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The sun dips lower, casting an amber glow across Jordan’s bedroom as I sprawl on his bed, controller in hand. My socks are half-off, dangling from my heels, and Jordan sits cross-legged beside me, his attention split between the screen and the bag of chips balanced on his thigh. It’s the same routine we’ve had for years—video games, junk food, and endless talk about nothing and everything. Today feels no different, until it does.

The game pauses mid-level, and Jordan glances over at me, his lips twitching into a smirk. “Did you hear about Sarah?” he asks, tossing a chip into his mouth.

I shrug, my eyes still on the screen. “Which Sarah? The one who’s dating Jake or the one who’s failing chemistry?”

“The one dating Jake,” he says, leaning back on his elbows. “Apparently, they’re... you know. Doing it.”

I snort, hitting the start button to resume the game. “Good for them, I guess. Not like it’s a big deal.”

Jordan laughs, but there’s a strange edge to it. “Yeah, I mean, it’s not like it’s... weird or anything.”

The conversation stalls, and I feel his gaze on me, heavy and unblinking. I glance over, meeting his eyes for a split second before looking away. The air between us feels charged, like the moment before a storm.

“You ever... wondered what it’s like?” I blurt out, my voice casual, like I’m asking about the weather. “With a guy?”

The room goes silent. The only sound is the hum of the console and the faint rustle of the chips bag. Jordan’s eyes widen, just a fraction, but it’s enough. I can’t tell if he’s shocked or intrigued or both.

“What?” he says finally, his voice low.

I shrug, trying to play it off. “Just asking. Like, hypothetically.”

He doesn’t say anything for a long moment, and I start to regret bringing it up. But then he shifts closer, his shoulder brushing mine. “I mean... I guess I’ve thought about it,” he admits, his voice barely above a whisper.

My heart skips a beat. I don’t know why I said it. I don’t know why he’s admitting it. But the silence that follows isn’t awkward. It’s electric.

Before I can think too hard, I turn to face him, our knees knocking together. “What’s it like?” I ask, my voice softer now.

Jordan’s eyes flick to my lips, then back to my eyes. “I don’t know,” he says, his breath warm against my cheek. “Do you wanna find out?”
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