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Chapter 1

Cassie and I were walking the same trail we had walked a hundred times before. Even though we were both eighteen years old now, we still enjoyed hiking and exploring the forests in the local area more than the standard teen partying and Instagram-ing that most preferred. We still imagined ourselves as two explorers on the verge of making a life-changing discovery. Little did we know, we were actually right.

The area we lived in used to be Indian Lands many years ago, and we were always finding arrowheads and other small trinkets from the ancient Indian tribes that made this place their home many years ago. But we always imagined that if we kept looking, and kept exploring we would find something more unusual and more exciting.

Cassie and I had been best friends, two peas in a pod really since we were 4 years old. She had since grown into an amazingly hot teen girl, with a body that every teenage boy, including myself, fantasized about, and a face with a bright smile and long red hair, that I found to be just about the most beautiful face in the world.

I, on the other hand, had grown into an awkward, nerdy teenage boy who most teenaged girls found to be too dorky to speak to in public. But not Cassie. Cassie and I were still best friends, and my hope for things to stay that way was the only reason I had not told her how attracted to her I really was. She could have been with all the most popular girls in school, and dating the most popular boys, but most of the time, she chose to hang out with me, and explore the forest and walk and talk, just as we had always done.

It was comfortable and happy and fun when we were adventuring together, and I hoped it would never stop.

We had decided to head off in a direction we had never traveled before, through thick brush and vines that made it very difficult.

“This is so exciting. We’ve never been down here before. This is the place Charlie, I can feel it.” Cassie said, as enthusiastic as usual.

“OK. I believe you. Just slow down so I can keep up.” I replied.

Instead of slowing down, she pushed forward even faster. Somehow her petite, lithe body seemed to slip through gaps in the brush much more easily than my clunky frame. Then suddenly, a small distance in front of me, I heard her stop and say “Oh My God!”

“What is it?” I said as I sped up and frustratingly fought my way through branches and thorns. I made it through to a small clearing where Cassie was standing with an amazed look on her face. She was looking down at a small hole in the side of a hill.

She said “It’s a secret cave, Charlie. Look. I wonder where it goes.”

I looked at the hole more closely. It looked more like just a small hole in the ground where rain washes out to the river or something. “That looks like just a drainage pipe or something,” I said.

“It’s not!” she said firmly. “It’s not a pipe or anything. It's cut so roughly in the rock. It’s got to be a cave.”

We both stood and stared for a moment, and she pulled out a flashlight. “Let’s check it out.” She said as she stepped over to look down with the flashlight. I was torn. I didn’t really want to fall down into a drainpipe and die of starvation a few days later, but I was intrigued, and honestly, I was doing whatever Cassie was doing. I would have followed her into quicksand. But hopefully, that was not what we were about to do.

As soon as she shined the flashlight inside, we could see that it was a cave. A rough cave that led down into the ground and then off in a direction we could not see. I pulled out my flashlight and said: “OK, let’s check it out I guess.”

I helped her down a bit and then followed her until we reached the flat bottom of the cave. It led off to the east and we cautiously followed it, looking at the rough cuts in the stone as we passed. Cassie made a joke about Laura Croft and Indiana Jones but stopped as we came out into a large, amazing room.

It looked like a big ceremonial room, where the ancient Indians did who knows what. We stepped in and shined the light around a bit. For the most part, it was empty, but we could see in the distance at the far end of the room, there were some drawings carved into the wall and a couple of rough insets.

We walked through and I looked around, taken by the vast size of the place. Cassie made her way over to the wall where the carvings were, and I heard her say in a strange, surprised voice “Oh My.”

“What is it?” I asked as I made my way over to her.

She stumbled a bit and said “Well, these pictures are all pretty… naughty.”


Chapter 2

I shined my light on the wall where she was looking and was stunned. On the wall were pictures of people, men and women of different shapes and sizes, and they were all having sex. It was a giant picture of a giant orgy. There were men with exaggerated large cocks pointed every which way, both in and out of women in every position imaginable.

I was shocked, surprised, and then suddenly, embarrassed. It was like watching a porn movie with a girl who was “just a friend”.

“Oh My,” she said again, as she continued to explore. “These Indians were some horny people. You probably shouldn’t be looking at these, you youngster”

Cassie was all of two months older than me but loved to make jokes as if she was old and wise and I was young and dumb. I watched her as she continued to examine the carvings. She didn’t seem embarrassed or ashamed. She just seemed… interested.

We had separated to continue to see if we could make any sense of the drawings. So far, they didn’t seem to be telling any type of story other than the natives here liked to fuck. A lot. I heard Cassie say “Oh what’s this? It’s some kind of… stone or something.”

I flashed my light over to her and saw her reaching into an alcove for something. I had seen an alcove like it to the far right on my side, and I turned my flashlight to look for it. I heard her say “It won’t come loose.” And then abruptly she said “Oh”

She was silent for a minute and then said “Oh, whoa.” I looked back at her with my light and said: “Are you OK?”

She was quiet for a minute and said: “I’m fine.” But then she let out a low “ooooh” sound. I shined my light back on her. She was holding herself up by the edge of a rock, looking down at the ground and had her other hand on her stomach. She let out another small gasping sound and I said: “Are you sure you are OK?”

I started to walk towards her but she said through gritted teeth “I’m fine. Just a stomach cramp. Just. I’m fine. Just don’t shine the light on me. It will pass.”

I turned away, feeling bad for her. Maybe we shouldn’t have eaten so many waffles before we set out. I headed back to my side to find the alcove I had seen there. She continued to moan and gasp from time to time. It sounded like she was in a lot of pain, but she obviously wanted me to leave her alone. She let out a few fast, deep breaths and a final little squealing sound, and then suddenly stopped.

Ignoring her order, I shined the light on her again and said again. “Are you sure you’re alright?”

She was sitting on the ground now, looking out of breath, but resting. She said “I’m fine. It’s… over. I just need to sit for a minute.”

I took her at her word and made my way to the far end where I came across the alcove I had spotted earlier. I shined my light in and saw a blue stone. I reached to try and pick it up, but it wouldn’t budge. It felt smooth and perfectly round and cool to the touch.

I said, “I found a stone in this alcove here too.”

She quickly said ‘Don’t touch it. I mean. Wait. I wouldn’t” but I cut her off and said “I already did. It won’t come out.”

It was silent for a minute and I looked over at her. She was standing again and headed my way. She looked so beautiful, even more, beautiful than I remembered, and she was… smiling.

“What are you smiling about?” I said.

She said “Well, if that stone is like the one on my end, well. We will see I guess.”

I wondered what she meant. I stared at her thinking that in the light of the flashlight she looked almost heavenly. I looked at her face, and then her chest. I imagined what her tits looked like when she had no shirt on. I looked further down and wondered how spectacular her ass must look when naked.

I was getting an erection, which was not an unusual thing for me, at the age I was at. I got erections all the time, in the most unusual circumstances, but this felt a bit different. It felt faster, and… harder.

Suddenly my cock was hard. So very hard. It was pressing against my pants painfully. And I was feeling so horny. So very horny. I guessed it must have been the excitement of discovering this place and the erotic carvings and Cassie looking so good. God, why did she have to look so good?

I felt a sudden heat come over me and my cock was hurting. It was hurting from the pressure in my pants and it was aching in general. Without meaning too I said “Holy crap.”

Cassie, still smiling said “What is it? Are you… horny?”


Chapter 3

I was embarrassed but she was right. How did she know? The pain of the pressure in my pants was overwhelming. I had to release my cock, or it felt like it would break off. I reached down and unbuttoned and unzipped my pants and pulled them down just slightly and my cock sprang free, larger and harder than it had ever been before. It was like a steel shaft. I touched it, amazed at how stiff it was. It didn’t feel like a body part anymore, it felt like a solid steel tool.

And touching felt so, so good. Just the slightest touch of my fingers on it felt better than I had ever felt. I wrapped my hand around it fully without thinking, and began to slowly stroke it, feeling so good that I could barely stand.

Cassie started to say “If your stone is like mine then…” She shined her light on me and saw what I was doing and said “Oh boy. Well. I guess we can say that it is.”

I was embarrassed and ashamed, but more than anything, I was feeling amazing feelings never felt before and was determined to continue.

She said “I’m just going to leave you alone for a few minutes…” in a funny voice and wandered back to her side of the cave. I could see her still casually looking at the wall, with a wry grin on her face.

I suddenly let out a huge moan as I reached the very edge of orgasm so quickly. As a teenager, it usually did not take long to finish myself off, but this was faster than ever. I sat down on the hard ground. I was there, right there on the edge of orgasm, with that amazing, otherworldly feeling right before you explode. But I didn’t explode.

I continued to gasp and moan and Cassie continued to slowly poke around as if waiting for me to finish. She looked into the alcove where I had touched the stone and I heard her say “hmm. That’s interesting.”

I looked up at her, and stared at her amazing ass, so perfectly framed by her jean shorts. I moaned again as she said, “This stone is blue and mine was red.”

I continued to stroke, vigorously, desperately, spending minute after minute on the blissful, torturous edge of cumming. But I didn’t cum. Cassie walked back to her end of the cave, and then back over to mine and said “Um. Are you not… done yet?”

I let out a gasp, as just hearing her voice was like an erotic song. I managed to say “Almost…”

Another few minutes of blissful yet torturous stroking passed, and I started to get a bit concerned. Throwing embarrassment and shame aside, I said “Can’t… get… there.” And I couldn’t. I was in heaven, with powerful, wonderful, amazing feelings coursing through my body, but I ached for a release that just wouldn’t come. I had become an animalistic lump of a man, on the ground masturbating as if my life depended on it, and I couldn’t reach the final release that my body was demanding.

Cassie shined her light on me again and looked concerned too. I was no longer worried about her seeing me masturbating. I felt like I was in a situation that was beyond embarrassment. I said “Can’t stop…. Can’t cum…”

She looked as if she had an idea and said: “Can you stand up?”

I was confused, but simply following now. I managed to stand up without slowing down my forceful stroking. She said, “Come over here to this side.”

Surprisingly she reached out and took my other hand. The one that was not currently busy on my cock, and led me over to the alcove on her side of the cave. She said, “Touch this stone.”

I was confused and concerned, and frustrated, but I did what she said. As soon as I reached out and touched the red stone in the alcove she had discovered, I started to cum. The orgasm knocked me off of my feet. Large streams of white-hot liquid shot from my raging hard cock in bursts as I leaned against the wall, and then down on one knee, and then collapsed onto the floor.

I came and came and came, like nothing I had ever experienced before. I was desperately trying to catch my breath, as I looked around. I saw my cum dripping from the stone wall in front of me, and on my pants, and on my hand. I saw the carvings on the wall, and I saw Cassie, standing above me, staring down at me, giving me a naughty smile.

She was looking at me, still holding my cock, still stiff but softening slightly. She was looking unabashedly at me in my embarrassed, spent state, and she was smiling. She threw a handkerchief down at me and said: “Why don’t you get yourself cleaned up and take a break for a minute, and then let’s talk.”

I took the handkerchief and wiped the cum from my hands and my pants, pressed my still partly stiff cock back into my pants and buttoned them, and then stood up. I found Cassie in the middle of the room, looking upwards. When she said “Let’s talk”, I imagined she wanted to talk about me, jerking off uncontrollably right in front of her. I imagined she wanted to talk to me about what a disgusting jerk I was.


Chapter 4

I stepped over to where she was and she simply said “OK, so, we seem to have come across some ancient Indian magical sex stones or something. I think we can safely say, the red one makes you cum. And the blue one seems to make you uncontrollably horny, but unable to cum until you touch the red one.”

My head was spinning with so many thoughts. She was saying all of this so matter-of-factly. There was no shock or concern or shame in her voice. She sounded like a scientist. I thought about what she said and she had to be right I guessed, but I had another thought.

I said “Did you…. When you touched the red stone?”

“Instantly. My pussy exploded instantly with the greatest climax. Standing right there next to the wall. Best I’ve ever felt if I’m being honest.”

I looked back at the alcove, and she said: “And that white stuff dripping down the side of the cave wall there proves that you did too.”

Still reeling, I continued to look around. She was being so blunt and brazen. She just told me she had had her best climax ever. I had just jerked off right in front of her. It was so… insane.

“I see another alcove up there, but it’s out of reach. You’ll have to boost me up.”

Still not clear-headed, I put my hands together so she could step into them and look. She said “Oh, interesting. This one is purple.”

She didn’t touch it of course and stepped back down. She said to me “So, we have a blue stone that brought you to the edge of an orgasm, but didn’t let you cum.” She stopped and laughed for a minute and said: “The blue ball, get it…”

I laughed a little and she continued “And then we have a red stone that made me cream my panties like I’ve never experienced before, and made you paint the walls with all that white stuff. I am going to guess that a purple one maybe does both or something in between.”

I was thinking that listening to Cassie talk about all of this so bluntly was just as crazy as everything else going on. I managed to say “That does make sense I guess. Purple is Blue and Red put together.”

She broke out in a huge smile and said “Oh my God. We have made an amazing discovery here. A huge one. A magical one.”

She giggled like the amazingly cute girl she was, and got a conspiratorial look on her face. She said “First, we have to agree to keep this as our secret. We are going to have a new secret magical power that is just ours. Agreed?”

Again, I would do anything Cassie told me to, so I said: “Agreed.”

Then she looked around the room and picked up a rock shard that looked like a big wedge and said: “Second, we have to get these suckers out of here so we can take them home.”

We used the wedge she found to pry all of the stones from their placements, careful not to touch them. We gathered them into the cum-stained handkerchief. I found it quite interesting that she was not the least bit grossed out holding the still-damp handkerchief that I had cleaned my cum with.

Cassie put the three stones wrapped in the handkerchief in her small backpack, and then took out her phone and took pictures of all of the carvings on the wall. We made our way out of the cave and covered the entrance up with branches nearby, so no one else would discover it any time soon, and made our way back down the trail.

“We need to head over to your house and do some research. I want to look into who these horny Indians were, and what they were up to down there. And I want to know what all three stones do exactly.”

We walked the trail and then the road back to my house. Both of my parents were at work and would be for another few hours, as was my older step-sister.

We grabbed my laptop and plopped down on my bed as we had done a hundred times before, but this time felt very different. Cassie and I, even as close as we were, had never really talked directly about sex. We had joked and teased each other as we went through puberty, her growing breasts and me starting to look at girls in a different way. But we had never really had a direct conversation about sex. It was sort of a taboo subject, I thought, but as it turns out, Cassie seemed to have no problem talking about it at all.


Chapter 5

She pulled up a search engine and typed in “ancient Indian sex stones.” She looked at me and smiled and said “Don’t act like that’s the weirdest thing you have ever looked up on this computer. I bet I could look in your search history and find all kinds of interesting things.”

She wasn’t wrong, and I guess I blushed a little. Soon the results were up, and the first one was exactly what we were looking for. The content of the subsequent page read:

“There is an ancient Navajo Legend that tells of participation in an annual grand festival based entirely on sex and sexual relations. The legend states that each year the entire tribe would gather in a mystical arena. There, the priest of the tribe held three magical stones that contained mystical sexual powers. The priest would use the stones to enhance and to control the sexual energy throughout the event, ensuring that all who participated experienced pleasure beyond normal human understanding. The priest was rumored to be able to use the stones to determine when the sexual event reached it’s peak, providing the ability ensure that everyone was able to enjoy the event to the fullest.”

Cassie and I looked at each other with amazement, as what we read was nearly exactly what we had just experienced. We scanned the page further for more information about the stones and found them referenced in another location on the page.

“The Andavi stone, a blue sphere, was called the ‘anticipation’ stone. It was rumored that anyone who touched the stone would almost immediately be brought to the precipice of ecstasy and held there indefinitely. They would experience the moments we know as the peek before orgasm, for an indefinite period of time, until touching the Reilani stone. The Red Realani stone was referred to simply as the ‘orgasm’ stone. When touched, it would push the bearer to instant orgasm. When combined, the sexual experience was said to be more powerful than any natural sexual experience possible by normal means.”

Cassie squealed a little and we continued to read.

“There is a rumored third stone that contained both powers in one, providing the person who touched it with an extended period of time at the precipice of ecstasy, followed by a final overwhelming orgasmic experience. “

Cassie was smiling a huge, goofy smile. She looked giddy with excitement. She said, “So basically, we have the three magical sex stones of the ancient Navajo tribe, in my backpack in a towel covered in your cum.”

Her newfound bluntness was still surprising to me, but I have to admit I did like this side of her. But then she surprised me again. She said, “OK, so now we have to experiment.”

I paused silently for a minute and then said: “What do you mean?”

She said “Well, from what I can tell, I only got one half of the full experience here. I wouldn’t be a good archeologist if I didn’t go for the full ride, right.”

I pondered her words for a moment and she said: “Besides, I saw what you were feeling, and even though the red stone did make me cum right on the spot where I was standing, it seems like I kind of got the short end of the stick, or the ball, or stone or whatever.”

She hopped up off the bed and stood over me. I said, “So you are saying…”

“I’m saying I want the whole experience. I want to start with the Blue stone and then you can hand me the Red stone when it’s time.”

Visions started running through my head. Naughty visions of my hot best friend in the throes of ecstasy. Visions I had actually had before, in my secret masturbatory fantasies. I stood up next to her and said “So you don’t think you would be… embarrassed… to do that here… with me?”

She smiled again and said “Well, I just watched you jerk off for 15 minutes, and then cum like a firehose all over the place. I think you even got some on my shoes. Are you embarrassed?”

I said “Well, a little, yeah. A lot actually.”

She made a pouty face and said “Well, you don’t need to be. It was cool. It was magical. It was fun to watch. I hope to watch it again sometime.”

She paused for a minute and said “Don’t you see what we have here? We have real magic. I mean it’s kind of weird magic. Leave it to us to finally discover a magical mystical relic, only to find out it used just for fucking.”

She pulled the handkerchief out of the backpack, careful not to touch any other stones directly. We both marveled at them and she said “So, tell me about what you felt. Tell me what to expect.”


Chapter 6

I kind of shrugged and said, “Well, it’s like, when you are…”

“Masturbating,” she said, filling in the word I was embarrassed to use.

I said “yeah, when you are masturbating, and you are just about to… cum. When it feels the best. When everything sorts of shuts down and you are right there on the very, very edge. It’s like being there, the whole time, for a long time.”

She rolled her eyes and said “Oh God that sounds awesome. I’ve got to try.”

She stood up and said, “What do you think, should I take my clothes off?”

I stammered and said “Well… Um….”

She smiled again and said “Oh come on. I know you have wanted to see me naked for a long time now. I’m not stupid. I mean, you are a guy, and I have all the right girl parts.”

She thought for another minute and said “I’m just going to do it. I want this to be as good as possible.”

And right there, in my bedroom, she started removing her clothes. With a smile on her face and not the slightest hint of embarrassment or shame, she lifted her shirt off, and then unclasped her bra and dropped them both to the floor. Her hands instantly went to caress her breasts for a minute and she said: “So, what do you think?”

My jaw dropped. Her tits were amazing. More round and perky and perfect than anything I had ever seen on the internet or TV. My brain was locked on how amazing she looked when she said “Hello?”

I rattled my brain awake for a moment, long enough to say “They look amazing. I mean, you look amazing.”

She smiled and looked down at herself and said: “They do look amazing, don’t they?”

Then she unbuttoned her shorts and slipped her shorts and panties to the floor in one beautiful, swift motion. She stood before me naked, and I was in shock. Not only was her body absolutely flawless and perfectly shaped, but she had no pubic hair at all. I could see every inch of her soft, puffy pussy, from the small nub of her clit, all the way down the soft slit disappearing back in the gap between her legs.

She brushed at her pelvis and said “Yeah, I got a little carried away after reading Vogue magazine a month or two ago. It’s all gone.”

I continued to stare, living my dream come true as she turned to show me her ass. Her perfect, round, small, cute, bare ass. She gave it a silly little wiggle and looked back at me and said: “not bad, huh?”

She was so confident and so brazen and so beautiful. She was the person I had grown up with, but she was someone else as well. I somehow managed to say “Yeah, not bad.”

She said, “OK, stop drooling Indiana, and let’s think this through.” She sat naked next to me on the floor, looking at the stones in front of us. She said “I’ll get up on the bed and touch the blue stone. Then you let me enjoy myself for a little while, and then touch me with the red stone when I’m ready.”

When my thoughts were finally able to catch up, I said “How will I know when you are ready. I mean, I was ready like… after only a few seconds.”

She said “Well, I want to experience it for a while. So, let’s do this. Let’s set a timer for ten minutes. You let me simmer for ten minutes and then when the timer goes off, I get the red stone and a mind-wracking climax. Sound good?”

I said, “Sounds really good.”

She laughed and said “You’re drooling again monkey boy” as she stood up and laid down on the bed. She looked amazing, naked and stretched out on her back on my stupid pac-man bedspread. I picked up the handkerchief and the blue stone and presented it to her.

She said “OK, here goes” and she touched it.

She looked at me for a moment, a bit surprised that nothing happened instantly. She seemed to be about to say something when she took a breath in quickly and unexpectedly. She said, “Oh yeah, that tingles.”

She laid back and continued to speak “Oh yeah. Feeling good now.”

She started to caress her own breasts, and it was beautiful to see their full round shape bend to her touch. Then just a few seconds later, she said “Oh hell yeah” and slid her left hand down between her legs. And from there, it got crazy.

For a moment she gently touched herself between her legs. Her legs were still closed and her hand was covering her private area, but just a moment later, she grew more restless. She parted her legs wide and I could see everything. I could see her swollen pussy lips, soft and wet, as she gently caressed them and parted them to circle her hole. I could even see her clit, a small nub at the top of her pussy, as her hand passed over it, gently at first, and then with more speed.

She said “Oh God I’m going to cum. I’m going to cum. Oh, God.”


Chapter 7

I looked at the clock, and it had only been a minute and a half. I was confused. I thought the blue stone would not let you cum. But I realized after another moment of her squirming on the bed and saying she was going to cum, that she really wasn’t. She had reached the peak. The peak where she felt like she would cum at any second, but she would not.

Out of the blue she rolled to her side, facing me directly, with her hand still working quickly between her legs. Her eyes were opening and closing but mostly closed. She was speaking quietly and quickly, to no one in particular as she said “Oh my God. It feels so good. So good. Never… felt.. this.. good.”

Four minutes had passed and she was now writhing and flexing and releasing muscles in her entire body. Her breathing was ragged. Another time or two she had said she was going to cum, but she didn’t. After five minutes she had rolled onto her stomach, her gorgeous bare ass high in the air, her fingers working mostly over her clit now, sending wave after wave of powerful sexual feelings through her whole body. I could almost see the waves as she clenched her toes and shut her eyes tightly in rhythmic patterns.

After six minutes, she was getting desperate. She opened her eyes and looked at me and said “Oh God. Its… so… amazing… I’m going to cum. I need to cum… I want to cum….”

I thought for a minute that I should use the red stone on her, but she had wanted the full experience, and I was enjoying the experience as well. My cock was pressing tightly against my jeans again, but this time I had not touched a stone.

At seven minutes, it got crazier. She opened her eyes again and looked right at me and said “Fuck me, Charley. I want your hard cock in me. I need it, Charley. Please, please fuck me.”

I wanted to. I wanted to more than anything I had ever wanted in my life. But it wasn’t real. She wasn’t in her right mind. I looked at her bare ass high in the air, and she saw me look. She said “That’s right Charlie, fuck me from behind. Ram that big cock into my aching pussy from behind Charlie. I want it so bad. I need it Charlie, please, please, please.”

As the timer went to nine minutes, she had turned into a pile of begging, pleading mush. She was back on her back and quickly switching from her left hand to her right between her legs. She was needing to cum. Pleading to cum. She was saying “God I need to cum so bad Charley. Please let me cum Charlie. Please make me cum. I need it, Charley. I need you to make me cum.”

The clock was at 9 and a half minutes when I realized something. I was really, really enjoying this. Not just the experience of watching a gorgeous girl masturbate on my bed, but the power I had. I had the power to make her cum instantly or to leave her begging for hours. I had complete power over her, and it excited me.

At ten minutes the timer went off. I picked up the red stone in the handkerchief, held it up, but did not use it right away. I looked at her and said, “Are you ready to cum Cassie?” I knew she was. She had been ready for nine minutes, and she had told me 50 times, but I wanted to hear her say it again.

She gave me a pleading, pouty look and said “Oh God yes Charlie I want to cum. Please make me cum.”

I held off again, and said: “You have to do something for me first.”

She quickly said “Anything Charlie. Anything.”

I thought for a moment about how mad she might be later, but decided to chance it. I said, “Kiss me.”

She instantly reached up and grabbed my collar and pulled me to her, kissing me deeply and passionately and viciously. Naked on my bed with her finger working fiercely between her legs, she kissed me more passionately than I thought possible. Then, I touched the red stone to the back of her hand, and she exploded.

She shouted “Oooooh Fuuuuuck” as her head was forced back and her body was thrust into the air. She held rigid with her feet and head on the bed, and her back arched and the rest of her lifted off of the bed. She began to shake and quake and convulse. She screamed and squealed so loud, that I feared the neighbors might hear. She looked like she was either experiencing immense pleasure or great pain. She held her tight, shaking, arched position for nearly a minute, and then all of the sudden collapsed back onto the bed.

She took a number of very deep breaths and then turned onto her side, curled up and started to cry.

I sat down next to her with my face close to hers and said “Are you OK Cassie? What’s the matter?”

She wasn’t able to speak much, but she simply said “So good. too good.”

After a bit more rest, she said: “A person shouldn’t be able to feel that good Charlie.”

She finally looked like she was coming around and looked up at me with a slight smile. She said “I don’t want to do anything else ever again. I don’t want to eat or go to school or get a job. I just want to do that. All the time.”


Chapter 8

We both laughed and I was brought back to how exciting the situation really was. I took a chance and put my arm around her, on her bare shoulders and back and caressed her a little bit. She looked up at me again after a moment and said: “That was really mean what you did.”

I felt like I was getting scolded when I saw her smile and say “You made me kiss you before you let me cum. You jerk.” But then she leaned up and kissed me again. It wasn’t the erratic, insanely passionate kiss from before. It was a sweet, soft, gentle kiss that went on for just a moment, and then passed.

She looked up and said, “God I’m thirsty now.”

I stood up and said, “I’ll go get some water and something to eat.”

I made my way out to the kitchen and gathered two cold water bottles, and made two sandwiches. Returning to my room with the water and sandwiches, I was surprised to find Cassie, laying on the floor in front of the laptop, doing some more research, but still completely naked.

I gave her a water and a sandwich and said “What are you looking up now?” trying to act like the situation was totally normal.

She said “I found another page about the stones, but it’s pretty much the same info. The same rumors and stuff. I really want to know what the purple stone does.”

I looked at the clock and said “My step-sister will be home from college any minute. I think, with all the noise you were making, it wouldn’t be a good idea to start any new ‘adventures’ right now?”

She looked sad for a minute but then broke out in a huge smile. She said, “Let’s try it on her.”

I was confused for a minute but said “Are you crazy. I mean… that’s crazy. We can’t tell her about these, and she’ll never go along with it anyway.”

Cassie said “We’re not going to tell her. We’re just going to secretly touch her with it, and then leave her alone and see what happens.”

My step-sister, or the ‘wicked bitch of the west’ as we called her, was a student at the local community college. She had never been nice to me, from the day we had met a few years ago. She treated me like a complete idiot who she, unfortunately, had to live in the same house with since our parents married. She had walked in on me masturbating one time, as sisters sometimes do, and had said I was “disgusting” and treated me like a stupid animal ever since.

The idea was a mean one. But she was mean. As I thought about it, I realized that it was a perfect idea. I said, “She should be home any minute now, so let’s figure out how we will do it quickly.”

Cassie said “Just take the purple stone and leave it on her bathroom counter. She’ll wonder what it is, pick it up, and then go back to her room and go on about her normal life. And we will see what happens after that.”

She stood up and picked up the stone and prepared to head to the bathroom. I said “Um… As much as I hate to say it. And I really hate to say it. You should probably get dressed before she gets here.”

Cassie looked down and laughed as if she had forgotten that she was naked. She set the stone down and I watched her get dressed again, and found it almost as sexy as watching her get undressed. Then she grabbed the stone again and headed to my sister’s bathroom. We picked an obvious spot on the counter, where it was in the way of her hairbrush and would have to be moved. Then we made our way back to my room and waited.

Just as expected, a few minutes later we heard the door open and my step-sister enter. She padded around the house a bit and then went into her bathroom as usual. A moment later she came to my room, where Cassie and I were watching a show on Netflix as we often were on lazy afternoons and said “Hey dumb ass. I think you left your rock in my bathroom. Why were you in my bathroom anyway?”

Cassie stood up and grabbed her backpack and said “It’s mine, sorry. I found it today on our hike. Just drop it in here.”

My sister dropped the rock into the bag and said: “You two need to stay out of my bathroom.” And then she stalked off to her room and closed the door.

Cassie turned with a conspiratorial look and looked at the clock. She said “OK, it’s 3:30. Let’s see how long this takes.”

We waited a couple of minutes and then snuck out of the room and stood by my step-sister’s door. We stopped but didn’t hear anything. We listened closely, and I whispered: “It didn’t work.”

But as soon as I said it we heard a low moan, followed by another, and then another. Cassie broke out in a huge smile and nearly danced with excitement. I shushed her and we listened some more. The sounds grew louder and louder, broken up by simple statements like “Oh Fuck” and “Fuck me”.

After about 10 minutes, my sister’s noises were so loud, we could hear them all the way back in my room. We made our way back and listened some more. I felt a little bit bad about what we had done to her, but mostly I felt like this was payback for being so mean to me.

After it had been about 20 minutes, Cassie said “Oh my God. That’s twice as long as I went. How can she stand it? I would have passed out by now.”


Chapter 9

Then unexpectedly, Cassie stood up. She said, “I’m going to go take a peak.”

I followed her as she made her way down the hall. My sister was grunting and moaning consistently now, without stop. Cassie pulled a hairpin from her hair and clicked the lock on my sister’s door open just a bit, so we could both peek in. What we saw was amazing.

My sister was laying half on and half off of her bed. She was totally naked with her waist and legs and lower body up on the bed and her chest and head hanging off. She had her hands stretched around behind her, and she was shoving a shiny, wet pink vibrator in and out of herself with amazing speed. Her head was turned away from us and she was grunting and moaning and gripping the bed with one hand and fucking herself like crazy with the other.

Cassie smiled a big, devious smile at me, and then pulled out her phone. Before I could say anything, she had lifted it up and snapped a quick picture. It was quite a picture. She looked so raw and animalistic. She looked desperate, and surprisingly more human that I had ever seen her. She set the lock on the door again and shut it quietly, though there was little doubt that any sound would be stifled by all of the moans and grunts.

We went back to my room and I said: “I can’t believe you took a picture.”

She said, “Well, that bitch might not be as mean to us as she used to if she doesn’t want this to get out.”

We looked at the clock. It had been thirty minutes. Just as I said “Wow, thirty minutes. Good lord.” We heard the sound in my sister’s room come to a peak. She screamed out, one long, high scream, followed by a number of shorter, higher ones, and then suddenly the sounds all stopped.

Cassie smiled and said “Wow. Thirty minutes. I guess that is the magic number. Thirty minutes of being on the verge of climax followed by one massively explosive orgasm. Not a bad way to spend an afternoon.”

We went back to acting like we were watching the show on Netflix. For some reason, Cassie turned the volume up really loud. A few minutes later, my sister’s door opened. We heard her walking slowly, and then she appeared in my doorway, looking a bit frazzled.

Cassie said “Sorry, is the volume too loud? It was getting really noisy out there.”

She gave her a dirty look and then me one and said “You two idiots didn’t hear anything. Got it.”

Cassie smiled a huge smile and said: “Got it.”

As my sister walked away, Cassie said: “I bet she is going to be a bit nicer from now on.”

We closed the door and Cassie dumped the rocks out on to the floor once again. She poked at them with the handkerchief and said “Hm. What should we do with them next?”

I said “Well, I think maybe the fun is over for today. At least here. The bitch is home and my parents will be home in an hour or so.”

She looked thoughtful for a moment and then smiled her amazing smile again. She said “Oh My God. My parents are leaving town tomorrow. I’ll have the house to myself for two whole days.”

I laughed at what I thought she was saying and joked “Man, that’s not fair. You alone with these magic rocks for two days?”

She winked back at me and said “Well, I wasn’t really thinking about being alone. You can come and have a sleepover.”

I let that sink in. Two days at Cassie’s house, the two of us alone with the magic fuck rocks. What an unbelievable dream come true that would be. I said, “That sounds like fun.”

She sat up and said “OK, let’s make a deal, just to be fair. I won’t use them without you around, and you won’t use them without me. It’s probably safer to have someone else around anyway. You know, not do it alone.”

She extended her hand and I shook it and said “Deal”.

She looked around and said “Hmm. If I leave these here, how do I make sure you are not going to use them and be jerking off for the next 12 hours until my parents leave.”

I said “I won’t. I promise.”

She shook her head and said “No, No. I don’t trust you, you dirty boy. I don’t trust myself either. What can we do?”

She found a small lock box I had in my closet and said: “What’s in here?”

I stood up quickly and said “Oh it’s just… nothing.”

She handed it to me and said: “OK, take your porn out of this box and stick it somewhere else, so we can use this box.”

She stood and looked at me for a minute and then said “Really, you are embarrassed. After everything that has happened this afternoon?”

She waited and I finally opened it. She immediately reached in and pulled out a couple of magazines that were in there. They mostly featured naked girls with other naked girls. She said “Oh, lesbians. Very nice. Why jerk off to one pair of tits when you could have too, am I right?”

I gave a guilty grin and hoped she would put them down quickly but she didn’t. She started flipping through one and said “Oh wow. That girl appears to be somewhat of an expert with her tongue. At least the other girl seems to think so.”

Finally, she handed them to me and I shoved them into a drawer. Then she said “We are going to put the stones in here, and then lock them up. You keep the key, and I will take the box with me. That way, neither of us gets to cheat and have magic orgasms without the other one around.”

She locked the box and put it in her backpack, leaving me the key. Then she put it on and prepared to go. She turned right before reaching the door, caught me by surprise, and kissed me again. It was a soft, sweet kiss, and when she broke off, she said “Be at my house at 10:00 Am tomorrow. My parents will be gone by then, and we can start our two-day magical mystical sex marathon.”

That was the single most amazing phrase anyone had ever said to me.


Chapter 10

That evening I tried to act as normal as possible around my family, and then jerked off in bed before going to sleep. A satisfying, though not magical, masturbation.

The next morning, I woke early and couldn’t go back to sleep. I showered and dressed and sat on my bed and waited. I waited for 10:00. Now that a whole night had gone by, I started to feel a bit strange about the whole situation. I enjoyed it for sure but was feeling a bit guilty. Like I was taking advantage of my best friend, or like our friendship was changing, and I wasn’t totally ready for the change. I expected that it would take quite a while before we got back to the insane “mood” we had been in the day before. I fully expected things to be very weird and awkward and uncomfortable when I got to her house.

They were not.

I rang the doorbell and the door opened slightly. She peeked her head out and said: “Good it’s you.” She opened the door to let me in and closed it behind me. She was naked, except for a cute pair of pink socks.

I said, “Um… is this the dress code for this party?”

She smiled and said “Yeah, I don’t really know what has come over me. I think those stones might be having more of a long-term effect. I mean, this morning, as soon as my parents left, I just decided to get naked. No reason really. I just decided that don’t really want to wear clothes anymore. Not when I don’t have to.”

I smiled back at her and said: “Well, I certainly don’t mind.”

She stepped over to me and said “Well that is mighty kind of you sir, you know, tolerating my nakedness and all that. I realize it must be a burden.”

I watched her bare breasts and ass wiggle in the most amazing way as she sauntered by me and into the kitchen. I said after her “I think I’ll manage.”

I followed her into the kitchen, where she already had waffles for two laid out on the table. We sat and ate, I clothed and her naked. When we were just about done she said “OK, what do you want to do first?”

I said “I don’t know. I guess I’ve been sort of letting you make the decisions. What do you think?”

And then the amazing girl who had surprised me more times that I could count in the past day gave me one more huge surprise. She said, “Well, I’ve been thinking about it since yesterday, pretty much constantly, and I think to kick things off, we should both touch the purple stone, and then fuck each other’s brains out on the living room floor.”

And that’s exactly what we did.

After breakfast, I removed my clothes, still a bit shy about her seeing me in all my glory, though she was no longer shy in the least. We pulled out the stones and both touched the purple stone. The room got warm, and the mood grew tense and a moment later Cassie pulled me over and said directly into my ear “Fuck me now Charlie.”

I quickly placed my almost impossibly hard cock at the entrance to her soft warm pussy, and she reached around and quickly forced herself down onto me, embedding every inch I had to offer inside of herself in one strong, desperate thrust. For the next 30 minutes, Cassie and I were entwined in an otherworldly moment of pure raw sex and pleasure. It was not sweet, or tender, or romantic, or awkward, or any of the things that a first sexual encounter should be. It was a perfectly raw, powerful, animal experience where both Cassie and I rocketed to the precipice of orgasmic pleasure and stayed there for 30 long minutes. We kissed as if we were going to devour each other, and fucked as if our lives depended on it.

Our bodies moved fiercely together as we both spent the entire time with the “about to cum” feeling driving us to go further and fuck harder. For thirty minutes our bodies were like a massive machine, ramming and churning and shaking and bucking. Our sweat dripped and our bodies ached for the final release, and we both begged each other to push more so that we might finally cross the line. And we did.

In one, amazing, indescribable moment, I pressed myself into Cassie with all of the force I could possibly muster as we held our bodies together and came and came and came. If there was furniture nearby it would be broken. If there were neighbors nearby they would be calling the police. As if exerting a force beyond what a human is capable of, I gripped and howled and bucked and came. And as if riding some sort of magical, visceral beast, Cassie gripped my body with near superhuman strength, and screamed and shook and came, and came.

It was ferocious and visceral and violent. I abused her body and she abused mine, in the attempt to reach the peak that had finally arrived. The energy exerted and the sounds made at the final moment felt like an unearthly, inhuman effort that finally paid off. We had climbed the highest mountain on earth and finally reached the top. We had survived the fiercest of storms and could finally see the sun. We came and came together like two creatures whose only purpose on earth was to fuck. It was unbelievable and unreal, and magical.

When the peak had finally been crossed, and the energy completely drained from our bodies, we collapsed together, a sweaty pile of naked, exhausted body parts. Once I was finally able to open my eyes, I looked down at the most beautiful girl in the world, breathing heavily, wiping small tears from her eyes, and smiling up at me.

I managed to clear my throat and say in a hoarse, raspy voice “That was un…believable.”

She winked back and whispered, “It’s a start.” Then she smiled her devious smile, lifted my hand, and handed me the purple stone once more.
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