
        
            
                
            
        

    
HE DIDN'T PULL OUT

By Brandi Black


"M
ake a wish," Robbie says, as he lights the candle with his cigarette lighter. It's my twenty-fifth birthday, and it's just the two of us in a roadside motel.


I don't even need to think about it. My wish is the same every year: I want to get pregnant. I take a huge breath in, which is probably overkill for a cupcake with a single candle.


"Remember, you can't tell me what you're wishing for," Robbie says, "or it won't come true."


I blow as hard as I can, and the flame disappears into a curl of smoke. Robbie pulls the candle out and digs at a hardened clump of wax with his fingernail.


I wonder whether he might be able to guess what I'd wished for. We'd been seeing each other for six months and, so far, I've been too nervous to bring up the P word. What if he freaks out and doesn't want to be with me anymore? Sure, we haven't been dating for long and sure, he's married, but my oldest sister, Tash, tried for years and ended up not having her first baby until she was thirty-four.


Thirty-four.


That seems so ancient — hell, right now, twenty-five seems ancient enough, like I'm teetering on the precipice of old age. And I don't think I'll be able to wait another nine years for something that I really, really want.


"Robbie..." I start, almost finding the courage to bring it up, but then I remember what he said: You can't tell me what you're wishing for, or it won't come true.


He looks at me expectantly as he touches his paring knife to the icing.


"I'll just have a small piece," I say weakly, and he looks at me with a raised eyebrow.


"If you're sure..." he says, with a skeptical voice. He moves the knife and cuts the cake into two pieces. I take the smaller one on a flimsy paper plate. It's vanilla with chocolate icing, my favourite, so small I eat it in two bites. It's delicious though and melts in my mouth before I have the chance to chew.


Robbie shoves his wedge of cake into his mouth and glances at his phone, a habit he's picked up recently. What's going on, I wonder. Has Lynne been asking questions? Is that why he wanted to meet me here, at the motel, instead of my house? It seemed innocent enough when he told me about the booking — "l wanted to do something special for your birthday" — but maybe he had another motive.


This place is decidedly not special. It's as generic as a motel room can get — grey carpet, white walls, a bed, an empty fridge and the table we're sitting at. But then he reaches into the bag next to his foot and pulls out a small present, neatly wrapped in colourful paper.


"Happy birthday, gorgeous," Robbie says, and my heart skips a beat as I pull the paper off. It feels like a jewelry box, and of course my mind wonders whether it's an engagement ring, even though I know that would be impossible.


Sure enough, just as I suspected from its shape, it's a jewelry box. I ease it open and gasp.


Inside, there's a pendant in the shape of a daisy.


"A daisy for my Daisy," he says, as he dislodges it from the box and drapes it around my neck.


"That's beautiful," I say, squeezing the pendant gently, warming it with my fingers. He leans down to kiss me and our chests both press against my hand. His cologne swirls around us, making me even more turned on than I already was.


I know what we're doing is wrong, but I just can't help myself. Every time we meet up, it's like there's a switch flicked inside me. Even when I'm mad at him, just being in the same room is enough to make my brain and body wrestle, and my brain always loses.


His lips press against mine and I melt inside. I stand up, pressing my body against his, the daisy necklace flattening between our chests. My tongue swirls around his and he squeezes my ass like he's massaging it, although I know he's pulling me closer to his erection.


I can feel its pulse through my pelvis.


It's like a thick rod between us, almost too thick to be restrained by his pants. It twitches with excitement as I fumble with the button, tugging its fabric cage aside.


Robbie grunts and his eyes blaze with desire as he picks me up and tosses me on the bed. I land on my back and bounce, but then he's on top of me, his lips devouring mine, his strong body pinning me down.


This is exactly how I like it. We've fucked enough for him to learn what I like, but not enough for it to become routine or stale. My breath still catches in my throat as I release his throbbing cock, still intimidated by its size, even after taking it so many times before.


"Would you like me to fuck you?" he growls, already knowing the answer.


I nod, parting my legs to let his wandering hand probe my wetness. I'm already soaked, as always, and he plunges two fingers inside me, seemingly satisfied by the squelching sound they make.


"You want me, don't you," he hisses into my ear. The heat of his breath makes me squirm and nod. "You want me to fuck you until you come."


The tip of his cock nudges against my opening. I part my legs further, without even thinking about it, and run my hands down his body. Every muscle is engaged, his hips bucking slightly, fighting the urge to ram hard inside me. He wants to make it special, I can tell, but there's only so much waiting I can take.


I lift my hips so his cock slides inside me, just an inch, but enough to make me cry out with pleasure.


That's the advantage of the motel — I can be as loud as I want, unbothered by housemates or colleagues.


"Deeper," I beg.


Robbie smiles — he knows exactly what he's doing. He slowly eases himself inside me, smiling with satisfaction as my eyes roll back in my head and I let out a low moan.


He pulls out and slides inside me again, knowing exactly how slow to take it to drive me wild, knowing that in thirty seconds I'll be begging him to fuck me as hard as he can.


Sure enough, with the third slow thrust, I'm grabbing every part of him I can reach, scratching him with my fingernails as I try to pull him inside me.


"Fuck me, Robbie," I moan. "Fuck me hard."


Of course, he obliges. The muscles in his face tense as he starts getting serious about it, bucking and sliding against me as his cock pumps in and out. His pelvis grinds against my clit as he buries himself to the hilt inside me, and I gasp with pleasure at the plethora of sensations.


My breasts bounce, and the bedhead thumps against the wall. The sheets move with my body and I reach up, pressing my hand against the wall to steady myself as his thrusts push me along the bed.


I'm getting close now. His cock's slamming into my cervix and my muscles quiver around his cock, about to lose control.


"You're a dirty little slut," Robbie growls into my ear as he speeds up even more. "That's why you always want to fuck me."


He's never called me that before. Outside the bedroom, I'd probably be offended, but right now, his words make my body shout, Yes I am! I want to do this every day!.


I howl with pleasure as he rams his cock deep inside me. I can barely breathe from how good it feels, but that doesn't seem important now. What's important is riding this wave as my pussy quivers and clenches, stroking his cock, trying to hold it inside me.


And then it happens. I shake all over as the orgasm shoots through me, making every inch of my body melt with pleasure.


Here it comes, I think, as my pussy spasms around his cock like it's milking him. I close my eyes, enjoying the sensations, knowing he's about to fill me with his seed.


"Come inside me," I beg, lifting my hips to take his last frantic thrusts as his face begins to turn red.


Just as he's about to come, he rips himself out of me, dumping ropes of hot white cum on the bedspread. It surges out of him, soaking the fabric until it turns dark brown, and I stare at it with disappointment.


That should be inside me!


Robbie seems satisfied though — he squeezes the last few drops out of the tip and smiles.


"Happy birthday, sweetheart."





SINCE ROBBIE'S MARRIED, I don't get to spend as much time with him as I'd like, but it gives me plenty of opportunities for one of my favourite activities: shopping for baby supplies with my sister, Tash. Her husband runs a bank, so they've got enough money to buy whatever they want.


My favourite baby shop is in the city, so we walk down the footpath through crowds of pedestrians, licking the ice-creams we'd picked up on the previous block.


Tash's two kids are usually with us but they're at home today, with her husband. It's good because we can walk faster, but it's bad because it gives her more time to pay attention to me.


"Are you seeing someone?" she asks, and I groan because I know where this is going.


"Sort of," I say, as I pretend that a moving billboard advertising a movie is super interesting, just so I don't have to look her in the eye.


"Women's fertility starts to decline at twenty-seven, you know," Tash says, as sweeps her tongue across her watermelon ice cream. "Don't leave it too late, like I did."


"You still had two," I point out. We're almost at the store now — I can see the pale pink and blue awning. "That wasn't too late."


"Yeah, but I'm old now," Tash says, holding her hands out as though we're in a courtroom and she's exhibit A. "Nothing works as well, I don't have the energy to run after them and I'm always tired."


My heart thumps, but I try not to let my panic show on my face. "I've got plenty of time," I say. "And I have a really good feeling about this man."


"Oh yeah?" Tash squints at me. "What's his name?"


"Robbie."


"What does he do?"


"The same thing as me." She seems to want more information, so I add, "He works in my building."


"How long have you been seeing each other?"


"Six months."


Tash tilts her head to one side. "Where do you see the relationship going?"


My voice catches in my throat. It's something I try not to think about, although I know exactly what I'd like. I want Robbie to stop being so careful, take me hard and unprotected, and marry me instead of Lynne. But if I mention that he's married to Tash, she'll flip out in a big way.


"Uh, I see it continuing the way it is for a while, and then maybe we'll talk about what's next."


"I'd do it sooner rather than later if I were you," Tash says, as we walk into the store. It's almost like wandering into a different dimension — out there, everything's grey and black, stone and concrete. In here, it's all pastel colours and softness — soft toys, blankets, tiny clothes made from expensive blends of wool. We wander through to the toys so Tash can buy her youngest son a birthday present.


I pick up a wooden train and wonder if I'll ever have the chance to come to visit shops like this with Robbie.


Luckily, being here has taken Tash's mind off me a bit — at least she's stopped asking questions. But now my own questions burn inside me, gnawing somewhere in my stomach.


What's next?





ROBBIE DOESN'T SEEM to want to offer any answers. Our next catch-up starts the same way we always do. We meet in the car park at work, next to his black sedan, and he drives to my house.


"Why don't we try your place one day?" I ask, bored with the same view and the same bed.


"You know why," he says, as he flicks on the indicator. "It's too risky."


Too risky. This doesn't fill me with confidence that he's ever going to tell Lynne about us. What does he do when they're together, I wonder? Smile and play happy families, while he's texting me about how hard he is?


"But I want to do something different," I complain.


Robbie glances at me like he's about to start another argument, but then he does a swift u-turn and heads back down the street.


My heart hammers. Are we actually going to his house?


He lives three suburbs away from me, in a house that looks like it was taken straight off a TV show. But he drives past the turnoff to his street and keeps going, towards the nature reserve at the edge of town. There's a dirt road I've never noticed before, and he turns down it and drives up the gravel path, into the cluster of trees.


"How's this?"


I peer out. The main road is close enough that I can hear the cars, but I can't see it. Robbie climbs out of the car and slams the door shut behind him, and I follow. He comes up and kisses me, roughly, holding my arms.


"I've always fantasized about fucking you outside," he says, and I can feel his erection stiffening in his pants. It presses against my stomach, straining through the fabric, and knowing it's there makes my pussy drip with desire. "Somewhere public, where there's the risk of getting caught."


"Me too," I gasp. My pussy's really wet now, craving his touch. Robbie shoves me against a tree, its massive trunk supporting my weight as he trails kisses all down my body. He starts at my chin and works his way down, his lips pressing every spare inch of skin they can find. When he reaches the top button that fastens my shirt closed, he pulls the fabric aside, stretching it as far as he can over my bra, kissing the swollen flesh, trying to get a taste of nipple.


I undo the buttons as quickly as I can, but he keeps working his way down my body, pulling my shirt up to kiss my bare stomach, stretching my skirt to kiss the skin beneath my belly button. When he can't possibly go any further, he lifts my skirt up and shoves his head beneath it, kissing my thighs until he reaches my panties.


My clit must be visible through my panties, I realize. It's so swollen that even the slightest bit of movement makes it throb. When he presses his lips to it, kissing it through the fabric, I moan and grab his shoulder for support as my knees feel like they're about to buckle.


"Do you want my tongue inside you?" he asks, and I quiver with anticipation.


"Eat me out," I beg, "eat me out until I can't stand up anymore."


If there's anything Robbie likes, it's a challenge. He doubles down, grabbing my legs for support as he grinds his tongue over my clit, soaking my panties. His finger works its way under the elastic and tugs it aside, exposing my dripping pink slit to him.


I grab the tree, chunks of bark lodging under my fingernails as I claw it. Robbie moves lower, his tongue curling over my pussy opening, sucking out my juices as he squeezes my thighs so hard I know he'll leave red marks on my skin.


My knees wobble, and I can feel the orgasm surging through me. Perhaps Robbie can sense this, because he adds a finger below his tongue and slides it into my throbbing wet opening, then fucks me with it, drawing it in and out like it's a cock.


"Fuck me, Robbie," I beg, but he adds a second finger as he continues to work his tongue over my almost-bursting clit. Both fingers move inside me, rotating and scissoring back and forth, and it's almost too much.


But I don't want this — I don't want to waste an orgasm on his fingers. I want to come while he's inside me, so my body can milk his seed out of his cock and suck it deep inside me. I move away so he has no choice but to stand up, then turn to bend against the tree and pull my skirt up, exposing my naked ass. And, right in the middle, my dripping, engorged pussy.


Robbie can't resist. I hear him unzip his pants and when I peek over my shoulder, they're down around his ankles while he pumps his hand over his erection. It's ready to explode — I can tell from the purplish red shade of the head — and I want it inside me more than ever.


And just as I wanted him to, he drags the tip over my swiller cunt, tracing a line up and down my lips. I lean forward further, so he can't possibly misinterpret what I'm doing.


Everything in my body language says one thing: fuck me. And, hopefully, fill me with your cum.


And Robbie's a good listener. He leans forward, sliding the tip of his cock inside me. I moan with pleasure as it stretches me — his fingers got me partway there, but his cock's far wider.


My movements are involuntary now — my hips rise, my back arches and I rise up on the balls of my feet, everything to try to get him further inside me.


Robbie grunts with pleasure as he grabs my hips and drives his cock inside me as far as I can, until my pussy won't stretch any further.


"God, you're tight," he pants. "And warm."


I can feel the warmth he's talking about — it's radiating out from my pussy and surely must be scorching his cock.


He pumps harder, his hips thrusting so hard now his cock's slamming against my cervix.


This is it, I think, the knowledge that he's about to squirt his seed inside me driving me closer and closer to an orgasm.


His hands grip my hips with an incredible amount of strength and with a grunt of frustration, he rips his cock out of me.


That was so close, I lament, as I feel hot liquid spurt over my ass.


"That was close," he pants. "You're too damn sexy for your own good, Daisy."


Or maybe I'm not quite sexy enough, I think, as I watch him pull his pants back up, covering his softening cock.





I FIRST MET Robbie at an office party. It was one of those ones that had a purpose nobody really remembers — a birthday or farewell or something else that's really just an excuse to get together and drink. We were all tipsy, in the office, going through bottles of wine someone had taken out of the office fridge, and Robbie looked extra handsome.


He was wearing a suit, which was out of the ordinary. Normally I wouldn't ask him about it — I'd had a crush on him for ages — but after a few drinks, I had more confidence.


"What are you wearing that for?" I asked.


"Job interviews," he said, and I must have looked so crestfallen at the idea that he might be leaving our office that he quickly clarified, "I was the interviewer."


"Oh." I chuckled, hoping that my little slip hadn't been too obvious. "Were any of the applicants good?"


"Some of them were," Robbie said, giving me a flirtatious smile. "But none were as sexy as you."


I'd fantasized that moment so many times that it took me a while to believe he was really saying it, and I hadn't just drifted into another daydream.


"Really?" I asked.


"Really." Robbie moved closer, lifting his hand towards mine under the table. Our fingertips met, sending sparks of electricity through my body. "On your first day here, you wore giant black heels, the kind a stripper would wear." He glanced at my feet, and I suddenly felt like I'd made the wrong choice with my sensible pumps. "Nothing drives me wilder than stripper heels."


I remembered those shoes well — they'd hurt my feet so much that at lunchtime, I threw them out and borrowed someone else's shoes.


"Really?" I said, remembering how difficult it was to walk up the stairs in them.


"Absolutely," Robbie said, moving his hand up my wrist, but then someone else came in and he snatched his hand away.


"Great party," Edith said, plonking herself between us with no idea what she'd interrupted.


"Sure," I said, pulling my skirt away from where she'd sat on it. "I think I need some air."


Even though I didn't look behind me, I Knew Robbie was following me. Sure enough, a few moments after I walked out the sliding doors into the cool night air, I felt strong warm arms wrap around my waist.


"I haven't stopped noticing you," he said, and I turned around. Our lips were so close together I could smell the bourbon on his breath and knowing we were sharing the same air turned me on even more.


Our first kiss was magical. It was every cliche from every romantic movie I'd ever seen — fireworks, explosions, eruptions, solar flares. It felt so groundbreaking that I was half surprised I couldn't hear sirens and that it didn't appear on the news that night.


"How would you like to come home with me?" Robbie murmured, and his voice was so deep and sexy that it made my pussy lurch.


There was nothing else I could have said. I wrapped my arms around his neck and inhaled his cologne.


"Absolutely."





I'D COMPLETELY FORGOTTEN about that conversation. In all the times I'd replayed it in my head, it usually started with that first kiss and progressed through our first rough sex session in my bed.


But it all comes flooding back when I'm walking with Tash to the baby store again and instead of walking our usual way, we go via the post office a few streets away to pick up a parcel. I don't even know what catches my eye — whether it's the sequins, sparkles or bright colours. But either way, I lose track of our conversation and find myself staring at a shop window full of shoes.


And it's not an ordinary shop. Nor ordinary shoes.


Every one of those dangerous-looking shoes has heels at least six inches high that look sharp enough to play darts with.


"Let's go in here," I say, but Tash scoffs.


"That place looks seedy," she says. "Why would you want to?"


I sigh. There's probably not much point in trying to encourage her to come in with me, but maybe there's another way around it.


"Why don't you go ahead and I'll meet you there?"


There's a black pair that I can't stop looking at. They're covered in sparkles, have an ankle strap and they're so high, they almost look like stilts.


Tash sighs. "Okay, but you're wasting your money."


No, I'm not, I think, as I step into the store. I'm definitely not.





AS I EXPECTED, the shoes are almost impossible to walk in. I strap them on in my living room and hold my feet out in front of me — how will I even stand up in them? They look even bigger on the end of my legs than they did in the shop.


I place one foot on the ground and, even without putting weight on it, my ankle wobbles.


My phone beeps and I pick it up. It's Robbie: I'm on my way. Be there in 10 xxx.


I'm running out of time. I force my leg to straighten and place my second foot next to the first. So far, so good. Now all I need to do is stand up.


It feels strange being so much taller — it's like I can see parts of my house I've never seen before. Suddenly, I notice how dusty the top shelf of the bookcase is and can see the unpainted top edge of a painted canvas on my wall. I take a tentative step, like a baby giraffe, and can't stop wobbling. One more step and I've fallen, landing clumsily on the carpet.


I hold my breath and move both my legs — nothing's broken, thank goodness.


If this were a normal day, I'd take the shoes off, shove them back in their box and leave them until I felt braver.


But this isn't any normal day — this is the day I want to drive Robbie wilder than he's ever been before. I want him to be so wildly horny that he can't possibly pull out of me.


I swallow, steeling myself for another round of pain.


I can do this.


Who knows where that little voice comes from, but it's enough to get me standing again, holding the couch for stability, taking another tiny step. I try letting go of the couch, trusting my legs to move me forward, one shuffle at a time.


There's a knock on the door.


Has ten minutes passed already? I glance at my clock — it's been more like fifteen.


"Daisy?" Robbie's voice calls. "Are you there?"


Give me a moment, I text him, as I shuffle down the hallway, trying to concentrate on every single moment, trying not to fall.


When I finally get there, I fling the door open and stand with one hand on my hip and the other twisting my hair, knowing that even if I fall down within thirty seconds, right now I look HOT. I've teamed the shoes with stay-up tights, a tiny skirt that barely covers my ass and a sleeveless shirt that I've unbuttoned enough to show off the black sequined bra that I bought specifically to match the shoes.


Robbie's as gobsmacked as I expected him to be. His eyes widen, and he opens and closes his mouth like a goldfish.


"Wow," he says, looking me up and down with a dazed expression. "That's the sexiest thing I've ever seen."


"I was hoping you'd say that," I say playfully. "Because I want you to ravage me."


Robbie's eyes are wild now, full of unbridled lust. I shriek as he picks me up and carries me down the hallway, my impractically high shoes clipping every wall and door frame. He knows where my bedroom is and takes me straight there, dropping me on my bed and standing there to gaze at my body.


"You're so fucking gorgeous," he murmurs. He leans down and kisses me, starting with my lips, working his way down my body. His fingers brush over my lingerie but he doesn't pull it aside until he reaches my panties — that's where he starts to undress me, pulling them down my thighs until they slide down my legs, getting stuck on my shoes. I reach down to unbuckle them, but he reaches down, touching my hand to stop me.


"Leave them on," he says.


I smile — these shoes are doing their job! I fiddle with my panties until they stretch over the shoes and kick them to the floor. Robbie keeps undressing me, roughly pulling my clothes off until it's just me and the shoes. The rest of my body — my small pert breasts, my waxed pussy, my toned long legs — is completely naked, unblemished by anything, not even a tattoo.


Robbie grunts with pleasure as he climbs on top of me and spreads my pussy lips with his fingers.


"What do you want to do now?" he asks, as he slides one finger inside me.


"I want to fuck harder than we've ever fucked before," I say.


His cock quivers as I say it, jumping over my pelvis like I've sent a burst of electricity through his body.


"Deal," he says, "but I can't see those shoes in this position."


He tells me to stand facing the wall, with my legs spread and my arms outstretched to keep myself upright. He drags the head of his cock over my butt and I shiver with anticipation.


"This is it," he murmurs, and I agree. The shoes make me taller, but he gets around that by bending me further forward and making me bend my knees the smallest amount, like I'm about to start skiing.


"That's it," he growls, stroking my back, jerking himself off so the tip of his cock keeps brushing against my ass. "That's hot."


I push my butt out further, hinting that I want sex — if he finishes right now, spurting his cum all over my naked ass, I'm not going to get what I truly want.


But, thankfully, he seems to want sex as much as I do, because the next moment, he's pressing his cock against my opening and grabbing my hips to guide him in.


I feel the muscles in my legs clench from the effort of staying upright, even though my shoes threaten to make me topple over. Robbie leans against my back, sliding against me, his giant cock filling me more with every thrust.


What will it feel like, I wonder, if he comes inside me? I imagine that it will feel better than any orgasm I've ever had before — all the usual waves of pleasure with the added stimulation of extra heat inside me. My pussy undulates as I think about it, craving it, squeezing his cock.


"You're extra tight today," Robbie gasps. "It's fucking hot."


I lean forward and stick out my ass a bit more, bracing my palms against the wall.


"I want you to fuck me as hard as you can," I beg, and Robbie doesn't need a second invitation. He hammers his cock inside me with a strength and speed I've never seen before — I didn't even know human bodies could move that fast.


"Is this fast enough for ya?" Robbie pants, and I answer through chattering teeth.


"Faster!" I want him to fuck me so hard, with so much momentum, he can't possibly pull out.


He holds my hip with one hand and my shoulder with the other. In my mirror, I can see perspiration forming on his face and chest from the effort, but he keeps going, determined to reach the finish line.


As always, I come first. I've held back as long as I can, but the urgency of his fucking is just too good to hold back from any longer.


I moan and slide forward as I lose control, every part of my fading attention focused on keeping my ankles straight so I don't fall over. It spurs Robbie into even more furious thrusts, as he draws from a deep well of energy I didn't even think he had.


"That's it, gorgeous. Let it go."


He rams his cock deep inside my pussy and it surprises us both when we come at exactly the same time. His fingers gouge into my skin and a wave of pleasure surges through me while his cock throbs in my spasming pussy, dumping loads of hot cum deep inside me.


It's everything I'd fantasized about. I sink forward, closing my eyes as I feel the buzz of not just my orgasm, but the knowledge that I'm full of his seed, so full that it's beginning to drip out of me and run down my thighs, even while his cock's still inside me.


"Damn," he says, looking at me in the mirror. "I just couldn't hold back. You were so tight... and those shoes!"


"It's okay," I say, my entire body glowing with happiness. "You did everything exactly right."





SURE ENOUGH, a few weeks later, I do a pregnancy test in the bathroom at work and have to cram my fist into my mouth to stop myself from shrieking.


Those two faint blue lines are everything I've ever hoped to see.


I call Tash first, in the office kitchen, gushing the incredible news, and she shrieks so loud I need to pull the phone away from my ear.


"That's incredible!" she squeals. "Congratulations, Daisy. You're going to be an incredible mum."


I hang up the phone and wonder who to call next, turning in a giddy circle until I come face-to-face with Robbie.


He's heard everything. His face is white, and he holds the table for support as he blinks.


"Is it true? Are you really — "


I nod.


"Is it-"


I nod again. "Yes, it's yours!"


He collapses on a chair and stares into space as my heart begins to beat faster for a different reason. Is he devastated? Have I ruined everything? But then a smile begins to spread across his face.


"That's amazing news," he says. "Daisy, that's the best news I've ever heard."


He holds my face in my hand and kisses me. It's slow and sensual, the kind of kiss that feels like an unspoken promise of love, and I feel myself melting.





THE NEXT TIME Tash and I go shopping, it's for me. I'm barely showing yet, but we want to be prepared, and the store has so much stuff that I feel like it'll take at least a few weeks to go through.


Tash has been a godsend. Having been through everything before, she talks me through it, warning me what didn't work for her and encouraging me to buy tiny mittens so my baby won't hurt herself with her fingernails.


Yes, it's a girl. We found out at the scan the other day — Robbie came with me and we sat there, holding hands, tears streaming down my face as we saw our baby. I know you can't see much in those blurry scans, but I swear she already looks like Robbie.


"What about this?" Tash asks, pulling me back to reality. She's holding a pink dress with a tulle skirt that looks like a tutu.


"Yes," I say, as I take it and drop it into the basket. "Yes to everything."
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