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	“Oh my God...” I stared at her with a blank expression, wondering if I had heard her right.

	

	“You want me to be a surrogate mother? You mean, you want me to carry John’s baby for you? Are you for real?”

	

	Sarah, my best friend, leaned in closer and looked at me with pleading eyes. “You don’t understand. I’m infertile, and we’ve been trying for so long now. We need a surrogate, and you’re the only one I trust enough to do it. You’ll get maternity leave from your job and we’ll pay for all the expenses.”

	

	I gave her a look as if she was crazy.

	

	“You come in here and ask me to carry John’s baby and you think I’m worried about the expenses? Honey, that’s the last thing on my mind right about now.”

	

	It was a massive favor to ask in a normal situation, but Sarah didn’t know the half of it. I had never told her because I didn’t want to risk our friendship, but her husband John and I had been lovers, several years ago. It was a short and passionate relationship, but the fact that we had been together before made it so much harder for me to consider carrying his child. 

	

	I sighed deeply, staring off into the distance. I was unable to look her in the face as I remember the long sweaty nights of passionate lovemaking I had with John, but I quickly tried to focus on what was important. Sarah was my best friend, and she was asking me to do a favor nobody else could do for her. With my heart beating loudly in my chest and a dry mouth, I finally worked up the courage to look her back in the eye, trying desperately to think of a good excuse not to do it but I couldn’t.

	

	“I might... I mean, I could... Hell, wouldn’t you guys get some strange looks having a mixed baby when you’re a white couple?”

	

	She shook her head. “We’ve already talked about that, and we couldn’t care less what people think. If anyone asks, we’ll explain. Besides, can you imagine how good looking the kid will be?” She laughed nervously, obviously trying to lighten the mood. It wasn’t working and I was still apprehensive, but at the same time I knew I couldn’t say no. Sarah would do anything for me, and I would do anything for her. Even if it meant dealing with feelings I’ve been trying to repress for years.

	

	Sighing deeply, I smiled at her. “I’ll do it.”

	

	She practically squealed with delight, jumping out of her chair and throwing her arms around me.

	

	“Alright, damn!” I said laughingly, pushing her off a bit. “So what do I even do to become a surrogate?”

	

	Sarah calmed down a bit before replying. “Well, first things first you need to go to the doctor to become artificially inseminated. We’ve already given a sperm sample, so you can go whenever you want. Here’s the address of the place, just tell us when you want to go so we can give permission to use the sperm.”

	

	She reached into her purse and handed me a business card, and I stared at it for a moment before looking back up at her. 

	

	“Well I might as well get it over with. I’ll go tomorrow.”

	

	After a few more excited hugs, she called John to let him know the good news. After she hung up, she went to the kitchen counter and grabbed a pen, scribbling his number on the back of a scrap of paper.

	

	“Here’s John’s number, put it in your phone in case you ever need to reach us about the baby and I’m not picking up.”

	

	I took it from her hands with a strange feeling that I couldn’t quite pin down. Was it jealously? Happiness? Sadness? I didn’t even know what emotion to feel anymore, and I sat there in a daze as she continued to talk about the future. After an hour or so of discussing details, she stood up to go.

	

	“Thank you so much again!” She exclaimed. I did my best to put on a brave smile, and walked her to the door. As I shut it behind her I slumped up against it and buried my head in my hands.

	

	What have I gotten myself into this time?

	***

	The next morning I woke up the sound of my phone messaging tone. I picked it up and glanced at the screen. It was from Sarah.

	

	“Don’t forget about your appointment today at 11am! I’ll be in a meeting but call John if you need anything!”

	

	I wondered why she was messaging me so early, it was only... 10am! 

	

	Fuck! I thought I must have slept through my alarm. I had been up late the night before, tossing and turning.
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