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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?”

The question hangs between us, a challenge and an invitation all at once. My pulse quickens, and I feel a heat rise in my chest. I don’t hesitate. I lean in, closing the gap between us, and press my lips to his.

The kiss is clumsy at first—noses bumping, lips unsure. But Jordan’s hands come up to cup my face, guiding me back in. His lips are soft, warmer than I expected, and I feel a jolt of something unfamiliar yet thrilling. I part my lips, and he follows, his tongue brushing against mine. It’s strange, exhilarating, and I’m acutely aware of every sensation: the roughness of his unshaven jaw, the scent of his skin, the way his heartbeat quickens under my touch.

I’ve kissed girls before, but this is different. There’s a tension, a curiosity, that makes every touch feel amplified. Jordan’s hands slide down to my shoulders, pulling me closer, and I wrap an arm around his waist, holding him tight. The kiss deepens, and I lose myself in it, the world narrowing to just him and me.

When we finally pull apart, both of us are breathing harder. Jordan’s cheeks are flushed, his eyes wide and dazed. I realize mine probably look the same.

“Wow,” he murmurs, his voice hoarse.

I laugh nervously, my heart pounding. “Yeah. Wow.”

We sit there for a moment, catching our breath, but the energy in the room is too charged to let it end there. Jordan’s hand finds mine, lacing our fingers together, and I feel a rush of boldness.

“Can I...?” I start, my voice trailing off as I gesture toward his shirt.

He nods, his eyes never leaving mine. “Yeah. Yeah, okay.”

I help him pull it off, tossing it aside, and then I’m tracing my fingers over his chest, feeling the warmth of his skin, the faint dusting of hair. Jordan shivers under my touch, his breath hitching as I lean in to kiss his collarbone, his neck. His skin tastes salty, and I hear him whisper my name, his voice shaky.

“Eli,” he breathes. “What are we doing?”

I don’t have an answer, so I just keep touching him, exploring. My hands move lower, resting on the waistband of his jeans. I look up at him, searching for permission, and he nods again, his eyes dark with desire.

I unbutton his jeans slowly, my fingers trembling, and slide the zipper down. Jordan lifts his hips, letting me pull them off, and I toss them aside, leaving him in just his boxers. My heart is pounding in my chest, my mouth dry, but I’m too far gone to stop now.

I kiss my way down his stomach, my lips brushing the soft skin, and Jordan’s hands tangle in my hair, holding me close. I can feel his heartbeat through his skin, rapid and uneven, and it only fuels my own desire. When I reach the waistband of his boxers, I pause, looking up at him one last time. He meets my gaze, his expression a mix of nervousness and want, and I smile, leaning in to kiss him again before pulling the boxers down.

Jordan’s cock springs free, thick and flushed, and I stare at it for a moment, my mouth watering. I’ve seen it before—we’ve changed in front of each other a million times—but this is different. This is intimate.

I reach out, wrapping my hand around the base, and Jordan gasps, his head falling back against the bed. “Fuck, Eli,” he murmurs, his voice thick with need.

I stroke him slowly, feeling the heat of his skin, the hardness of him, and then I lean in, pressing a kiss to the tip. Jordan’s hips jerk, and he lets out a low moan, his hands tightening in my hair.

“Please,” he whispers, and I don’t need him to say more.

I take him into my mouth, my lips wrapping around the head, and Jordan’s breath hitches. I move slowly at first, getting used to the taste, the texture. It’s salty and musky, not unpleasant, and I feel a surge of arousal at the sound of his ragged breathing. I hollow my cheeks, deepening the suction, and Jordan’s hands grip my shoulders, his body tense with pleasure.

“Fuck, Eli, that’s—” He cuts off with a groan, his hips twitching, and I pull back slightly, licking a stripe up the underside of his cock.

“You like that?” I ask, my voice husky.

“Yeah,” he pants. “Fuck, yeah.”

I smile against his skin, then take him into my mouth again, sucking harder this time. Jordan’s moans fill the room, and I feel a rush of pride, of desire, at being the one to make him feel this way. His cock tastes metallic, salty, and I’m hyperaware of the way it pulses in my mouth, the way his balls tighten as he nears the edge.

But I want more. I want to feel everything.

I pull back, kissing my way up his body, and Jordan looks at me, his eyes glazed with lust. “What now?” he asks, his voice shaky.

I don’t answer. Instead, I shift lower, kissing my way down his chest, his stomach, until I’m hovering over his ass. Jordan tenses, his breath catching, and I pause, looking up at him.

“Can I?” I ask, my voice soft.

He swallows, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “I—I’ve never...”

“Me neither,” I admit. “But I want to try.”

Jordan nods slowly, his cheeks flushing. “Okay. Okay, yeah.”

I press a kiss to the small of his back, then lower, my lips brushing the curve of his ass. Jordan’s hands grip the sheets, his body stiff with anticipation, and I take a deep breath, leaning in. My tongue touches his hole, and Jordan gasps, his body arching off the bed.

“Oh fuck,” he chokes out, his voice high with surprise.

I pull back slightly, unsure, but Jordan’s hands come down, pressing my head back down. “Don’t stop,” he whispers, his voice desperate. “Please, don’t stop.”

I relax, my tongue pressing forward, and Jordan’s body trembles, his moans filling the room. The taste is strong, musky and a little bitter, but it’s not unpleasant. Not when Jordan’s screaming my name, his body writhing beneath me. I lick and suck, exploring, and Jordan’s hands grip the sheets, his hips bucking into my touch.

“Eli, fuck, I’m—” He cuts off with a cry, his body shaking as he comes, his cock twitching as he spills onto the bed. His cum is warm, sticky, and I feel a surge of satisfaction, of closeness, that I’ve never felt before.

I pull back, smiling as I kiss my way up his back, his shoulder. Jordan’s breathing heavily, his body lax, and I lean over him, our faces inches apart.

“That was...” he starts, his voice weak.

“Yeah,” I agree, brushing his hair from his forehead. “It was.”

We lie there for a moment, catching our breath, but the tension between us is still there, buzzing beneath the surface. Jordan’s hand finds mine, lacing our fingers together, and I smile, leaning in to kiss him again.

“Your turn,” he murmurs against my lips, his eyes sparkling with mischief.

My heart races. “Okay. Okay, yeah.”

He helps me strip, his hands gentle as he pulls off my shirt, my jeans. I’m hard, leaking pre-cum, and Jordan’s eyes darken as he takes in the sight of me.

“You’re beautiful,” he says, his voice soft, and I feel a flush of warmth spread through me.

I lie back on the bed
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