sex.”

That got his attention. His head snapped toward me, and then, just as I expected, he burst out laughing.

“What?” He stared at me, but he was clearly more than amused. “Wait, wait, say that again? You want my help with sex?”

I groaned, covering my face. “Fuck, forget it. I knew you’d make fun of me.”
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