The Quest

Hello. My name to most of you in the BE universe is FlashBigger. I have a lot of names, but in our generation who, I ask you, doesn’t? For the purposes of this story, call me Flash.

Now, I’ll warn you right away. This, by and large, will not be a porn story. It’s a story about breasts, yes, but more it’s a story about love, philosophy, and my journey- my battle with fate.. I’m writing because I feel, at 12:13 AM on this particular day in May of 2004, that life has a destiny in store for me. And to all of you who are reading, that destiny will include breasts. 

Lets back up, shall we? Get to know your narrator. I was born nineteen years, one month, and seven days ago, at nine in the morning. For a really long time, a whole lot of nothing happened to me.

I grew up like kids do. I was fat, so I was teased, bullied, and generally made to feel like shit. I grew up on the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles, and my favorite movie was The Princess Bride, so I developed two big parts of my personality. My love of swords, martial arts, and fighting, and my belief in honor, strength, goodness, and above all things love. These are all important parts of my character, just so you’re still with me.

When I was twelve, I almost committed suicide. Why? Because after a bit, a person believes the things everyone is saying about them. In my life, with my friends, it was that I was worthless.  I lied to everyone, had for years. Because it’s easier to be a big shot know it all than a failure and a loser, isn’t it? Especially when you’re fat.

So I almost killed myself. I say almost because God – and I don’t mean the Christian God, readers. I don’t believe in any religion because they are the works of man. But I do believe there is some form of pure entity that created everything and that loves us and has a plan for us. We’ll get to that later.

For now, just believe me when I say that I had a spiritual experience. A dream. See, the night before I planned on dying, I cried and cried and begged whoever or whatever was out there to listen to me, to heal me, to make me into somebody else. And I dreamed, when I eventually fell asleep. 

What I saw was love. I was a man, in my dream, a full grown man, not a pathetic, fat, lying twelve year old. I was strong. But more so, my features had this ring to them. They seemed to speak of power for the sake of defending. What I came up with from that was my theory on power. There are only four types: The first you use to control the weak, for good or ill. The second you use to defend the weak and give them their freedom from the first type. The third you give away because you never wanted it in the first place. And the fourth you accept even though you don’t want it. 

So I was a man. Strong. Defiant. Free, in a word. And there was a woman with me. Her features have changed a lot over the years, but a few things have stayed the same. She had a fit figure, and immense natural breasts. She had innocent eyes. Deep, soulful eyes that were filled to busting with kindness. And she had long hair. 

Most importantly, I loved her with all my heart and soul and she returned that love with every part of her being. 

When I woke up, the dream was over and I was alone. Then it hit me. I had NEVER been alone before, not really. You’re not really alone until you know HOW alone you are. Now I did. The pain was ten times worse than the day before… but it wasn’t enough just to give up and say die, was it? No, not any more. 

The Quest began. My holy grail. My love. 

So, lets go over my romantic history to date:

Spring, 1997. All names, of course, have been changed to protect the innocent… whoever they are in this mess. Amanda, we shall call her. 

I first noticed Amanda the year after I was supposed to have killed myself, in our Physical Health class. It was required. We got seated next to each other and I noticed that she had the eyes. She had the hair. And she had developed to a B cup in seventh grade.

I got to talking with her, cautious of myself and my own hopes, and we got to be friends. For a LONG time, nothing came of it.

Three years passed and she developed into a very full D cup. We stayed good friends, me always hinting at more, and finally we decided to try a relationship. I wrote her a long letter telling her the Gods honest truth. I wasn’t just IN love with her, I loved her. 

This may come as a shock to some of you, and to yet others I know they’ll understand perfectly, but her breasts had almost nothing to do with my feelings. Amanda was a wonderful human being. In all ways except one as it turned out. Her faith.

When she read my letter, she decided to give it a try. After all, no one had been there for her like I had – I took eight punches, three full on beatings from random guys, and one gun to the face from her father, all without flinching and all for her – and no one had stayed true to her before, of all the guys who’d wanted in her bra. 

My first make out session. Ah well, I’ll save you some hoping and tell you that I didn’t get her shirt or bra off, even though I did get to know her breasts very well. 

Two days later, spring break started and she went off to church camp. STOP! Rewind! Two years prior, I learned about Amandas faith. Strong, and very very deep. Unfortunately, since I was not a member, she wasn’t supposed to be with me. But that hadn’t stopped her before… right?

Back in Spring Break. I’ve always been psychic to a degree. It runs in my family. My dad and I both have dreams about the future – or the present, just in a very different location – my sister can always tell who’s on the phone (excluding generics like telemarketers) and my grandmother smells roses whenever anyone she knows has had an accident, or some such thing. And she always knows who it’s about. 

That morning, when I woke up, I turned on MTV. Spring Break! WOO! I don’t watch a goodly amount of MTV – see, I actually like MUSIC, not the crap they’ve peddled more and more as years have gone by – so I can’t say for sure that this is the case, but it remains the only slow dance I have ever seen on MTV Spring Break.

Mandy Moore – I Wanna Be with You. I knew right there, sitting up in my bed at 6:30 in the morning, that she’d met someone else. 

His name was Scott. He was that creepy person most of us meet at some point in our lives who is too eerily similar to us for us to ever get along with. He was the version of me in her faith. She broke the news to me and wondered why I didn’t cry. I’d already cried for two long days. 

The last thing I told her before we went back to being friends – of course we were never nearly as close – was that I would always love her. To this day, I’ve stayed true to that promise. Scott jerked her around for another two years. Got her to lose her virginity to him then dumped her. I was the only one there to pick up the pieces. When she asked if we could get back together, my heart broke all over again and I told her no. I told her again that I would always love her. I told her that I would have given anything at one point to be with her. I told her that I still would, but that she would never really mean it. And it would just waste both of our time. Sadly, she agreed.

NEXT! We back up one year from those tragic events. I moved. For one year of my life, I went from being a small town boy to a big city slicker. 

I went to a great school, full of incredibly insane characters. An arts school, of course. I met Robyn not to long after I started there. She was amazing! So utterly different from every girl I’d ever known. 

Firstly, her figure. If she were four inches taller, she would have had Barbies – pre Mattel Redux – figure. And I’ll be damned if her tits weren’t just as perky. She was equal parts Caucasian and Native American, which gave her skin a nice olive shade. Her dark brown – nearly black – hair had one long blue streak that she maintained for two years. 

Secondly, her personality. Bubbly, intelligent, and truly spiritual. I consider her the one true aspect of my life I utterly failed at. Maybe I’m putting too much on myself in that, you realize, but I can’t get myself to believe that. 

She was a year older than me – seventeen, when I was sixteen. She was still a virgin, like me. I don’t know if that’s important or not- the fact that I’m a virgin – but I somehow think it is. In terms of destiny, you understand. 

Most remarkable, Robyn had the ability to read people like I do. She just understood them. She could feel their emotions right along with them, and it made me feel like I was truly communicating with someone for the first time in my life. Most of the time, each of us is too wrapped up in our own thoughts and feelings to really notice what others are thinking and feeling. Even the best of us have days when we just can’t give a damn. 

The two of us were extraordinary in our ability to care, to understand, to ultimately give a damn. So we hit it off, because we could communicate without words. Just looks was all it took, even for things as complicated as “Lets go to the Chinese place down on Fast Food Row for lunch,”

It all went wrong about a month after we started dating. In one MONTH we’d kissed twice. Why? I knew I loved her. But I also knew she didn’t love me. So I decided to give her space and time. 

Ironically, that November, when we had our Big Date, it turned out I was bass ackwards on that. She panicked, thought I wasn’t interested in her physically. Instead of talking to me – GIRLS important lesson. Guys, even the empathic and philosophical amongst us, really appreciate it when you JUST TELL US THINGS! Don’t second guess yourself into oblivion and take drastic steps without thinking. TALK.

Instead of talking to me, Robbie tried to seduce me that night. This section, because hell, in all things I am also a pervert who really loves tits, I will write in extreme detail from a third person stand point:

Flash clicked the door shut and flicked the lock lightly with his thumb. Robyn sat on his bed, looking with interest at the two combat ready swords he had hung on the apartment wall.  When she heard the click of the lock, she looked up. 

“Won’t your parents be freaked?”

He laughed. “Why? They trust me. They don’t know about a LOT of shit that I’ve done, but… hell, I’m still a pretty good kid, they can’t complain.”

A look passed between them. Flash noted with interest, and a great deal of silent pride, the intense sexuality that Robyn put into her side of it. His own gaze returned cool promises. Whatever was to happen, his eye said, would happen. 

He crossed the room and stuck the movie he had rented into his VCR. Four Rooms. 

They were twenty minutes into the movie when it started. 

“Do you think that’s sexy?” There were four naked witches on the screen. Flash didn’t believe in subtly or lying… he’d given that up four years ago, the day he died. 

“Yeah. Do you really think they would have gotten the parts if they weren’t sexy though?” The same cool gaze. 

Robyn lowered her eyelids slowly in one long blink. Then she put one hand on Flashes chest and pushed him back onto the bed. 

In moments they were passionately kissing as his hands went all over her body. Everywhere but her perfect, E cup breasts. He wanted to, GOD did he want to, but moving too fast might scare her away. 

Robyn felt his hands work. She knew from personal experience that he was accomplished at massages. Now, with all of teenage hormones pumping, they were working magic. But he stayed away from her breasts. 

Fifteen minutes of making out passed before she began to get worried. At last, she sat up, straddling his chest, and put his hands up her shirt. 

“Robyn…” he started. 

She pushed one finger to his lips. “I LIKE it, Silly. Please.” She bit her lip and guided his right hand across the expanse of her wonderful breasts. 

Flash sighed and let go. His exact thought, he remembered clearly was, Fuck it. Fuck her? I would, if she asked. Hell yes I would. 
He removes his left hand and puts it around her neck and pulls her close. As they kiss, he brings his left hand down her back and begins lightly rubbing between her legs from behind. His right hand has slunk around to her bra and deftly managed to unhook it. Again the thought remains with him, this one with a fierce pride that he feels every time he unhooks a bra there after. I thought this was supposed to be hard. One simple movement. He is surprised at the force with which her breasts push both forward and down when that hook lets go. 

Robyn begins to kiss down his neck and then he down hers. Flash continues, however, until he has her distended, though still clothed nipple in his teeth. His hot breath is turning her on, and his hand has already gotten her just a little wetter than she’s used to in make out sessions. His other hand is inside her bra, doing nothing so much as exploring her left breast. It feels under, around, massaging, caressing, cherishing her breast, while his mouth works her right tit. 

In her life, to this point, three men have had this experience. She tells him heatedly, repeatedly, and honestly that this is heaven. She confesses later that the other two were bumbling with their movements. Flash has been told he’s a good kisser. It seems, she tells him passionately as he takes her home later, that he’s just good with his mouth. 

His teeth pull the nipple, the lips wrapped around her aureola. He can see it clearly through the gauzy material of her shirt. Her bra has long since been worked away from it and neither of them can quite remember when. His tongue isn’t softly flicking the nipple – they’re far to far for that kind of foreplay – but rather rolling it, sucking it, pressing on it, playing with it. 

Flash feels – in more ways than one – that he could explode, feels that this is heaven itself, having his way with these magnificent utterly unlikely breasts. 

Robyn, however, feels that this situation is thoroughly hers to control. She pushes back a bit, just enough to pull his mouth away and make eye contact, and pulls him close. She whispers in his ear, “I want you to be the first, Flash. I want to make love to you.”

Something in her voice betrays her. There are two sides to Robyn. Flash has known this. He respects both sides, but loves only one. 

One Robyn connects with and understands people. That Robyn cares for them. That Robyn could love him, may truly have started to already, as his dream girl had. 

But the Other. That Robyn connects with people and controls them. This is the Robyn that whispered those words into his ear, and he knows why, as well. She is terrified of losing him. Not because she need be lonely but because he is the only virgin man to captivate her in a long while and it is important to her that she lose her virginity to a virgin. Flash also already knows this. She told him. But those words came from Robyn One. Caring Robyn. 

On this project, he suspects, they are working together. Because Robyn One is the one who really wants to keep him. Robyn Two has the potential to be emotionless. She could still see and exploit the feelings of every creature she came in contact with, but feel none of it herself. Robyn Two has the potential to be truly power hungry. 

Something inside of Flash is scared. On the one hand, he is a man. Good ol’ Flasher down there really wants to come out and play. But his heart feels three things right then that hurt him. The first is that there’s still no real love in her eyes. The second is that she said it to control him and that’s one thing he won’t ever be. This feeling is anger. He will NOT be a prisoner. Love must be free. The third is fear for her and fear for himself. For her, because he can see Robyn Two taking power. He can see her becoming the reality of Robyn- secretly has always feared that that’s who she’s always been. For himself because he just isn’t ready. Sad as it is, Flash finds himself fearing that which his whole body so longs for. He fears looking stupid, and this alone wouldn’t be enough to make his fingers fumble on the zipper. But he, more, fears losing his virginity to this girl if she is only going to use it as leverage. 

The conflict reaches a boiling point in his mind as Robyn starts to make out with him again.  He carefully picks her up and sets her down next to him, stunned to see that even Flasher has decided it’s over for the night. 

The conversation they would have had – started, in fact, to have right then – is not to take place. 

“Flash I-“ she stops and they both look to the door. If there was a noise, neither of them can remember it. Far more likely, one of them sensed something and the other knew it from them instantly. 

Robyns bra is back on and her jacket is covering the stretched and wet patch on her right breast before the knock comes. But it does, only moments after she started to speak. It’s time for Robyn to go home.

So, there you have it, huh folks? What came next? Robyn Two took over. In my mind, I constantly wonder if Robyn One was anything more than my imagination. Everyone who knew her swears that’s not the case. 

In either case, she went on to ruin lives. She lost her virginity to her old boyfriend Nick, who had about as much intelligence as a cinderblock, some two months later. Nick proudly told her, when she asked him that night, that she was number six to ride that bicycle.

The biggest indicator that Robyn One was ever there was her need for vengeance. See, Robyn Two, from that night on, recognized me as a serious threat to her, and rightfully so. I was there to fuck with her mind, every time she tried to fuck with someone elses. It wasn’t pretty between us, and it was then that I learned more about power. 

I, as I had always aspired, used whatever power I had to protect those she would have hurt. But there was no nobility in such an act. Just anger, regret, and growing cold. 

When I spoke of vengeance, what I meant was that Robyn felt it necessary to keep me extremely well informed on her and Nicks sex lives. We’re talking specifics here. And she aspired to make veins stand out on my neck, describing how her tits had been wrapped around Nicks incredibly long penis. 

For me, if someone is trying to torture me, they one thing they shouldn’t ever do is let me be aware of it. With that awareness comes imperviousness. I knew what she was up to from the beginning, so I just toned her out. More over, I started actively listening and acting like I was thrilled for her. More than once she started screaming at me. More than once she gave me a black eye. 

Still, I left her, two days after OUR breaking point, with the same words I left Amanda. That I would always love her. 

And she made that significantly more difficult, oh yes. But I found myself bound by my word. More than once I WANTED with all my heart to take back those words, to hate her. But I never have. 

Luckily, I did have a rather handy distraction. The veritable Golden Fleece of girls, if ever there was one. Her name was Coey. She was fifteen, a year younger than me, an artist and costume designer by nature. She was also two important things. Stacked, for one, a double D, I shit you not. And second, she was a nymphomaniac. Four hormonal medicines may or may not have been the cause of her mammary development, but if she went off of them, she would get herself so wound up, sliding her ass across the bench in a Wendy’s would make her cum. Once again, I kid you not, I saw it myself once. 

So, as you can imagine, every man with three legs was after her. A testimony to the girl herself? She had yet to lose her virginity… well, to a person at any rate. The girl had a dildo collection – always two with her – that could have made some porn stars blush. 

How did I get involved with her? We hung out a lot. After the Robyn fiasco, I took what friends I could and migrated groups. Most of our mutual friends had it hard because I felt particularly stonehearted and found my way to the cinematographers, in terms of social circles. None of them gave a shit, so we got along fine.

There were three of us in that circle who got along famously. Chaos, my six foot two, two hundred and thirty pound friend. He’s a great guy. Or a real dick. Depending on when you catch him, because he has Bi-Polar disorder. Then you had Gawd. Yes, he was actually weird enough to call himself God. Complete atheist. Cool as shit. He runs a web comic and the time of this writing. 

Coey liked all three of us as friends for the reason we liked each other as friends. Nothing was sacred. Dead baby jokes didn’t even phase us. In fact, when you truthfully don’t care, dead baby jokes actually get stale… and yet Chicken jokes remain a source of constant entertainment… go figure.

So Coey, who couldn’t be normal no matter how hard she tried settled for the next best thing. Three guys who were just out to make fun of everything, take nothing seriously, and have fun in general. In truth, she was a bit off. I think it’s physiologically impossible for three teenage guys to NOT care about a nymphomaniac. Still, none of us made a move on her. 

Unfortunately, this social freedom was as much subject to her… uh… appetites, as anything else in her life. Her nymphomania took our friendship and acceptance as a personal challenge. The clothes went from weird/punk/gothic to weird/punk/gothic/skimpy. A good five, maybe six inches of sheer jiggling tit flesh was apt to be seen at any day of the week when we weren’t in school. We’d ride around in Gawds car, spraying Febreeze into peoples cars at stoplights and asking for change in return. If Coey did the spraying, most of the time we got it too. The change was used for coffee from gas stations, then we were on the road again.

One Friday, we had a half day of school. As soon as lunch rolled around, the day was ours. The four of us walked to Wendy’s(you knew I’d be coming back to this, right?) and the rest…

…is only getting more and more interesting. Coey, they find out later, has purposefully not taken her medicine. Somewhere at the back of her overly intelligent mind, a little hint of natural sexuality managed to worm its way through. That was all it took to convince her that she should just be free for one day. 

The three guys are sitting on one side of the table, a triple stack in front of each of them, watching the most amazing thing they’ve seen in a good long while. Coey has taken a nickel and spun it up into the air. Every time it comes back down, she flicks it before its landed on anything, sending it nearly straight back up. 

They’ve lost count of how often she’s done this and the novelty of the trick itself has long since worn away. What hasn’t, however, is the appeal of the amazing rocking motion going on just below her raised arm. 

Each flick seems to require a twist of the hips which send her currently braless wonders into overdrive. They don’t jiggle in their braless state, not much at any rate. But they do sway. Both of them together, sway from one side of her chest to the other, pulling her shirt tight at the edge of each back swing. It is slowly, very slowly, untucking  her shirt and whether or not they consciously realize it, all three of the boys-who-would-be-men think she’s doing it on purpose. 

Then, a missed flick. She has to catch it at a bad angle with the other hand and it flies into the air at an angle, heading for the window. Coey jerks herself across the seat, to catch it on the rebound, but stops. Her shirt comes completely loose in the motion and now her breasts DO jiggle, as they manage to bounce lower in the now significantly looser shirt. 

Six eyes watch in unison as the nickel falls down between them and straight into the waste band of her jeans. Three jaws hit the ground as she shudders and they realize what the expression she had on her face was. Coey, first upon sliding across the seat, then upon having the cold metal touch her equally undergarment free nether regions, has just had two quick orgasms. Her arms are stiff at her sides, her face twisted up in an expression which could be either pleasure or pain but which, if not for the sheer intensity of the moment,  would have been fairly comical either way. Then her shoulders sag and she sighs heavily. Her eyes open slowly, one eyebrow raising in embarrassment. All three guys, however, have given her exactly the reaction she’s needed. They are all looking at her, mouths hanging open. Slowly they turn to one another, then back to her. Then all burst out laughing at one another. In a world of personal absurdities, this has taken the day, and it’s only eleven thirty in the morning. 

Coey reaches one hand down and retrieves the coin. She blushes deeply – both it and her fingers are fairly wet – and wipes her hand with a napkin. 

Later, as Flash announces they have made twenty two Breezy Dollars, as they call them, Gawd pulls into a seven eleven to fill up the car – it’s economic as hell and an afternoon of city driving has only taken a quarter of its tank – and get their usual coffee.

Chaos grabs a hot dog as well, and gets himself an Irish cream latte. Gawd, right behind him, has a Snapple Fire, and a packet of sunflower seeds. Just behind them, Flash is holding a French vanilla latte. He knows it’s cliché, but he’s one of those rare people who can drink ten shots of pure unaltered espresso without flinching, and he genuinely likes the taste. In the other hand is a bag of Dorito 3D’s. Nacho Cheezier.

“Where did Coey slip off to?” Chaos asks. 

Both the others look around, then Gawd smiles. “Oh. Duh. Bathroom.”

Flash chuckles. “So that’s what she was looking for…” Both other sets of eyes fall on his. “She was rooting around in her back pack when we pulled up…”

They share a moment, trying not to bust up again.

“Hey, hold this stuff for me, would you Dude?” he asks Gawd. “I gotta go take a leak.”

“Well don’t take long. This line is gonna start moving any second.”

Both Chaos and Flash raise their eyebrows. 

“Okay, well don’t stink up the place then! I gotta use it before we go too.”

Gawd is famous for his super poos. “Dude, I’m just draining the lizard. And it’s a damn good thing I’m going now if you plan on using it next.”

Gawd takes the stuff but slugs him in the arm. 

Flash turns and walks around the snacks, wondering why most Seven Elevens seem to have the bathrooms next to the slow cooking hotdogs, the coffee machines, and the crappy nachos. Wouldn’t it, he reflects, make more sense to have them aWAY from the foods that could pick up smells…?

As he flicks on the light in the mens room – dirty, smelly, and with its customary broken condom machine – a hand grabs the neck of his shirt and hauls him off his feet with surprising force. Suddenly, he’s on the bathroom of the much cleaner girls room across the hall and Coey is standing over him.

For a few dazzlingly confusing seconds, he thinks about a million thoughts at once: OhmygodshesgoingtorapemeImgoingtodieshouldIcalloutCoeywouldnteverhurtmeandwhatswiththatlookonherface?

She kneels down next to him, looking pleased, nothing so much as expectantly pleased. Her breath is minty, he will recall years later, and he knows she’s got a box of Certz in her pocket. She never goes anywhere without them. Her voice tickling his ear, she says only four words. “I’m wearing nipple clamps.”

Flash is too stunned to speak. Her hands take his and suddenly he’s feeling just how true those words were a moment later. 

Before he can think, before he has recovered enough cognitive fight, his good buddy Flasher is stealing away his precious thinking blood and Coeys shirt is just gone. Her wild bubblegum pink hair is loose around her shoulders and from the waste up, she is as naked – though far more developed – as the day she was born… except for the clamps. 

“I got these from my older sister. She thinks its funny, having a little sister who’s a nympho, so she gets me sex stuff all the time.” Her own fingers are on her nipples, which are much larger than he expected. The nipples themselves are like the ends of her pinkies and the aureolae cover enough space across the surface of her breast to adequately fill a small B cup. They don’t puff much, however. Still, with her palms over them, playing with her tits, rubbing and rolling them, and generally forgetting Flash is even there, he can see the aureolae around three sides of her hand. 

She moves over him, straddling him just behind his now fully erect penis, and begins to rub herself up and down against it, blue jeans to blue jeans. 

Flash suddenly feels like a real asshole. The rest of the day, Flasher will scream at him “NIPPLE CLAMPS FOR GODS SAKE!” and he’ll hear it and go, “I KNOW!! What the FUCK was I thinking?! Wait… if I wasn’t able to THINK… that would be YOUR fault, wouldn’t it?”

But here, on the lemony scented tile floor, he can only feel like an asshole. Because school gets out in a week. And a week later, he’ll be moving a long way away. 

“Coey. Stop, please.” He pulls his own hands away, realizing that he’d let them sit at her ribs, with her spectacular breasts rolling down over them.

She looks at him sharply. “Cmon… let’s hook up. Right here.”

“What about the guys?”

She smiles. “I’ll bring em in here if you want. More for Coey? Goody Goody!”

As she stands and grabs the door, Flash manages to pop up to his feet and stop her. “Coey, you’re topless, you’d get arrested for going out there like that and – NO! Don’t bring them in here!”

She looks like she’s got a bad itch, which he knows is about exactly what it feels like to her. 

She once told him a profound secret that he lovingly holds in his heart and brings up to many a female in later years. “My sex drive is about five times as strong as it should be,” she tells the boys when they’re ditching math one sunny afternoon a few weeks before. 

“Wow… that’s gotta suck,” Chaos says, imagining his own urges at five times their current potency. 

“Not really,” she replies. “It just means that my sex drive is about as strong as you guys’” 

Stunned silence. “What?” No one remembers who said that later, but it took a good minute for it to get said.

“Yeah. Sex drives are all about testosterone. Guys have about four or five times the sex drive of girls.”

Gawd is looking about wildly. “But… but… You’re like, out of control!”

She laughs. “Oh yeah. But girls aren’t designed to have this much testosterone in their bodies, stupid. You guys can handle it because you’re made to handle it. Don’t get me wrong, you still feel as much of it as I do. But your whole body is designed for it. Mine isn’t.”

This itch, what he in some ways understands better than she knows, is making her wiggle a lot. She sits down on the toilet, honestly trying to listen to him, then stands up. Her hands are going to her breasts and crotch every few seconds but she pulls them back quickly each time.

“So, you don’t want to get involved because you’re leaving?”

Flasher is trying to kill him, he realizes. Yes, and his balls, good old Commanders Lefty, and Righty have joined in the fight with their general, intending to render him unconscious so that Coey can – as she most surely would have – have her way with him. 

“Yeah… I guess so.”

She sighs. Then, when that doesn’t help, tries again. “That’s… well, it’s really good of you… I guess…”

The moment has turned distinctly difficult. There are enough hormones in the air to send a moose into heat. 

“Jeeze, Coey, I’m sorry. I just-“

“You really do believe in all that shit you always tell us about love, huh?”

This time Flasher is silent. The balls quit their blitzkrieg. “Yes. I do.” 

And, in the typical fashion only Coey, the virgin nymphomaniac could master, she lightens the mood significantly. Her backback, sitting next to the toilet, is suddenly open, and an incredible vibrator is suddenly in her hand. If he had to guess, Flash would have said ten inches of purple jelly filled dildo.  “Well… you wanna watch?”

You’d think there’s more to that story, but nope, sorry to disappoint. I watched. It didn’t take her long. Any of the four times. She was much more easy going the rest of the afternoon, but come on, guys, you know the feeling, right? That evening, we said our goodbyes and I didn’t end up seeing her again. She took off and went to Alaska with her family the next week. But I did hear from her. 

That night I was staying at Chaos’ house. We stayed up until about three AM watching anime and eating pizza – which never gets bad at any temperature… well except freezing or boiling I suppose – when he decided to check his email.

“Hey Flash, Coey’s online. She wants to talk to you!” he called out of the computer room. I ran in there just in time to see him accepting a file from her. He opens it. A scanned picture of her tits… complete with nipple clamps.

Ever since then, I’ve gotten an email from her every other month. She finally lost her virginity about five months ago – one month away from her eighteenth birthday and much farther along than any of us had bet on. She’s only had sex twice so far. And her emails… God, they could make a sailor blush. She’s kinky, that girl. 

Generally, though, that’s one experience that ended really well, I think. I mean, I… okay, I’m still not positive, but I think I did the right thing. And since I don’t like to be halfway on important issues of character, I’ll be stubborn and say that yes, dammit, I DID do the right thing… whimper…

But, hey, we’re still good friends, and she cracks me up as much as ever. And a person can never have too many good friends. They have a habit of saving your ass when you least expect it and most need it.

We’ll call this the end of part one. I’ve had two experiences since then, but I won’t lie to you or build your hopes up, dear readers. Neither of them was as big as Coey or Robyn. Neither of them was exactly SMALL, mind you, and I certainly didn’t complain… 

At any rate, let me tell you what all this is about. The Quest, as it were. If you’ve noticed a distinct pattern at all so far, it probably rubs you that I’m either complete Chickenshit, or that I really do believe in true love. To me, sex is sacred. Many a philosopher has said that if two people who truly love each other climax at the same time, they are seeing the face of God, and holding one anothers hands through the entire experience. I’m a dreamer. An Idealist. A philosopher… and one stubborn son of a bitch. 

So now you know. That’s what my quest is for. A kind, deep, sensuous young woman, around my age. She’ll have big breasts – how do I work this into my theory? I don’t think anything is an accident. I believe this girl and I are MEANT to be together, that it was planned for us long before either of us existed. And I believe that there is a reason I’ve always been drawn to great big tits. Namely, that she will have them, and I will love them. Just like her long hair. And her virginity. 

Now I know what most of you are thinking, “Poor deluded fool.”

Odds on this bet? 1 to a million in favor of me being crushed like a bug on the road of life, under the wheel of existence. But you know what’s funny? There’s still that one… that one in a million. 

And now you know why I’m writing. This is a journal of my journey. To finally see, once and for all, if dreamers can make it, if destiny is out there, and if a person really CAN have everything their hearts desires… Wish me luck! (
FlashBigger

