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I’ve been obsessed with Andrew Miller for exactly two years, three months, and seventeen days—not that I’m counting or anything.

It started the summer after my sophomore year in college. My brother had just bought his first house and threw a housewarming party to celebrate. That’s where I met Andrew, his new neighbor, who would later become his best friend.

Two years ago, when I stepped into that backyard, Andrew was climbing out of the pool. Shirtless, water cascading down his skin, he looked like an underwear model dipped in liquid sex. The lemonade glass slipped from my fingers and shattered against the concrete. He looked over at the sound, and that was it. I was ruined for all other men. 

Now I’m a college graduate with an early childhood education degree and dual teacher prep certification, plus a job lined up at Oakwood Elementary this fall. I’ve also got a meticulously crafted PowerPoint presentation titled “Why You Should Breed Me Today” saved on my laptop. Totally normal post-graduation activities, especially since I’ve always wanted kids—desperately—and now that I’ve graduated, I’m ready to start immediately.

“You sure you don’t mind house-sitting?” My brother Zack asks for the third time, tossing his duffel bag into his trunk. “I can always ask Mom and Dad.”

“It’s fine,” I say, trying to sound casual and not like I’ve plotted this moment for months. “I need somewhere to crash before my move-in date to my apartment anyway.” What I don’t tell him is that I specifically pushed back my move-in date for this opportunity. I’m not just organized; I’m diabolical.

“Cool. Just water the plants and don’t burn the place down this week.” He slams the trunk shut. “Oh, and if you need anything, Andrew’s right next door, working from home”

I nearly choke on my own spit. “Oh, he’s home this week? I had no idea.” 

Liar, liar, panties on fire. I’ve memorized his work schedule and already knew he works from home Thursdays and Fridays. It gives me more time to seduce his best friend. 

Not that I’m totally sure my seduction plan will work since I’ve never even had sex. Once I saw Andrew, dating anyone else felt pointless. Why waste time when perfection lives next door to your brother?

“Yeah, he’ll keep an eye out for you.” Zack gives me a one-armed hug. “You’re a college graduate now. Try to act like an adult.”

“I am an adult,” I say with all the dignity I can muster while mentally calculating condom needs—zero, because nothing comes between me and Andrew’s swimmers.

Zack drives away, oblivious to his little sister’s plans to get impregnated by his best friend. In his house. Possibly on his furniture.

Sorry, Zack. As Gandhi probably said, ‘Be the baby mama you wish to see in the world.’

I sprint inside and up to the guest bedroom the moment his car disappears. I’ve got less than twenty-four hours to transform it into a fertility temple worthy of my ovulation cycle.

By Thursday morning, fairy lights hang from the ceiling, a projector hums softly, and a semi-circle of throw pillows waits on the floor—a Pinterest board for a “Cozy Insemination Nook” vomited perfection. I check my outfit in the mirror. I’m wearing a sundress that’s innocent enough to avoid suspicion but short enough to showcase legs toned by months of squats for this moment. My graduation cap sits ready for its starring role later.

At exactly 11:03 AM, I text Andrew. 

Jenna: Hey! Zack said you might help me with something? I’m house-sitting and the sink’s making a weird noise. No pressure if you’re busy!
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