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It could honestly be said that Samuel Levy died with a smile on his face. Apart from that, he died with a hard-on, a fact which his more broad-minded acquaintances viewed with envy, and the more narrow-minded with disgust.

He was an old man, and thus his death was not unexpected, so distress was muted by acceptance - with the exception of the undertaker, that is.

Joshua Blondblaum, who guaranteed a good burial for a good price - which he interpreted as supplying as little as possible for as much as possible - was distressed due to his problems with getting an extra-large shroud to respectably cover the size and stiffness of the old man's John Thomas.

Such a predicament was enviable in a man of over eighty years of age who had just married a nippy little blonde of twenty-four, and envy was certainly on the faces of those that attended the funeral.

Like every other male mourner, Simon Tye was green-eyed with jealousy of what stood out so proud and so rigid from the old man's coffin.

With nervous excitement, he wondered whether the women mourners had noticed the fever of admiration and resentment that ran through the black-suited men who - it had to be said - had not so much come to mourn old Samuel's passing, as to pay their respects to his stamina and see with their own eyes this rod, this obelisk whose fame had flashed from one male to another.

Their admiration was almost tangible, the same question running like a racing locomotive from one awestruck soul to another: how, at his age, and even in death, had he managed to maintain such a magnificent stiffness? Were the rumours purely wishful and envious thinking on their part? Heads shook in disbelief as their eyes merely glanced at Samuel's cold face, but lingered, wide-eyed, on his upright member. Testimony to everything that was being said, Samuel's rod was still stiff long past the normal period of rigor mortis.

Amazement and outright jealousy erupted in Simon's brain. Envy of Samuel, and disappointment in his own sex life grew into a whirling maelstrom as he studied the faces of the other mourners who had already gone up to the coffin and paid their respects. He saw their glazed eyes, the limp, lethargic look around their mouths. Their comments only confirmed what he had already heard.

'I don't believe it...'

'I only wish mine was as admirable...'

'What was his secret...?'

'A Goliath, a veritable Goliath...'

Simon swallowed hard. Soon, he too would have to go up to the coffin. Could he face it? Could he cope with feasting his eyes on the sight of a man whose member, even in death, would not lie down?

He could not stop thinking about it; indeed, he could have stood there for hours thinking about it. But his thoughts were rudely interrupted by his wife, Ruth.

'Have you seen it?' she asked him, but did not give him a chance to answer. 'It's disgusting, an insult to heaven. Not only was he obsessed with such things in life, he's also taken to his box the same way. And as for her...' His wife spat the last word. Simon did not need to know that she was referring to the fourth Mrs Levy.

He managed to maintain his suitably mournful look, but his eyes sparkled as much as any other man's in the place as he furtively eyed the voluptuous form of the widow Levy.

But the question - the most important of questions - remained in his mind. How had old Samuel managed it?

The thought of having such an erection as old Sam's fired his imagination. His heart raced in his chest. Tonight, he would mention it to Ruth. Perhaps just talking about another man's weapon in private might ignite her flagging passion. For his own part, just thinking about it sent blood to colour his cheeks and harden his penis which, until that moment, had lain content - no - dormant in his pants.

He glanced down at Ruth who was muttering something disparaging about the young widow Levy to Mrs Goldman. On looking at his dearly beloved, his hopes that had - like old Sam's weapon - been as upright as obelisks, crumbled to dust.

He sighed. Before marriage, Ruth had been a raver. Since marrying, she hadn't. Sad, for a man like him. After all, what was the point of having an enormous hard-on if it had nowhere to go?

And as for other women, somehow he had either never found the time, or if he had, the ones who were willing were not the ones he wanted to do things with.

Thinking of natural and comparatively unnatural things made his eyes travel to Kitty Levy. What a little stunner! No wonder old Samuel had snuffed it on the job. But how had he acquired the sexual allure to win her and the stamina to keep her? True, old Sam had been wealthy. But were money and home comforts enough for a girl like Kitty? Wasn't it true that girls like her were physically demanding?

Even dressed in widow's black, she tantalized. Her face might be veiled and hidden, but the slim sheath dress she wore accentuated the curve of her bosom, the neatness of her waist, and the glorious roundness of her firm, ripe bottom. Simon licked his lips as he studied her pouting buttocks. How he would love, he thought, to push his own keen erection in between those firm globes and feel her muscles clench around his sensitive crown.

He imagined her skin; like satin, he decided, slightly shiny and soft to the touch. Her flesh would be firm. Her nipples hard and pouting. The hair that covered her sex like the veil did her face would be as blonde as the hair on her head, or if it was not, it would be shaved off entirely.

He salivated, and mindful that he was bordering on dribbling, licked his lips again. Without attracting his wife's attention, he tried to catch the eye of the luscious Kitty. But it wasn't easy. Was she looking his way? If she was, he didn't have time to find out. A sharp elbow dug into his ribs.

'Time to be going. I have paid all respects that are due to such a man as Samuel. Now hurry up and pay yours - not that the man deserves any respect after the way he lived his life. But Rabbi Bachman is his brother-in-law, and isn't the good rabbi my cousin?'

Simon swallowed, then nodded and pushed his way to the coffin. A tall man with a long face and very green eyes smiled and let him into the space where he had been.

'Admirable,' sighed the man as he turned away.

As Simon glanced up at the gaunt face, the green eyes, the wide mouth, the man's breath touched his face. Simon winced. A vision came to his mind. In it, he saw a place where strips of steel ran in red, molten sheets, where the air was laden with the smell of boiling metal, and men dripped sweat from every pore of their flesh.

Judging the man to be thinking the same jealous thoughts as he was, Simon again eyed Sam's stiff rod, then smiled up at him. The man was gone.

Quick mover, thought Simon, and turned his eyes and his ponderings back to old Sam. Normally, he would have paid his respects, then scooted off, glad to have got death over with, and got back to living. But Kitty, the grieving widow, came and stood next to him. His pulse throbbed wildly. His penis became painful, his heart brave. If he were ever to have a chance at ending up like Samuel - stiff, even in his coffin - then now might be the right moment to make suitable enquiries.

Taking off his hat, Simon looked down at the dead man.

Yes, old Samuel definitely had a smile. Simon concentrated on the old man's face. Out of politeness, he averted his gaze from the sharp-topped pyramid that stuck up from the funeral sheet.

Kitty was near. He could sense her, smell her, her perfume like a bright cloud around the blackness of her outfit. Speak to her now, he urged himself, speak to her now!

Heart pounding in his breast, he turned to the widow who just might need physical sympathy as well as the more usual kind.

Unfortunately for Simon, whose bad luck in love had caused him to end up with Ruth, whose idea of foreplay had more to do with golf than sex, the young widow - who was in fact wife number four - had been replaced by wife number one, who was overweight, and jubilant that she was still alive, and her ex-husband was not.

'Vengeance is mine!' he heard her exclaim, and he shuddered before he spoke.

'Mrs, um, Levy...' He tried not to sound disappointed, but it wasn't easy.

The first Mrs Levy was a big woman. She frowned down on him as much as she was doing on her dead and long since divorced, husband.

Vengeance might have been the Lord's by right, but on this occasion it was apparent on the face of the first Mrs Levy.

'Sex mad, that was the trouble with him!' she exclaimed. 'And didn't I know it. Every hour on the hour when he was young: too much for one woman to stand.'

Simon's eyes lit up. 'Is that really true?'

'Obsessed. He was obsessed. He got worse as he got older and his pecker wasn't as upstanding as it had been. Sold his soul for it, he did. And now look where it's got him - laid out flat whilst his member points disrespectfully towards heaven. Any normal man would have wilted by now. Now didn't I always say he was a wicked man? Didn't I always say he was more likely to go to hell than to heaven?'

'How come it is so...' Simon's voice trailed off as he pointed somewhat nervously at Samuel's rigid rod.

The first Mrs Levy humphed and grunted and sniffed a bit. Like a pig, he thought to himself, like a disgruntled pig who has long been denied a decent boar.

'I blame his habits - those habits he indulged in down in that crummy warehouse and gentile office and never cared to bring home. They were what caused this, God rest his wicked soul.'

Simon waited for her to explain further. But Mrs Levy looked with triumphant loathing at a husband who had indulged in every sexual pastime and position it was possible to practise. Simon's patience evaporated.

'Something? What exactly do you mean? Can you tell me that, Mrs Levy?'

As she nodded, her jowls trembled then settled like limp jelly on her collar. 'He kept his dirty habits down at that warehouse. I would not allow dirty habits at home, so when he inherited that warehouse from his uncle, he spent most of his time there. Said his uncle had worked the place into the ground and it needed building up. All lies, of course. Uncle Maurice spent most of his time down at that place chasing the girls who worked for him. Swore that as long as there was breath in his body, he would indulge his passions for all he was worth. His wife indulged him too. Turned a blind eye, she did, but Sarah was a fool. The woman had no pride. I had my pride, and I told Samuel either the warehouse went, or I did. He chose the warehouse. Became obsessed by it, he did. But I had my dues. He had his women - his other wives, and more besides. I took my share of Samuel's money. Not that it seemed to worry him. Even Alexa, wife number three, had to go, and she was only halfway through her thirties. He said he needed a younger woman, something that was still on the boil, so to speak - someone who could keep up with his demands.'

Inside, Simon lit up like a Christmas tree. Down below his rod beat a steady tom-tom against the front of his trousers.

He wanted to groan with desire, but coughed instead. 'Are you... is everything being sold?'

'I expect so,' she said. 'Ask that little trollop he married. Maybe she knows more than I do; after all, at the end of the day, it was her who got the benefit of his stiff dick, not me!'

Simon didn't find out until a few days later exactly what the young widow Levy was doing with her inheritance which included the apartment in Manhattan, the cabin in Maine and the condo in Florida. But it wasn't those things Simon was interested in. He wanted the warehouse, and the business stock, the stuff crammed into the old shirt-waister building at the back of Thirty-sixth Street where the Levys had been in the garment trade since before the gay nineties. The business was being wound up. Kitty Levy was off to Florida to chase the sun and the sea, and no doubt to obliterate her sorrows with bodies that were perhaps firmer than old Samuel's, but possibly not as virile.

And that was how Simon Tye came to buy a building, and a business that he didn't really need. Simon had plenty of businesses to deal with already. But that something inside him, born that day at old Sam's funeral would not go away. He was convinced that hidden somewhere among Samuel's artefacts was some secret item that had enabled the old man not only to regain his youthful vigour, but to surpass it and take his erection to his grave. And that was something that Simon wanted too.
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Josie Morrison was thirty years of age, with dark hair and matching eyes. She also had a figure which although not slim was well proportioned. Josie was of the considered opinion that she had been born too late. She was very aware that in the earlier part of the century she would have been termed a fine figure of a woman. Her grandmother had told her that, and in all honesty her grandmother would know, seeing as she'd been one of the famous Gibson girls.

In order to back up her statement, her grandmother had shown Josie the faded photographs of girls with coy expressions, but also possessing bosoms and buttocks that were more than a handful for any honest man.

Her grandmother was also honest about how her charms had enticed the most discerning of men, and how in the darkness of a horse-drawn cab she had been enraptured by the sweet words of admiration poured upon her (besides the kisses on her bare breasts, and the exploring hands that crept up over her garters and into the slit between her legs).

Perhaps it was the way her grandmother described her youth, or the sparkle that came into her eyes as she recalled the comments, the kisses and the youthful caresses; perhaps a combination of both. Whatever it was, hearing the torrid history of her grand matriarch made Josie feel somewhat less than satisfied with her own love life.

Josie had been dating Rod Blackbull for years - from time immemorial it seemed - and although she had succumbed early on to his suggestions to join him in his bed, she still could not get over the feeling that she was missing something.

Rod was very gentle for a man who walked the high girders of half-grown skyscrapers, had shoulders that could fill the Grand Canyon from side to side, and the sort of native American face that had put the wind up General Custer.

But it wasn't Rod that was the problem. It was her. She knew it was her, but hadn't a clue as to how to sort herself out.

The trouble was she had listened to her grandmother in awestruck silence for too long. She had then decided that she could never hope to match either her figure or her adventures. If she managed one of those aims, she would be lucky. In fact she had been. She had inherited her grandmother's figure, and she gave thanks for that. It was the other thing she was having trouble with.

Rod Blackbull treated her as though she were made of china and was far more innocent than she had ever claimed to be. Somehow, she did not want to shatter that illusion. So from the start of their relationship she had acted the part, letting him make the first move, then submitting to him once they were naked beneath the sheets.

After a while, she became reluctant to break her sexual habits and let him see just how wildly uninhibited she could be. The more time went on, the more disinclined she was to let him know that. After all, a man who has been used to a seemingly virtuous woman might wonder what activities could have occurred to turn her into a red hot mamma!

Josie had worked in the Levy warehouse for around eight years. It was her job to collate deliveries with paperwork, then transfer invoice information direct onto the computerized accountancy system. Not the most interesting of work, but it paid well, and she liked the people she worked for.

Old man Levy had been kind, and although his fingers had had a habit of wandering to her bra strap and snapping it open as she worked, she had taken his eccentricities in good faith. After all, he'd always given her a good bonus, and had even invited her to his third and fourth weddings. Not many bosses would do that, she told herself.

But now everything had altered. The old man had died - probably killed by the demands of his pretty new wife who used to be his secretary and had taken down a lot more than shorthand.

But it was all over now, and the warehouse had been sold. She sighed as she wondered what the new owner might be like. Not that it would make any difference what she thought about him. He'd bought the place, so that was that. Anyway, she had already decided that if he wasn't up to scratch and the atmosphere at the warehouse changed because of him, then she was off to pastures new.

It was Josie's habit to wait for Rod to collect her on a Tuesday night, because that was the night they went bowling. On this particular Tuesday, he rang to say he'd be late getting there because there had been an accident on site, and he was needed by the union to take statements from those concerned.

After that there would be a meeting, and such meetings being the way they were and such men being the sort that liked to chew matters further over a beer or two, he could be even later than assumed.

Josie resigned herself to waiting for him, and because she wanted to give the new owner a good impression of herself she decided to clear out the cupboards in the small room next to Samuel's old office.

The key to the small room had been kept by the old man on a secret hook behind a batch of old-style sales ledgers that had no use whatsoever except to hide the key from view.

It was on one particular day when his hand had fondled her knee as well as her bra that Samuel had told her about his little room and where he kept the key.

'That's where I keep my real special stuff,' he'd told her secretively, then grinned and tapped his nose.

At the old man's invitation, she'd followed him into the room not knowing what to expect, and not being overly impressed when she saw what was in there.

Besides some unprepossessing furniture, and a painting that she tried her best not to look at, there was little except for an ornate white marble fireplace, and three closets of a clumsy style associated with the forties and early fifties.

'This is it,' he'd said to her proudly. 'This is where I keep the very best material that this firm has ever had the good luck to own.'

He'd licked his lips then, and looked at her with more than fatherly consideration. Time, she'd decided, to make a sharp exit.

But this evening, she could go into the room without the worry of being fondled by someone she did not want to fondle her. This evening, under the pretext of sorting out uneconomic lines, she could finally see the things the old man had seen fit to keep secret.

But first, she had to find the key.

Perhaps, she thought to herself, it might already have been moved, taken by some junior probate clerk at the law firm handling the inheritance issues of the Levy estate. As always in these things, vultures flew from every perch to strip what flesh was still hanging on the carcass.

Josie sighed triumphantly. She was in luck. No one had taken it. There it hung, still half hidden by the black plastic folders of old sales made before the days of interactive computer programmes.

The lock clunked, and the door was easily opened.

The room had an uncommonly fresh smell, which was surprising seeing as it had not been opened for weeks.

It was, she decided, exactly how she remembered it. One brown leather couch, one water dispenser, one painting of a naked young woman with big breasts, and a bigger bottom, who was accommodating penises in every available orifice. Ranged against the walls were the closets she remembered.

Surprisingly, two of them were unlocked.

'Not so precious, huh, Sam?'

For an instant, she wondered if old Sam could hear her in that place where he had gone.

'Hope you find plenty of action there, Sam,' she said quietly, and felt a sudden surge of guilt at being in the secret room without him.

Pull yourself together, girl, she thought.

She took a deep breath, and shrugged her shoulders, then aimed the key at the first lock.

An avalanche of books, magazines and paperbacks rained out as she swung the closet door open.

Despite the front she put on for Rod's benefit, Josie was not narrow minded, so she did not blush as she knelt down and picked up one book, then another. The cover of the first was lurid and plainly advertised what sort of literature it contained. The second was more discreet in cover design, but on opening it and reading the first paragraph, she judged it as explicitly sexual as the first.

Another seemed very old and was entitled The Perfumed Garden.

Thinking this might touch on horticulture, and she did have an interest in potted plants, she opened it, and saw that it had been translated from the original by a man called Richard Burton.

The one that married Liz Taylor?

'No, you fool. This book was printed before either he or she were born,' she said to herself. She laughed, then covered her mouth with her hand, and looked nervously over her shoulder.

Dusk was closing in quickly, so it was only to be expected that the gathering gloom would make her feel nervous. Not that she should be too worried about her safety, for even if the warehouse was dark beyond the circle of light thrown from the office doorway, there was a security guard patrolling out there, and a security system scanning whoever came to the main entrance.

Before opening the second closet, she briefly skimmed the first paragraph of another of the books, and once she'd read the first, she had by nature to read the second.

What she read brought a flush to her cheeks and a throbbing to that black-haired area between her legs that Rod liked to stroke as if it were a sleeping pussy cat. A pleasant tremor travelled up over her belly, and she couldn't help but lick her lips.

'Are you all right in there?'

The book cover closed with a bang, and startled by the sudden voice, she gasped and clutched her chest. 'You frightened me.'

'Sorry, Josie,' said the guard, who was big, black and beautiful. His teeth flashed as he smiled. 'Just checking you were all right. Rod picking you up?'

She nodded and read regret in his velvet brown eyes. I wonder, she thought, if you'd lay me out on this carpet and spread my thighs if you didn't know Rod, and didn't know he was coming to collect me.

The very thought took her by surprise. Where had it come from?

Her cheeks reddened as she looked from him to the book before pushing the offending literature back into the closet and slamming the door.

'I'm just sorting out these closets,' she said, and brushed her hair back from her forehead. 'There's an order in tomorrow, and we need more storage space.'

The guard took off his cap, and wiped the back of his hand over his eyebrows. He shook his head.

'Fancy that. Getting rid of all the old man's stuff to make way for new. Don't seem right somehow, not with the way he used to care about this room and the stuff in it.'

He winked at her, and she knew then that he was as aware of what those books contained as she was. Now her blush would never go away.

Purposefully, she moved to the next closet.

'I suppose you know what's in this one too,' she said to him airily as she opened the door.

'Toys.'

He said it at the same time as a bundle of brightly-coloured plastic dildoes and other false bits and pieces fell out of the cupboard.

'Oh, my God!' Now she did blush.

'Shall I help you with them?'

Josie had the vague impression there was a double meaning in what he was offering to do. All the same, he was down beside her, helping her to shove the oversize phalli, stimulators, and goodness knows what else, back onto the shelves.

Eventually, it was all back in. Red-faced, she slammed that door shut too.

The guard grinned and leaned against the door, his cap still in his hand.

Is this guy ever going? she asked herself. There's no way I'm opening that other closet until he shoves off.

She crossed her arms just below her chest and cast a look at the guard that should have left him in no doubt that she wasn't doing anything until he'd got the hell out of there.

The key got warmer in her hand as she waited.

'Mind you,' said the guard, a wicked gleam in his eyes, 'I never did get to see what was in the third closet. He never used to keep it locked, not until about a year before he died. He sure kept it a close-guarded secret.'

Sick of his grinning, and still unnerved by his unexpected appearance, she made an instant decision.

'You can go now,' she said as she looked up at him.

He seemed disinclined to move. His eyes were on the third closet, but his grin did disappear.

'You sure you'll be all right?'

'I'm sure. Anyway, Rod will be here soon. I've got nothing to worry about, unless you leave him hanging about outside, and then he's likely to get pretty mad.'

Resigned to his dismissal, and knowing that Rod was bigger than he was, the guard withdrew from the room, went through the office, and melted into the darkness of the warehouse.

Josie turned her attention to the third closet. As always, it was locked, and for a moment she could not help but regard it with more than a hint of trepidation.

What could be in there? Something as sexually descriptive as the books, or so obviously vulgar as the plastic sex toys?

And should she open it anyway?

Tingles of fear and the residue of old loyalty mixed with everything else she was feeling.

Please God, she said to herself, don't let it be a body, or whips, or something as primitive as a blow-up rubber doll!

The door creaked until it was open as wide as it could be.

There was nothing horrific, nothing vulgar in the closet. In fact, it was pretty near empty except for one particular item, and that could not possibly give offence.

Josie breathed a sigh of relief. Leaning diagonally from floor of the closet to its ceiling, was a roll of what looked to be fabric.

Relieved, she smiled, then reached out her hand and touched it.

Something resembling electricity shot up her arm as she touched the softness of the material. It's silk, said a voice in her head, green silk.

The throbbing between her legs that had started when she had read the opening paragraph of the sexy book seemed to intensify. The strange sensation now raced around her body, and the urge to take the bolt of cloth from the closet was uncommonly strong. It became something she just had to do.

It was heavy. That was the first thing she noticed. Funny, she thought, that a material so delicately woven could be so heavy.

The second thing she noticed was that as she held it against her, sensations that could only be described as extremely erotic spread like a fibrous blanket over her body.

It made her shiver, it made her tingle and want to rub herself more fully against the bolt of cloth as though it were a lover.

Sweet sensations occurred in her nipples, sensations that normally only the touch of Rod Blackbull's strong fingers created. The faint ache in her groin that had been created by reading the literature in the first closet now became more intense, more demanding.

The bolt of cloth still hugged close to her body, she caught her breath, then moaned as her hips began to gyrate and her limbs slowly rubbed against the soft material.

It wasn't easy, but she did manage to get the cloth to the brown leather couch.

She let it fall, and found herself falling on top of it so that her legs were astride it, her crotch exposed. The heavy mass of fabric pressed against her sex and made her gasp. 'Ooh...!' she cried as delicious sensations came into being. Her mouth stayed fixed in an 'O' shape. Her eyes were glazed. She was lost to touch, lost to strange visions that erupted in her mind. It felt as though she were riding an electrical charge. In her mind, she was riding a man. Energized by the charge, her hips began to move in a slow, yet growing rhythm.

Take off your panties, said a voice in her head, and she did so, flinging them away so that they landed on top of the water cooler.

Now, as she eased herself again across the fabric, she moaned at the coolness of its silky touch, a touch that, because this was a bolt of cloth, was also hard.

As her pubic lips rode over it, and her bud of passion was deliciously tickled by the exquisite material, her breathing became quicker, and her breasts heaved as if trying to escape the confines of her brassiere.

Take it off, a voice said in her head. So she did. First her dress, then her underwear.

The end of her hair tickled the small of her back as she threw back her head, and cupped her breasts with her own hands. Her own hands, yet not her hands. Through narrowed eyes, she glanced around the room as if expecting someone else to be there. Yet there was no one. She was alone and riding on a plane of her own desire - her own subdued passions which were now bursting free. But in her mind, she saw a man, a long, lean man with dark hair, dark skin and very green eyes.

Her eyes closed, and her fingers did tantalizing things with her breasts and her nipples. Because her eyes were closed, what she was feeling was intensified. It was as though she were pulling all her sensations into herself, sucking them in so that their size was contracted, but their mass expanded. It was like reaching out and grasping at all the sexual abandon she had ever denied herself because of the image she wished to portray to Rod Blackbull.

The virginal, the chaste, the inhibited, were now cloaks she no longer wore. She had cast them aside, cut them from her, and torn them into shreds.

She licked her lips, ran her hands down over her rib-cage; enjoyed the feel of her hands; enjoyed the feel of her flesh. Like petals of a rose that has left it till late summer to bloom, her centre of passion flowered against the bolt of green silk.

Even when she opened her eyes, the details of the room - the water cooler, the fireplace, the picture, and even the closets - seemed to muddle together in a tangled blur.

Those sweet sensations, those tingling wings of delight, were now flocking around that neat little bud that hid behind her black-haired lips. Like water rushing into a fountain, it gathered, soared, then crested and fell to earth.

Her climax was over, and yet, when she opened her eyes and her gaze met those of the open-mouthed Rod Blackbull, her body was already refreshed and demanding more.

'Rod!' His name was little more than a rush of breath. He was staring at her, trying to say that the security guard had let him in, but his words seemed no more than a jumble of incoherent gasps, sighs, and half-formed questions.

'Rod.' As she said his name, she smiled. Her naked breasts rose towards him as she held out her arms. 'Take off your clothes, my darling,' she said softly. 'Take off your clothes and join me.'

When he had first seen her, his eyes had opened wide, and his mouth had hung open. Now his face showed new understanding.

Her dress, shoes and bra were piled like an offering before the white marble fireplace and the painting of the naked woman and the lustful men. Her panties were still on top of the water dispenser.

As Josie dismounted from her inanimate sexual partner, she hugged it to her, then let it go. It fell to the floor and the silk unravelled.

Once it covered the floor in a green sheet, she lay down on it.

'Come on Rod,' she said, and patted the place beside her. 'I'm hot for you, darling. I want you now. Now!' Her body, creamy white and voluptuous, writhed against the soft green silk.

Rod, his pulsating length visibly grown, stared at her goggle-eyed, and paused as he fumbled for the right words to say - whatever words are right at such a time.

'I can't believe it's you,' he said, and for one moment, it looked as though he intended to run.

Then, the silk took a hand. Rod took one step - one only. The toe cap of his boot touched the selvedge of the spread silk.

He gasped, and looked down. His length, which had already started to respond to this woman, this woman who he thought he knew so well but who was now presenting a different picture than she ever had before, now jerked into new vigour and larger proportion.

He clenched his fists as he felt the irresistible tingling that started at his boot and shot up through his calf, his thigh, then whirled around his pelvic girdle. His clothes were off in no time, and as his breath quickened, and words of love and lust combined on his tongue, he fell beside her, sought her lips, cupped her breasts, and moaned with unbridled enthusiasm as her hand encircled his stem.

Never had he known her like this, so uninhibited, so blatantly wanton. Never had he known himself to be pumped so full of blood and desire.

His rod prodded at her belly. Her hands cupped the softness of his scrotal sac which, hanging loose against his thigh, felt as though it were filled with nine-carat gold ingots, rather than round little nuts made of flesh and gristle.

The silk was beneath their bodies, yet both had the impression it was covering them as softly as a layer of freshly fallen snow might cover the earth.

They rolled together, belly clamped tightly against belly, his thighs between hers, the coarseness of his pubic hair pleasurably scratching her skin as his rod entered her.

'Give me more! Give me more!' she cried, then sucked his lips into her mouth, clasped his head, and, abandoned to her desires, brought her feet up so that her heels rested upon his shoulders.

Was that electricity that played over their limbs? Without it being obtrusive, the same question was in each of their minds. Both were aware of the same green light shimmering over their flesh as their bodies fused together.

There was heat between them. There was also a feeling of union as their bodies clashed, clasped, thudded and tangled, then, at last, spasmed in climax.

'Where did he go?' asked Josie during the lull.

'Where did who go?'

Rod was smiling. His fingers were caressing his penis to new dimensions.

'No matter.' Josie bent her head and took him in. The very thought that she had seen a man with dark hair and green eyes faded from her mind.

It didn't end there. In fact, it didn't end until the security guard came walking in and stared in disbelief at the two naked figures, glowing in a pale green light, and entwined together in a tangle of vibrating contortions.

As their last climax came, then left them, the glow that they had all been aware of disappeared.

Wide-eyed, the security guard tipped his cap to the back of his head before he spoke.

'Well, I'll be damned!' His surprise was real.

He'd always had a fancy for Josie, an in-built desire to exploit the naivety he thought he had seen there. His eyes swept her body, but his desire was somewhat blunted. Josie, it appeared, was not quite as she seemed.

Suddenly aware that she was naked and not alone, Josie sprang to her feet. Her breasts jiggled deliciously, and her bottom shone with an innocent pinkness as she retrieved her panties from the top of the water cooler.

Rod Blackbull stepped off the patch of green silk, and all the tingles that had invaded his body seemed to seep out of the ends of his toes.

He was himself again - to a point.

'Don't put them on, honey.'

Josie stopped trying to stand on one leg while she put her other leg into her panties. Her eyes met those of her darling Rod, and something completely new and entirely wonderful passed between them. In a fresh spirit of understanding, she smiled, and took her panties back off.

'Okay, honey. I'll put them in my handbag.'

Rod's arm was around her as they left, and his hand rolled with her rump which was now naked beneath her dress.

Once they were gone, the security guard, whose suit was made of thick wool that could withstand wetness as well as cold, rolled the silk back up.

'Ouch!' At the same time as he said it, he let the bolt of cloth fall back onto the couch. 'Damned electric shock.' He rubbed his thumb against his fingers, then picked up the key to the little room, and locked the door. Frowning and still rubbing his fingers and thumb together, he left the key on the desk that used to belong to Samuel Levy, a man who had loved sex more than money.

That night, his two-hundred-and-eighty-pound wife had the benefit of his sexual attention even before she had chance to eat supper. She had it again after supper, and even in the early hours of the morning.

By 10.30 a.m. she was telling her best friend all about her husband's renewed virility.

By 12.30 a.m. her friend had bought some sexy underwear and had had her hair done in the hope that her best friend's husband had some virility to spare.
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Chapter 3
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Waking and rising early was not normally one of Simon's habits, but this particular morning was not just any old morning. The lawyers and accountants had finished drawing up documents and checking figures with regard to his purchase of the fabric warehouse that had been the foundation of the Levy family fortune. Today he would finally walk into it as its new owner.

Apart from that, of course, today was the beginning of his quest to find the secret of old Sam's undoubted virility. That Sam had had exceptional staying powers, he did not doubt. In fact, it had even been rumoured that his less than grieving widow was pregnant, and although Simon gave lip service to the notion that he was not a gossip, what he said and what he believed were two entirely different things.

Determined to step into the new day and his new venture with a keen brain and a bounce in his step, Simon reached for the windows, flung them open, and breathed in the dubious air of the equally dubious New York.

He took another breath, and another, and felt better for it, until his wife raised her head and her voice from the pillow.

'What are you doing at this Godforsaken hour?'

As if to confirm his newly found commitment to good health, Simon took another big breath.

'Starting the day with some exercise and some air, my darling. I've made a decision to take better care of my body. If I take care of my body, I will live a longer life, a better life, and have more energy for my work - and other things.'

'Should I live so long,' came the returned mutter as his wife's head fell back to the pillow.

'You have no faith in me, my dear woman. Don't you believe I can be a new man, reinvigorate my energies?'

'Is an egg yolk purple?' came the reply.

Simon had learned to rise above such comments. 'It's a new day, and I have bought a new business. Can you tell me your day will be as interesting as mine will be?'

Ruth raised her head again and eyed him with the same look he'd got from a fish in Lionel Schumacher's aquarium.

'I'm going out to spend some of your money. I'm going to the auction at old Sam's house. That flighty little broad of his has put the whole schabang on the market. Lock, stock, and down below the barrel. Anything you want me to get for you? Like her dirty underwear for you to sniff at and give yourself a hard-on?'

Simon chose to ignore her. The sarcasm which she had brought to their marriage had increased in intensity over the years. He could do without it, and besides, he didn't want anything or anyone ruining either his day or his quest to find old Sam's secret of sexual longevity.

Tossing his pyjamas to one side and taking an easy pride in his nakedness and his not inconsequential erection, he strode off to the bathroom, and turned on the faucet before watching his erection disappear as he used the lavatory.

No matter. It would return, he told himself; then he sang as he sorted out his shaving equipment and all the other little things he'd bought to make his body more pleasant for himself and for others.

Once he was dressed, he smoothed back his hair of which nowadays there were only two patches and these on opposite sides of his head.

'Go to it,' he told the mirror, and he did.

The warehouse was red brick, and fronted half that particular block, not far from Thirty-sixth, but cornering Bruton and Morrison.

Smiling, he nodded at the faces of his new employees, noted the wariness of the men, and the glances of the women which he preferred to think were assessing him as a man rather than as the guy who controlled the size of their pay-cheques.

He also noticed more about the women than he did the men. Some were middle-aged, well blossomed, and no doubt good workers, so therefore valuable assets. Others were younger, some slimmer, and some most definitely worth more than a second glance. One especially drew his attention. She was dark-haired and creamy-skinned, with a look on her face that made him think she had discovered something exceptionally thrilling of late.

Not that he wanted to know what made her eyes sparkle. He had other eggs to fry, and as yet, she was not one of them.

As expected of him, he gave his new workforce a little pep talk about how pleased he was to be here, and how he hoped to continue in the proud traditions founded and carried on by the Levy family.
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