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Janine is trembling like crazy next to me on the bed. You would think she was the one waiting to hear back from Harvard. “Did you get the email yet?” she asks.

I refresh the screen on my phone. “No.”

Sometime between now and 6:00 PM, I’m supposed to find out if Harvard decided that I’m good enough to walk through their hallowed halls. I want to go to Harvard more than anything. It’s the reason I’ve been busting my ass since I enrolled in my first honors class in seventh grade. But as I look at Janine, there’s a small part of me that is hoping I will receive a form rejection email. If I don’t get into Harvard, I won’t have to leave Janine, my best friend and the girl I’ve been secretly in love with for years.

“I will punch the dean of admissions if you get rejected,” she says, forming her tiny hand into a fist.

I suppress a smile. At five feet and two inches, Janine isn’t exactly intimidating. One time, I goaded her into punching me as hard as she could, and it felt like a tap from a mildly aggressive chihuahua. “I don’t know, the admissions people might think I’m just like any other high-achieving Chinese-American kid.” I have a 4.6 GPA, got perfect SAT scores, am president of several clubs, and have two state basketball championships under my belt; but some kids have published a fucking novel or conducted groundbreaking research. 

“If they think that, they’re a bunch of dumbasses.”

I refresh the screen again. My heart stops for a second. Regular Action Decision.

“Did you get the email?” she asks.

I nod mutely.

She swats my arm. It feels like a tap from a partially sedated chipmunk. “Come on, what does it say?”

After I take a long, deep breath, I open the email.

Dear Rowan Zhao,

Congratulations! We are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted...

Holy shit, I got in.

“Well?” Janine says impatiently.

I stare at her. Her long soft black hair that I’ve touched absentmindedly a million times. Her brown monolid eyes. I remember she wanted to change them because some dick had made fun of her eyes. I told her she didn’t need to change a damn thing. Then I hunted down the dick and told him that if he ever made her feel like shit again, I would thoroughly kick his ass. The coward actually pissed in his pants. I look at her plump reddish lips, the subject of many daydreams. Then I actively do not look at her breasts, the subject of many wet dreams. 

I realize there is something I want more than Harvard.

Her.

I can’t go to a college without Janine. Even if the college is my dream school.

“I got rejected,” I lie.

“What?!” she exclaims. “Those bastards! We should go there and toilet-paper the shit out of everything.”

“It’s okay, Janine.” And it is. I lie again, “I knew it was a long shot.”

She hugs me. “I’m sorry, Rowan.”

I stiffen, feeling her soft tits against my chest. Don’t get a boner, don’t get a boner, don’t get a boner, I chant in my head.

Of course, I get a boner.

I play with her hair and breathe in the scent of her lavender shampoo. I’m not sorry, I want to tell her.

All of a sudden, the door to my bedroom swings open.

“Thank God you two aren’t having sex,” Dad says, chuckling.

“Dad!” I groan. I love my dad, but he has an annoying tendency to totally embarrass me.

Janine blushes and stops hugging me. I silently curse my father. “We’re just friends, Mr. Zhao,” she says.

I resist the urge to scowl. If I had it my way, we would be much more than “just friends.”

“I know that,” Dad says. “But you’re teenagers. Your hormones might cause you to get into all kinds of sexual shenanigans.”

“Dad, please stop,” I say, my boner aching at the thought of getting into “all kinds of sexual shenanigans” with Janine.

“I’ll stop when you remember to keep your door open,” he says. “I know you two are good kids, but even good kids can get into trouble. And Janine’s mom would slowly disembowel me if she got knocked up under my roof.”

“Mr. Zhao!” Janine squeaks.

He holds up his hands. “Just keep the door open and leave room for Jesus. Are you staying for dinner, Janine? I’m making Margherita pizza.”

“That sounds great,” she says.

Most nights, Janine eats with me and my parents. Her parents own a restaurant, and that keeps them busy. They usually don’t come home until 11 PM, way past dinnertime. Because of this, my parents and I make sure to feed her properly.

Dad grins. “Wonderful,” he says. Then I hear my mom shouting from downstairs. He yells, “They aren’t having sex, honey! I checked!”

Oh Christ.

Once my father is out of earshot, I tell Janine, “I apologize for my crazy parents.” 

“It’s okay. They mean well.” She snorts. “But seriously, we’re just friends. As if we would ever get into ‘sexual shenanigans.’” 

I force myself to laugh with her.
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In the morning, I practically ambush the mailman. “Thank you,” I say, ripping the envelopes out of his startled hands. 

“Uh, you’re welcome,” he says with wide eyes. As he walks away, I hear him mutter something about “kids these days.”

I look at the mail in my hand. It’s mostly junk from credit card companies. The only exception—a big envelope from Harvard. The big envelope.

“Did we get the water bill yet?”

I almost jump at the sound of Mom’s voice. “We only got junk mail,” I lie, crumpling the Harvard envelope. I didn’t tell my parents that I applied to Harvard. I didn’t want to get their hopes up in case I didn’t get in. Now I’m especially glad I didn’t tell them. If they knew I got in, they would freak out. And if they knew I’m planning to give up Harvard so that I can go to college with Janine, they would really lose their shit. Mom and Dad love Janine, but like any good parent who wants the best for their kid, they would yell, “You can’t give up the best university in the world for a girl!”

“I loathe junk mail,” Mom says. “How many trees must die so that greedy companies can get people to sign up for credit cards they don’t need?”

When she launches into a rant about climate change, I say, “I care about the environment too, Mom, but I have to get ready for school.”

She smiles. “Look at you. You’re a senior in high school, and you still care about attending class. You’re such a good and honest kid.”

Ha, honest. I crumple the Harvard envelope some more.

When I’m upstairs in my room, I stuff the mail into my backpack. Normally, I would throw it in the recycling, but Dad sometimes rummages through the recycling to search for random coupons. I can’t risk him coming across my acceptance letter.

I meet Janine at her house, which is across the street from mine. Although I have a car, Mom makes me walk to school with Janine. “Only drive and pollute the earth with fossil fuels when absolutely necessary,” she said.

When Janine opens the door, she says, “Look what I made!”

My heart flips when she holds up a Tupperware container filled with oatmeal raisin cookies. My favorite. My heart flips again when I notice that she wrote “Screw Harvard” in white frosting on each cookie.

Christ, I love her.

I shove a cookie into my mouth. It’s freaking delicious. “Thank you,” I say through a mouthful of oatmeal.

She wrinkles her nose. “I don’t know why you love oatmeal raisin cookies so much. In my opinion, oatmeal and raisins are two things that don’t belong in desserts.”

I want to kiss her so badly. But what if her feelings for me are strictly platonic? Then things might get
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