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Chapter 1
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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!

The three dots appear immediately. My heart somersaults.

Andrew: No problem. Be over in 5.

I toss my phone onto the bed and do a victory dance that’d mortify me if witnessed. Then I dash downstairs and wait.

***
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The doorbell rings at 11:07. I take a deep breath, smooth my dress, and open the door.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

Andrew Miller—all thirty-five years of him—is one sexy beast standing on Zack’s doorstep. That age gap should feel predatory but just makes my pussy throb harder, like he’s some forbidden vintage I’m legally allowed to uncork. His navy blue t-shirt hugs every defined muscle of his chest and arms, the fabric straining as he shifts. Up close, I can see streaks of silver in his messy dark hair that he keeps running those capable hands through. His five o’clock shadow at eleven in the morning makes him look deliciously experienced, and that cedar-and-spice scent of his? Yeah, my uterus is doing fucking cartwheels

“Hey, Jenna,” he says, and his voice is deep enough to feel in my bones. “So you’ve got sink trouble?”

I’ve got trouble, all right, but it’s not with the sink. It’s with the fact that I want to climb him like a tree, and I have to at least pretend to be normal for the next few minutes.

“Yep! Thanks for coming over.” I step aside to let him in, and when he passes, I catch another whiff of his cologne. My ovaries are practically singing. “It’s in the kitchen.”

He follows me, and I can feel his eyes on me as I walk. I put a little extra sway in my hips, hoping he notices.

“So, how’s post-graduation life treating you?” he asks as we enter the kitchen.

“It’s good! I’m just enjoying some free time before I start my job.” I gesture to the sink. “It’s making this weird gurgling sound when I turn it on.”

He leans over to look, and I’m treated to the magnificent view of his back muscles flexing under his shirt. I want to bite him. Is that weird? That’s probably weird.

“Let me take a look.” When he turns on the faucet, it runs perfectly normal because there’s absolutely nothing wrong with it. “Seems fine to me.”

“Oh!” I feign surprise. “That’s so strange. It was definitely making a noise earlier. Maybe it fixed itself?”

He gives me a look that says he doesn’t entirely believe me, but he’s too polite to call me out. “Plumbing can be temperamental sometimes.”

“While you’re here...” I give him a cutesy grin. “Would you mind taking a look at something else for me upstairs?”

His eyebrow quirks up slightly. “Sure.”

I lead him up the stairs, hyperaware of his presence behind me. My sundress keeps riding up, and I can practically feel his gaze burning through the fabric. 

“It’s in here,” I say, pushing open the door to the guest bedroom.

He steps inside and freezes as he takes in the fairy lights, the projector, and the PowerPoint title slide that reads “Why You Should Breed Me Today” in elegant font against a background of satin sheets.

“What the fuck?” he says softly.

“Let me explain.”

“Jenna, what is this?” He turns to look at me, his expression a mixture of confusion and something else I can’t quite identify.

I grab the remote for the projector. “Please, just hear me out before you say anything.” 

He crosses his arms over his chest, which makes his biceps bulge in a way that’s extremely distracting. “I’m listening.”

I click to the next slide: “Sexual Chemistry Analysis.”

“I’ve been attracted to you since I saw you in Zack’s pool two years ago,” I begin, my voice slightly shaky. “But this isn’t just about physical attraction. We have an undeniable chemistry that I’ve analyzed thoroughly.” 

I click to the next slide, which shows a chart of our interactions and the sexual tension I’ve measured between us.

“Every time we’re in the same room, the temperature practically rises. I’ve caught you looking at me seventeen times over the last four gatherings. Your pupils dilate when I walk by, and I’ve noticed how you adjust your stance when we talk.” I point to a graph showing these observations. “The data doesn’t lie—we’re practically combustible, which will help with the baby making.”

Andrew’s mouth opens and closes like a fish. “Baby making?”

“Hypothetical babies. Don’t get hung up on the details.” I click to the next slide: “Fertility Window.”

“I’m currently at the peak of my fertility cycle,” I continue, gesturing to a graph that shows my basal body temperature over the past month. “My ovulation is perfectly timed for insemination today, with a 98.3% chance of conception if we engage in unprotected intercourse within the next six hours.”

“Jenna,” Andrew finally manages, his voice strained. “This is—I can’t—your brother would kill me.”

“Zack is currently in Seattle,” I counter smoothly. “He won’t be back for four more days. And what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.”

I click to the next slide: “Risk Assessment.”

“I’ve calculated all possible outcomes. The benefits far outweigh the risks. I’ll be financially stable with my new job, you’re established in your career, and we’re both physically healthy. There’s no logical reason not to proceed.”

Andrew runs a hand through his hair, making it even messier. “There are plenty of logical reasons. For starters, we’re not in a relationship. We barely know each other outside of the few times we’ve interacted at Zack’s parties.”

“Which is why I’ve prepared this.” I click to a slide titled “Compatibility Beyond Chemistry.”

“Based on our social media activity, we share interests in hiking, sci-fi movies, and Thai food. You post about ethical business practices, which aligns with my values. You have a dog named Einstein, indicating you value intelligence and companionship. I’ve analyzed our compatibility from every angle, and we’re a 92% match.”

Andrew stares at me like I’ve grown a second head. “You’ve been stalking me?”

“Research,” I correct him. “Stalking implies ill intent. My intent is purely reproductive.”

He makes a choking sound. “Jenna, this is insane.”

“Is it?” I click to the final slide, which simply says “Decision Time” with a countdown clock showing 5:43:27 and ticking down. “You have until the end of my fertility window to decide
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