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For Juna and James


Who love me faults and all








ONE


Joyce stared at herself in the mirror, twisting her head from side to side, finger combing more of her long black hair over the unsightly bulge that used to be her temple. What had started as a tiny red bump had swollen and grown in circumference with each passing hour and day, building up over the week into a massive burial mound on the side of her head. And though Joyce had tried to head it off with her arsenal of tools and tricks accumulated over years of poring through beauty magazines, the medication, steaming and “gentle” squeezing did nothing to stop the growth.


“Joyce, we’re really leaving now.” Helen, her older sister, banged on the locked bathroom door.


“Okay, okay. I’ll be right out.”


Joyce stepped away from the mirror and turned to reach for the doorknob, but a flash of redness drew her eyes once more. She grunted in disgust. It was no use. She had to do it. She had to go in again.


Joyce stepped back to the mirror and pulled out two sheets of tissue from the dispenser on the counter. She leaned forward, raising her tissue-swathed index fingers to her face. The huge zit pulsed with pain, but she held her breath and gave it. One. Last. Push. Eye-rolling, teeth-clenching, nausea-inducing, searing pain flooded her body, but in the mirror, Joyce could see the beginnings of a white nugget like a tiny grain of rice oozing out from under her skin along with pus-streaked blood. Joyce gasped and watched with revolt and glee as the alien seed emerged from the mother ship that was her temple. She got it.


Joyce leaned over the sink, dizzy from the pain. The last day of school and Joyce was still in no shape to ask John Ford Kang to sign her yearbook. But this was it. There would be no other chances. Her upcoming senior year depended on this moment.


Joyce checked her face in the mirror. She was still deformed, but at least now, with the blockage out, the zit might deflate by the end of fifth period. Joyce pressed the tissue paper to her temple and grimaced in pain. Please, please go down.


While she waited for her zit to stop oozing, Joyce paced around the small bathroom and practiced her line for John.


“Hey, John, do me a favor and sign my yearbook?


“Lame,” she said and stared at the tile floor. “Hi, John. Sign this for me.”


Joyce reached for her tube of Extra Strength Zap Zit and dabbed it around the opening of the pimple, which was red and ragged, puckered dead from all the picking. The sting of the medication made her eyes tear up, but this was proof that it was working. Joyce stared at her face, hoping now her reflection would let her go. But it was no use. The Thanksgiving cranberry of a zit glistened with a medicinal shine. She was Rudolph with a misplaced nose. A cheese pizza with a renegade pepperoni. Joyce clamped her hand over it. The thing needed to be hidden away.


Joyce pulled out the drawer and reached for her heavy-duty concealer makeup stick. She dotted the perimeter of the zit with the beige marker and then tried to blend it in with her fingertip. The redness was toned down, but no amount of makeup could hide the rawness of the skin around the lesion. Joyce’s shoulders slumped forward. What was the use? She might as well draw a line down the middle of her face. Quasimodo on this side. Plain Korean girl on this side. Joyce could see the tears welling up again in her reflection. Nothing was going to work.


Stop obsessing, she told herself. You’ll be late for school. Joyce pulled more of her hair forward, using it like a dark curtain cutting short a bad performance. Stay under, she told it, and finally stepped away from the mirror.


Joyce rushed out of the bathroom and into the living room. Where were Helen and Andy? Had she heard the door slam? As Joyce grabbed her backpack off the couch, a note on the coffee table caught her eye. Helen’s handwriting.


Joyce grabbed the note. Her eyes flicked back and forth as she quickly scanned the words.


“HELEN!” Joyce screamed into the empty apartment. She heaved her backpack to the floor and crumpled the note in her hand. Joyce ran back to her room and searched the top of her dresser for the key to the lock on her bike. This was just like Helen. Everything had to revolve around her schedule. Helen was going to be late and she had to drop off Andy, their younger brother, at school. Helen had a meeting, so Joyce could ride her bike. Joyce flung a stack of paper to the floor and found the key. She snatched it up and ran out of the apartment, slamming the door behind her.


The whole reason Joyce had asked for a ride in the first place was that today was not just some ordinary day. And if Helen had even taken a millisecond to think about anybody else besides herself, then maybe she would have noticed how hard Joyce had been trying to look good today.


Joyce pedaled furiously, the bright morning sun glaring into her eyes as she rode out of the apartment complex and onto the streets. As she started her ascent up the hill to her high school, beads of sweat popped up on her forehead. Damn this heat. Damn this sweat. Damn you, Helen. Oh, God. Joyce quickly reached up to her zit. Same size. Well, at least it’s not bigger, she thought.


Even though Helen was heading into her second year of college, she still lived at home and used the family sedan like it was her own. Joyce had gotten her driver’s license over six months ago, but she rarely had the chance to drive. Once Helen didn’t have to get to classes every day, Joyce vowed to herself that it would be her turn to get the car.


Joyce crested the top of the hill, and the city of Orangedale spread out below her. The heavy freeway traffic of Southern California crept along as the morning commuters sat in their cars talking on their cell phones and inching their way to work. And if she squinted just so, Joyce could imagine that she saw a ribbon of the Pacific Ocean glimmering in the distance.


Joyce coasted down the hill, past the line of cars headed into the parking lot of her high school, and stopped at the bike rack. All around her, there was an upbeat intensity to everyone’s steps and chatter. The last day of school felt almost as good as the first day of summer. Joyce jumped off her bike. This summer was going to be completely different, and it would all start with doing something that she had dreamed of all year long.


John Ford Kang. She was finally going to talk to him. She was going to say something witty to make him laugh. Maybe a joke about school. And then John would laugh and sign her yearbook while she signed his. Joyce had the perfect phrase: Make every minute count. So what if Joyce had stolen it from a greeting card—John would never know. And then over the summer, he would look at her clever note and remember talking to her. Joyce had it all planned out. Leave him curious, and at the start of senior year, she would walk into school and knock him over with her transformation. She was going to wash her face every night and exercise to get rid of her fatty knees so she could wear short skirts. And come fall, when she walked into Orangedale with her clear complexion, stylish new haircut and sexy clothes, John would fall to his knees. Joyce smiled. Well, she would settle for just a little drool.


Some girls in the distance were squealing and hugging as though they were never going to see each other again. Probably seniors being melodramatic, like they didn’t have all summer to go to the mall or hang out on the beach. Joyce still had one more year, and that year was going to count, not like all her other high school days that blurred into one long yawn. Joyce took a deep breath and exhaled her nervousness as she reached up to remove her backpack. In that second, right as her hand pawed her empty shoulder, she slammed into a wall of realization. Her mind’s eye traveled back across the streets, back into her apartment, to the living room floor next to the crumpled note.


“HELEN!”


A few students glanced over. Joyce quickly knelt down and pretended to be busy locking up her bike.


She pressed the heels of her palms to her damp eyes and tried not to linger on thoughts of a bad omen. Signs. This was turning into one of those days.


“Stop it,” she whispered. Joyce finger combed more of her hair over her zit and forced herself to stand up. She would just buy another yearbook. There was nothing wrong with that. The plan would still work. It wasn’t a big deal. And yet, the negative thoughts lingered. Too many things going wrong. Maybe this wasn’t a good day to ask John to sign her yearbook? Joyce gulped back her reservations. No. This was it. There were no other chances. No such thing as bad omens, Joyce tried to convince herself.


Joyce slowly walked toward her English classroom, her eyes lasered onto a figure in the distance. John Ford Kang stood with his buddies two doors down the hall, their backpacks thrown in the middle of their circle. He towered over his blond surfer friends, his frame tall and muscular, unlike so many other stringbean Korean guys. But then, he was only half Korean and half something else. Dutch or German or something else, exotic, European. His mother had been a model, it was rumored. Joyce’s arms felt uncomfortably empty without the weight of her backpack on one shoulder. She crossed her arms in front of her, but then thought they looked too weird that way. Would he look at her, she wondered, burying her hands in the front pockets of her jeans. Look at me, she whispered in her head. Look at me. Look at me. Her zit throbbed. No, don’t look at me.


He cut one hand through the air, his head bobbing to emphasize some point he was making. He was so close, Joyce had the urge to walk right over and touch his shoulder. Turn his perfect face toward her so she could gaze up into his eyes, which she had overheard other girls talking about as this amazing light shade of brown rimmed with green. She had never been that close to him, but she could imagine. And had imagined many days and nights as she thought about ways to talk to him. Thought about how to get him to fall in love with her.


“Come on, stalker.” Gina prodded Joyce to move along. “Where’s your backpack?”


Joyce blinked rapidly as though she had been staring at the sun too long and then smiled at her best friend. “Long story, but I can say one word. Helen.”


Gina groaned sympathetically and they linked arms before heading into their English classroom.





TWO


At lunchtime, Gina and Joyce headed over to their usual bench under the eucalyptus tree in the central quad. Not many people ventured near the “death tree” as everyone called it because the eucalyptus shed its branches, twigs, and bark on a regular basis, forming a ring of debris. But it also meant that the bench was empty at peak quad times when the “beautiful people” usually took their choice spots at the other benches. Gina and Joyce found that sitting close to the trunk reduced the number of things they had to pick out of their hair after watching their reality show that was Orangedale High at lunch.


Gina brushed off the bench before sitting down and then opened up her container of yogurt. She craned her neck to see past the tall basketball players chatting up two of the cheerleaders.


“Oh, no,” Gina cried. “I can’t believe Bill Newsom is still talking to Jenny Perry after she hooked up with his best friend at prom. That is so sick. But then again, Jenny does look hot in that dress.”


Joyce smiled down at her friend, who was impeccably groomed as always. While Gina and Joyce were similarly dressed in jeans and T-shirts, Gina knew how to go that extra step, with a nice belt here and a silver necklace there, so that Gina looked put together whereas Joyce felt like she barely hung together.


Joyce glanced over at the group, but for once, she had no interest in what they were doing. She was too worried about what she had to do.


“I don’t care what Jenny’s wearing. I need another yearbook.”


Gina kept her eyes on the group and stirred her yogurt. “Joyce, you can’t just buy another yearbook.”


“Oh, right, I’m gonna go up to him and ask him to sign a piece of paper like some stalkerazzi.” Joyce peeled the wrapper off her candy bar and took a large bite. She savored the chocolate, letting it melt on her tongue. “I have ten bucks, so will you lend me forty? I have the money at home.”


“You are a stalker, don’t even try and deny. But come on, Joyce! Fifty dollars!” Gina pointed her spoon at Joyce. “Do you know what you can buy for fifty dollars?”


“Yeah. A new yearbook.”


Gina shook her head and lifted a tiny spoonful of yogurt to her lips. This had become their lunchtime routine. Gina pretending to eat her yogurt while Joyce ate her chocolate.


“You shouldn’t eat chocolate, you know. Gives you zits,” Gina said.


Joyce took another bite of the candy bar and then lifted back the hair covering her temple.


“Ahh!” Gina gasped. “What did you do to yourself?”


“This chocolate bar can’t give me zits. I already have one.”


“Sicko, that’s like smoking when you have lung cancer,” Gina said.


Joyce shrugged and popped the last bit of the chocolate bar into her mouth. Gina watched with envy. It had been almost three months since Gina had sworn off junk food, and to Joyce’s surprise, Gina had held firm, already losing five pounds, but none of it from her face, which was where she had hoped it would disappear. After being called Moon Pie by one of her mom’s friends, Gina couldn’t stop obsessing about her large cheeks. Joyce thought Gina’s soft, round face made her look cute. Gina thought it made her look like a Japanese cartoon character. Sometimes, if Joyce was in a bad mood, Gina would pull a baseball cap over her hair and point into the distance saying with a bad Japanese accent, “Look! It’s Godzilla!”


Joyce and Gina had been best friends ever since Gina’s mom came to work at the Korean restaurant that Joyce’s family owned. Gina was short for Eugenia, a name Gina hated as much as Joyce hated her name, but at least Gina got a cool nickname out of the deal, whereas there was nothing Joyce could do to shorten her name to something respectable. Joy was about it, but it made Joyce worry that someone would break out singing a Christmas carol. For one week in the fourth grade, she had tried to get everyone to call her Joey, but then Jimmy Lee started saying it with a deep mafia accent, drawing out the e, and Joyce gave up being Joeeeeeey.


“A new swimsuit,” Gina said.


“What?” Joyce stood up to throw away her candy bar wrapper.


“Fifty bucks would buy you a new swimsuit for the summer.” Gina grimaced and finally forced down a bite of yogurt.


“I don’t need a new swimsuit. I need a yearbook.” Joyce remained standing. “Are you coming or not?”


Gina looked down at her yogurt. With a sigh, she stood up and dumped the container in the trash. “Come on, stalker, let’s go to the bookstore. I need a granola bar anyway.”


They walked to a large building at the far end of the quad that housed the student government offices and the bookstore/snack shop that the organization ran for fund-raising. Gina and Joyce pushed their way past a sea of natural and artificial blond hair. The store was always packed, even though most of the people weren’t there to buy anything. At least not anything legal. It was just a place to go. A place to meet. A place to be seen.


Gina went to the side of the store where they sold snacks, and Joyce pushed her way past the bodies to the back register and stood in line. All along the walls there were framed pictures of past student government officers. Joyce tried not to glance up at the picture of Helen, the first and only Asian American female president of Orangedale. Even though Helen had graduated over a year ago, Joyce was reminded of Helen’s legacy at every display case that housed medals and plaques.


Joyce turned her back on the picture of Helen as she waited for her turn in line and scanned the heads, looking for anyone dark haired. Anyone tall and dark haired with reportedly beautiful brown-green eyes.


“Hey, move up, it’s your turn,” a heavily muscled guy in a white T-shirt said.


Joyce turned back in line and stepped forward.


“I need a yearbook,” she said.


The student behind the counter turned around and reached into a full box and pulled out a silver and blue yearbook.


“Fifty,” he said drumming his fingers on the counter.


Joyce reached into her pocket and pulled out a ten. She looked over her shoulder for Gina, who was still standing in front of the snack display.


“Gina,” Joyce called, “I need the money.”


The muscle guy started to complain loudly. “Jesus Christ, would you get moving?”


Joyce started feeling anxious and yelled louder. “GINA!”


Gina waved her finger for one more second.


“Jesus, you Oriental bitches move as slow as you drive,” muscle guy muttered.


Joyce pretended not to hear and fidgeted with her hair, tucking it back behind her ears.


Gina finally tapped her shoulder and handed her one five and two twenty-dollar bills and a granola bar packet.


“Took you long enough,” muscle guy said.


Gina shot him an annoyed look.


Joyce quickly threw down the money and grabbed the yearbook. As the student behind the counter started to hand Joyce the change, she caught him staring at the side of her head. Joyce could feel the egg pulsing with attention. She quickly grabbed the change and ran out of the bookstore.


“Joyce, wait up,” Gina called.


Joyce cleared the crowd and finally stopped in the hallway. Gina caught up to her.


“What’s wrong with you?”


“I hate this place,” Joyce said, staring down the empty hall, clutching the yearbook to her chest.


Gina pulled the edge of the yearbook down and grabbed the granola bar and her change from Joyce.


“What’s new?” Gina said, peeling open the wrapper of her granola bar. They started walking down the hall. “Come on. It’s the last day of school. You’re supposed to be happy.”


Joyce laughed bitterly. “Yeah, right. I just paid fifty dollars for a second yearbook and got called an Oriental bitch by that meathead in the bookstore. And then the guy behind the counter was staring at my zit. Did you see him?”


Gina stopped. “What did that jerk call you?”


“Us. He called us Oriental bitches who move as slow as we drive.”


Gina closed her eyes and bit down on her lower lip. Then she opened her eyes and let loose. “That jock-grabbing, ass-scratching, meatheaded LOSER!” Gina turned around to go back to the store.


Joyce reached out and grabbed the back of Gina’s shirt. “Come on, Gina. What are you going to do? Beat him up?”


“No,” she said. “But I can call him some choice names and educate him. It’s ‘Asian bitch,’ dumb ass.”


“Yeah, and then what?”


“And then he’ll be enlightened and I’ll feel better.”


Joyce shook her head. “Forget it. You can’t educate a Neanderthal. And it’s the last day of school, remember?”


“I hate this school,” Gina said.


Joyce snorted and smiled. Gina smiled back.


“Come on, you slow-ass Asian bitch. I’ll walk you to your locker,” Gina said.


“Thanks, bitch,” Joyce said, and they began their slow-motion walk to their lockers.


Joyce stared at herself in the mirror hanging inside her locker. She kept brushing forward more hair to make sure the egg was covered. She didn’t want a repeat performance from it. Joyce turned to Gina.


“Do I look okay?”


Gina sat on the cement floor signing Joyce’s yearbook. “You look great,” she said without looking up.


Joyce checked herself one last time. This was it. Fifth period. Her last chance to really see the color of John Ford Kang’s eyes.


“Wish me luck,” Joyce said, taking a breath.


“Luck,” Gina said, still not looking up from the book.


Joyce scowled. “What are you doing? Stop writing in that. You better not be saying anything incriminating.”


Gina finished with a flourish of her signature. “Come on. You can’t give the guy an empty yearbook. He’ll think you saved the entire thing for him.”


Joyce felt anxiety creeping up on her again. “Oh, no, he’s going to think I don’t have any friends.” She grabbed the yearbook and opened it up to blank page after blank page. “Where did you sign?” Joyce asked in a panic.


Gina stood up laughing. “Joyce, it’s okay. Look, here’s my entry. And I made it really big.” Gina flipped to the back and showed her the page with the photograph of the orange tree that symbolized the school. “Just have him sign on that page.”


Joyce scanned the entry that started with the block letters HEY, ASIAN BITCH. Joyce looked up. “Gina!”


Gina was already down the hall, waving. The bell for fifth period sounded through the open-air hallways. Gina cupped her hands near her mouth and yelled, “You can do it!”


Joyce shut the yearbook. This was it.





THREE


They had chemistry together. For this one whole school year, Joyce had been able to study John Ford Kang like the true specimen that he was. She knew every muscle twitch, every cadence of his laugh, every shirt that he owned. The only thing she hadn’t been able to do was muster up the nerve to stare him in the eyes. Just the idea of it made her want to bolt from the room screaming. Joyce could hardly focus on the instructions that Mr. Blevins was giving them about how to properly store the beakers and pipettes. Luckily, Lynn, her lab partner, was good about stuff like that. She glanced at Lynn, who was squinting in concentration.


There were a few dozen Asian students at the school, a half dozen in her year, and she had shared a class with almost all of them, but she had never been partnered with one of them before. Lynn Song was the embodiment of the stereotypical Asian student. She wore thick glasses that made her already slim eyes look even narrower. Her stringy straight hair was cut into a harsh line straight across her back and hung in her face most of the time. Her radar for fashion was completely turned off, not to mention that she sported old-fashioned metal braces instead of the clear ceramic ones that weren’t nearly as offensive. Lynn was nice, but even Joyce found herself trying not to laugh sometimes when Lynn was being especially earnest about a question.


Lynn and Joyce cleaned up their set of beakers, working like the good team that they were. Joyce dried while Lynn scrubbed.


“Do you have any plans for summer?” Joyce asked Lynn, trying to keep her mind off her bigger task. Joyce had planned to ask John to sign her yearbook at the end of class.


“I’m taking this accelerated summer science program at Cal Tech,” Lynn said, pushing her glasses up and focusing on the beaker in her hands. Lynn’s hair kept falling into her face, making her look slightly deranged. Joyce wanted to hand her a rubber band to tie back the mess.


“That sounds fun,” Joyce said, watching John cross the room to his desk.


“Are you crazy?” Lynn glanced up from her task. “I think it’s going to be hell, but my guidance counselor thought it would make my apps for college stronger.”


Joyce dropped the paper towel to conceal her embarrassment and bent down to retrieve it.


“I just mean it’ll be fun to meet other people who aren’t from this school,” Joyce said, standing up.


“Yeah, that’s for sure,” Lynn said, her eyes following two guys throwing paper balls at each other. “Hopefully there won’t be as many losers.”


Joyce smiled. She had to give it to Lynn. No matter how bad she might look, Lynn honestly didn’t care what other people thought. She was bent on a specific Ivy League school, and everything she did was to achieve her goal. Her quiet confidence made Joyce wish she could ask for Lynn’s secret formula.


They finished up silently and placed the clean beakers back into the cabinet. Joyce turned around and surveyed the room for John. He was sitting on top of his desk talking to one of his friends. He always had someone who wanted to talk to him. Even though he was Asian, he looked and acted like everyone else. Like someone who belonged in this school, in this neighborhood, with all these students. Not an immigrant that moved into the area or faked an address to attend one of the best schools in Orangedale. Maybe it was because he was only half Asian and looked like some movie star. Or maybe it was because he knew he had an exotic model mother who probably didn’t cook kimchee ji-geh at home, stinking up the entire house. Joyce wandered back to her desk to retrieve her yearbook. And if John’s mom didn’t cook Korean food, then John’s dad had to get his Korean food fix somehow because Koreans can’t live without their food. The addictive combination of garlic, chili, and salt must be imprinted on Koreans from birth. Maybe John’s father came to their restaurant to get his Korean food fix. Would Joyce be able to spot John Ford Kang’s father if she saw him?


Joyce glanced up at the clock. It was time. She pulled more of her hair forward over the zit and took a deep breath. As she walked to his desk, she held the yearbook in front of her like a shield.


She didn’t want to interrupt, so she waited for him to notice. For his friend to stop explaining how to get to this amazing surfing spot down the coast. The bell was going to ring any minute. She cleared her throat. An ear-piercing, sharp alarm sounded.


John jumped off the desk and smacked right into Joyce, sending her reeling backward and then falling to the floor.


“Oh, man. I’m sorry. I didn’t even see you there.” John reached out to her, offering his hand.


Without thinking, Joyce automatically reached up and grabbed the offered hand. He pulled her up in one graceful arch with a gentle and surprising strength. Joyce stood in front of him. He smiled down at her. She stared up into his eyes. Oh, Joyce thought. Oh, his eyes are amazing. Brown and green and amazing.


“You okay?” he asked.


She nodded.


“Here.” He bent down and grabbed her yearbook off the floor. “Sorry about that,” he said and handed her the yearbook. “That bell just makes me jump sometimes.”


Joyce nodded again.


“Have a good summer,” John said. He paused for a second right before he turned away. And winked.


Joyce gasped. On anyone else, the wink would have been cheesy as all hell. On anyone else, the wink would have been slimy and completely gross. On John Ford Kang, the wink was heartbreaking.


John started to walk away.


Joyce spun around and called out, “Wait!”


John paused.


Joyce raced up to him and thrust the yearbook out in front of her. “Can you sign this?”


He shrugged. “Yeah, sure. Okay.” He reached for the yearbook.


Joyce immediately pulled it back and fumbled around for the spot where Gina had signed. She felt her face flaming up. “Let me find a page,” she muttered.


John dropped his backpack to the floor and stood patiently. Joyce found the page with the orange tree and handed it to him. He stared down at Gina’s loopy handwriting.


“Do you have a pen?” he asked.


“Oh. No.” Joyce scanned the desktops and floors. There had to be one somewhere. “You wait. I go find one.” Joyce wanted to bite her tongue off. Why couldn’t she speak properly? What if he thought she was some FOB, fresh off the boat from Korea?


John reached down to his backpack. “No worries. I have one in my pack.”


It felt like hours as Joyce stood there and watched John open his pack and extract a blue pen and then reach for the yearbook. It was another lifetime watching him carefully think about what to say and then quickly jot it down. Joyce stood in her place and gazed up at him. At his firm muscled shoulders as he leaned over the yearbook. At his long slender fingers grasping the pen. Joyce marveled at the way his dark lashes curled at the edges. Perfect.


John glanced up, sensing her eyes on him, and Joyce jerked her eyes down. She nervously reached up to tuck her hair behind her ears, but remembered to stop herself just before she revealed too much.


“Here,” he said and closed the book before handing it back to her. “I didn’t get a yearbook this year or I’d have you sign mine,” he said apologetically. “I mean, fifty dollars for a yearbook seems extreme.”


“Yeah, my mom made me get one,” Joyce lied, her voice high and shrill.


Stupid, she berated herself. Here she was having her first real conversation with John and all she could come up with was that her mother made her? What about her jokes? Her cool line about summer? This wasn’t going the way she had planned.


John shoved his pen into the front pocket of his backpack. “See you around,” he said and gave her a nod before he turned to go.


“See you,” she called after him.


He raised his hand in acknowledgment and stepped out to the hallway, disappearing into the crowd.


Joyce stood in the middle of the silent empty classroom, staring out the door. Had that really happened? Did she just talk to John Ford Kang? She stared down at the yearbook in her hands. It hadn’t been executed with the suave sure lines that she had planned, and he wasn’t going to see her clever note, but at least she had taken the first step. John knew who she was now.


Joyce had even touched his hand. She sniffed her palm, hoping his scent had rubbed off on her. There was only a lingering sour trace of her nervous sweat. She thought about the color of his eyes. His beautiful, gorgeous, brown-green eyes. A loopy grin spread across her face as the realization slowly spread through her body. She did it. She really did it! A giddiness made her want to whoop out loud, stretch her arms to the skies and dance like some crazy in the park. John Ford Kang had signed her yearbook!
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