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“Am I going to have to do it myself?” asked Sara, and she walked over to one of the bookcases and leaned back against it.

Stephen couldn’t believe what he was seeing.  He watched Sara close her eyes and transport herself.  He daren’t blink for fear of missing a thing as her hand steered its way to her pussy.

When her moans began to fill the quiet library, an overwhelming lust captivated him.  He could feel the precum begin to ease from his cock all by itself.

“Join me,” ached Sara, pushing out her crotch in Stephen’s direction.

With her eyes closed, Stephen was free to squeeze at his hard cock in his pants, hoping that it might bring him some relief.  But it didn’t.  If anything, it made him want to release it more, and so, with Sara’s moans obscuring the sound of his belt buckle opening, Stephen did what he’d long dreamed of.

He gripped his cock and the thrill of the scenario gripped him too.  Sara was thirty years older than him, but as far as Stephen was concerned, it was right.  He began to jerk his fist up his length, leaning back in the chair to get comfortable.

Sara opened her eyes and saw the rhythmic rocking of Stephen’s elbow as it played his cock like a fiddle beneath the desk.

“Good boy,” she hushed.

It caused Stephen to startle and when his eyes opened again, they locked on Sara’s.  He could sense the attraction.

Sara stepped away from the bookcase, satisfied.  “Welcome to the party,” she said.

She moved with slow grace, and Stephen made no attempt to put himself away.  He held his cock there, preparing himself for the scrutiny of Sara’s experienced gaze.

“Oh, my,” she swooned as she came behind Stephen again.  “That is one impressive looking cock, Stephen.”

No one had ever complimented the young man like that before.  Indeed, no one had ever seen this part of Stephen before in a state such as this.

“Work it for me,” hushed Sara, her voice gilded with excitement.

She looked down on Stephen’s cock as they eye of it stared at her.  She could see the glisten of his precum on the eyelet atop it.

“Good boy,” she hushed, touching herself as she watched.

Stephen started to stroke his cock again, feeling the stiffness against his palm and fingers.  He closed his eyes and tried to pretend Sara wasn’t behind him.

“Good,” she said, and she tugged at his chair.

It slid out from the table and spun until it faced Sara, who stood with her legs astride.  She straddled Stephen and stood over him.

Stephen pulled at his cock, looking up at the towering beauty who stood like the Colossus of Rhodes.

“You work that cock very nicely,” said Sara, narrowing her eyes.  “Do you think I might try it?”

Stephen let go of himself.  His length fell back against his shirt and Sara licked her lips.

She bent down carefully and picked it up, humming contently and talking breezily at the charged member.

“You’re going to go inside me,” she told it, and Stephen’s back straightened.

Sara felt the throb in his cock as the lusty blood pumped into it.

“Oh, Sara,” croaked Stephen.

“It’s Ms. Habsburg,” corrected Sara, trying not to grin.
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Sara Habsburg had been widowed for five years now.  Since losing her husband the once elegant lady had become somewhat of a shut-in, meandering without purpose around the palatial estate of Shortmead House that had been left to her.

Her staff kept everything ticking over, and with a fortune larger than anything she’d ever dreamed of, Sara didn’t have to think about money.

Eventually, she felt ready to move on.  After mourning the love of her life for so long, a fleeting interaction with an old friend had ignited a spark inside Sara, and she decided that, at fifty, her life was far from over.

From a period of dormancy, Sara emerged like a firecracker, resuming everything at once rather than the slow reintroduction that most people would consider.

Her personal trainer was reinstated; her manicurist and pedicurist appointments were booked; a chef returned to the kitchen to cook her a decent meal; and Sara finally decided to tackle the library project that had begun before her husband had passed.

With a collection of rare and specialized books, Sara had enlisted the help of a curator to catalogue the east wing’s vast array of literature, and that’s where Stephen Holmes entered the picture.

Stephen was fresh out of university, and in total disbelief when Sara Habsburg slid into his inbox with an offer of employment at a handsome sum.

After determining that the e-mail wasn’t a hoax, Stephen had jumped at the opportunity to get his hands on the rare books and gain some much-needed experience.  He just hadn’t realized the kind of experience he’d be getting.

“I was thinking we could start where we left off,” said Sara, hands on her hips as she perused the shelves of dusty, forgotten books.

“We?” asked Stephen.

“Well, yes, I wouldn’t leave you alone with such a gargantuan task now, would I?”

“Isn’t it my job?”  Stephen had lived a sheltered life, but he was certain he knew how employment worked.

“Yes, but it’s so ghastly, isn’t it?  Doing all this alone.  Lord knows that’s why I’ve put it off so long.”

Stephen didn’t quite know what to say.  He stared at Sara as she surveyed the shelves with an alluring smile on her immaculately presented face.

“He’d be proud of me for starting,” she said.

“He’d be proud of you whatever, I’m sure,” said Stephen compassionately.

Sara faced him and felt her eyes begin to gloss with tears.  She breathed deep and fought them back.

“Right,” she said, clapping her hands together.  “Where do we begin?”

The duo worked long shifts, painstakingly cataloguing each individual book before placing it in a pile that most suited its subject.  As the days passed, they started to form an unlikely bond, with Sara’s matriarchal figure becoming somewhat of an inspiration for Stephen, who had grown up without a mother.

Sara ensured Stephen was well-nourished, with meals from the kitchen and frequent breaks that were filled with loose-leaf teas and strolls around the palatial estate.

Sara continued her fitness work, and rediscovered the svelte, athletic body that had been hers for decades before her husband’s passing.

So pleasant was Stephen’s work that it got to a stage where he would have happily completed it for free, but he knew the impressive wage would help when it came time to find a permanent vocation.

“So, tell me about yourself,” asked Sara one day, when she felt it was appropriate to delve deeper into the handsome young man’s past.

“What’s to tell?” asked Stephen with a shrug.  “I lost my mother early in life to cancer and was raised by my father and his various partners.  When he was able, he sent me off to boarding school and then university, and I stand before you now.”

Stephen presented himself with a wide-armed flourish and then a bow, feeling silly afterwards.

“And what a man you’ve become,” said Sara, smiling.

Stephen made some notes on the laptop software as Sara handed him another book.

“That was his favorite,” she said simply.

Stephen read the cover.  “Feminine Beauty of the 19th Century.”

“He loved the dress and elegance of that time,” said Sara.  “I’ve spent a lifetime trying to emulate it.”

“Trying?” asked Stephen, opening the book to record its ISBN.  “Succeeding, I think.”

Sara was flattered for the first time in a long time.  She hadn’t had a man say something nice about her in years.

“What are these?” asked Stephen, staring down at the book.

Sara’s expression turned from attempted solemnity into outright shock as she saw the individual scraps of paper that Stephen thumbed through.

“They’re Grant’s,” said Sara curiously, walking closer to Stephen and his table of books.

Stephen rubbed his thumb slowly over the sketches of a naked woman.  “Who’s the lady?”

Sara took one of the drawings and studied it.  A smile flourished on her face and then tears arrived.

“Sorry,” Stephen said.  “I didn’t mean to ...”

“It’s me,” Sara said, laughing behind her tears.  “He liked to draw me.”

Stephen didn’t know whether to look now or not.  “My gosh,” was all he could muster.

He watched the sparkle return to Sara’s eyes as she reminisced.  “He’d have me stand in the window over there and draw me.  We gave the gardener a terrific fright the one time.”

“I’m sure he wasn’t too frightened,” Stephen laughed, looking at the elegant beauty on the page.

“That was some time ago,” lamented Sara.

“You’re still just as beautiful.”

Stephen meant it.  There was something invigorating about Sara’s stately demeanor.  She held a quiet command and blended it beautifully with stoic grace, capturing a bygone definition of womanhood.

“Nonsense,” she said, drying her eyes.  “Back to work with you.”

Stephen returned to his books with frequent glances at Sara who flicked through the old sketches.

“I used to sketch,” said Stephen, tapping the keys of his laptop.  “I’d have done fine art if I’d have had my way.”

“You didn’t tell me that about yourself, Stephen.”

“I suppose it was for the best.  My father always told me it would never make me any money.”

“There’s more in the pursuit of life than that,” said Sara.  “Trust me.”

Stephen had to.  Sara had more money than anyone he’d ever met, and it didn’t appear to do as much for her happiness as the old artwork had.

“I have some here,” Stephen said, pulling out his phone.  “Flowers, mostly.”

Sara came closer as Stephen scrolled through the photos on his phone, whizzing past shots of himself in the mirror, post workout, and university friends with drinks in their hands.  It gave her a brief insight into Stephen’s life outside of Shortmead House.

“Here,” he said, stopping the slider.  “What do you think?”

He handed Sara the phone and she stared down with wide-eyed wonder.  Stephen had a keen eye and a brilliant sense of scale.

“These are beautiful,” enthused the older woman, looking at Stephen in disbelief.  “Does your talent know no bounds?”

Stephen’s cheeks flushed with a red hue.  “I don’t know about that ...”

“Nonsense,” said Sara, wafting away Stephen’s reticence.  “You’re an artist, Stephen.  I know one when I see one.”

“You think so?”

Sara
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