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The last bell of the day rang, and the classroom filled with the sound of chairs scraping and backpacks zipping as everyone stood at once. The noise rose quickly, voices overlapping as students talked about homework, weekend plans, and things that had happened during the day. Some people rushed for the door, eager to get out, while others took their time, finishing conversations or packing slowly like they were not in a hurry to leave.

Jake slid his notebook into his bag and zipped it shut, taking a second to make sure everything was in place before standing. He adjusted the strap over his shoulder and stepped into the hallway, where the noise felt even louder. Lockers slammed shut one after another, and voices echoed down the long rows as students moved in every direction. It was busy in a way that felt normal now, something he was already getting used to, even though the week had just started.

Tyler and Marcus stood near the lockers a few steps away, already mid conversation. Tyler was talking with his hands, like he always did when he was explaining something, and Marcus was smiling, adding comments every few seconds.

“There you are,” Tyler said when he saw Jake. “We’re heading out.”

Jake nodded and joined them, falling into step without thinking about it. The conversation picked up easily, just like it always did, with Tyler finishing whatever story he had been telling and Marcus jumping in to argue about one small detail. Jake listened, smiling at the right moments, adding a short comment when it made sense. It felt easy to be part of it, like he had already found his place without having to work too hard for it.

As they walked down the hallway, Tyler reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. He slowed for a second, his eyes dropping to the screen as his thumbs started moving quickly. Jake noticed but did not think much of it at first. People were always on their phones, texting, scrolling, checking something before heading out.

Then Tyler stopped near a row of lockers and looked up.

“Alright,” he said. “I’m making a group chat.”

Marcus leaned in slightly, curious right away. “For what?”

“For everyone,” Tyler said. “Just our class. Makes it easier.”

Jake shifted his weight, watching as Tyler started tapping again. “Like a class group chat?” he asked.

“Yeah,” Tyler said. “So we don’t have to talk to people in person all the time.”

Marcus laughed. “That’s actually kind of nice.”

Tyler smirked. “Exactly.”

Jake stood there for a second, watching Tyler’s screen as names started to fill in. A group chat felt different from just talking in the hallway or sitting at the same table. It meant being part of something that kept going even after school ended. It meant being included in conversations he might not even know were happening otherwise. He did not say anything about it, but he could feel the small sense of interest building.

Tyler looked up at him. “What’s your number again?”

Jake told him, and Tyler added it without hesitation, his thumbs moving quickly. “You too,” Tyler said, turning to Marcus.

Marcus gave his number, and Tyler entered it just as quickly.

“There,” Tyler said after a second. “You’re both in.”

Jake felt his phone buzz in his pocket almost right away.

He pulled it out and looked at the screen. A new notification sat there, bright and easy to see. Tyler had added him to a group chat. The name was simple, something like “8th Grade Group,” but it still felt like more than that. Jake tapped on it, opening the messages just as the first few started coming in.

One person sent a joke. Another responded with laughing emojis. A third message appeared right after, followed by a picture that made Marcus lean closer and laugh out loud.

“Alright, that’s actually funny,” Marcus said.

Tyler grinned. “Told you.”

More messages started to come in, one after another, faster than Jake expected. It was like everyone had been waiting for something like this, and now that it existed, they all jumped in at once. Names popped up on the screen, some familiar, some less so, but it did not seem to matter. Everyone was there, adding something, reacting to something, keeping the conversation moving.

Jake watched for a moment, scrolling slightly as new messages pushed the older ones up. He hesitated for a second, then typed something simple. Nothing big, just a quick response to one of the jokes. He hit send and waited.

A few seconds later, someone reacted to it. Then someone else replied. Jake felt a small shift in his chest, something light but noticeable. He was part of it.

They stood there for a few minutes longer than they probably needed to, just watching the chat grow. Tyler added more people, his phone buzzing constantly as new messages came in. Marcus started typing more, jumping into the conversation without hesitation. Jake followed along, reading everything, reacting when something stood out, adding a message here and there.

“Look at this one,” Marcus said, turning his phone slightly.

Jake glanced over and smiled. “That’s actually kind of funny.”

Tyler nodded. “It’s already better than class.”

Jake looked back at his own screen. The messages did not stop. They kept coming, one after another, like the conversation had its own energy now. It felt different from talking in person. There was no pause, no waiting for someone else to finish. Everything just kept moving.

“Alright, we should go,” Tyler said after a minute, finally pushing himself off the locker.

They started walking again, but Jake kept his phone in his hand, glancing down every few seconds as new messages came through. He tried to keep up with the conversation, scrolling, reading, reacting, making sure he did not miss anything.

“This is going to be way better than school,” Marcus said, still looking at his screen.

Tyler nodded. “Yeah. Now we know everything.”

Jake smiled slightly, but he did not say anything. He kept scrolling, watching the messages build, noticing how many people were already involved. Some of the names surprised him. Others made sense. It felt like everyone who mattered was there.

For a moment, Jake thought about how different this felt compared to the start of the week. Back then, everything had felt uncertain. He had not known where he fit, who he was supposed to sit with, or how things worked. Now, standing in the hallway with his phone buzzing in his hand, it felt clearer.

He was in. The thought settled in quietly, but it stayed there. As they reached the exit, Jake slipped his phone back into his pocket, but it buzzed again almost immediately. He could still feel it, the steady vibration, the pull of it, like something he did not want to ignore.

“Yo, check this,” Marcus said, already pulling his phone back out again.

Jake laughed lightly and reached for his own phone again, unlocking it as another message appeared. For the first time that day, everything felt simple again. He did not have to think about where he stood or what he should do. He was part of it. And right now, that was enough.
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The group chat did not slow down after that first day. It kept going long after Jake got home, long after dinner, even after he had set his phone down and tried to focus on something else. Every few minutes, it buzzed again with a new message, a joke, a picture, or a short video. The conversation never really stopped. It just shifted from one thing to the next, pulling him back in each time he tried to ignore it. Jake lay on his bed that night, staring at the screen as the messages stacked on top of each other. Sometimes he typed something back, something quick and easy. Other times, he just watched. It felt like there was always something happening, like the conversation existed whether he was part of it or not. By the time he fell asleep, his phone was still within reach, the last few messages fading as his eyes closed.

The next morning, the first thing he did was check it again. There were already dozens of new messages waiting. Jake scrolled through them quickly, trying to catch up, his eyes moving faster than his thoughts. People had been talking late into the night, responding to each other, building on jokes, sending things that only made sense if you had been there when it started. Some of it made sense. Some of it didn’t. It did not really matter. He was part of it now, and that feeling stayed with him as he got ready for school.

When he stepped into the hallway, everything looked the same, but it felt slightly different. Students still moved in the same directions, still stopped at their lockers, still gathered in small groups before class. But now there was something else running underneath it. Small comments that connected back to the chat. Quick reactions that made sense only if you had seen the messages. It felt like part of the conversation had moved out of the hallway and onto their phones, and now it followed them wherever they went.

Tyler stood near the lockers again, his phone already in his hand as he showed Marcus something on the screen. Marcus leaned in, laughing as Tyler pointed at one of the messages. When Jake walked up, Tyler turned the phone slightly so he could see.

“Look at this one,” Tyler said. “That’s actually good.”

Jake glanced at the screen and smiled. “Yeah, that’s kind of funny.”

“Exactly,” Tyler said, clearly satisfied.

Jake pulled out his own phone and opened the chat again. More messages had come through since he last checked, and people were already responding to things that had only been sent a few minutes ago. It felt like he had to keep up, like if he looked away for too long, he would miss something important. As they started walking toward class, the conversation stayed split between what was being said out loud and what was happening on their screens. Tyler would laugh at something in the chat, then repeat it out loud. Marcus would respond both ways, typing something while also talking. Jake followed along, reading, reacting, trying to stay part of both at once.
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