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Toby stalked forwards.  He slid off the chair, and with his pants bunching just above his shoes, he crawled over to Annika.

“That’s it,” she said, enjoying the sense of power.  “Try making one of your statements on me.”

Toby stared at his target.  He could see the slight glisten lower down, where Annika had already excited herself.

“I’m going to make you come,” Toby said, shuffling forwards.

“Good boy.”

“I’m going to make you come with my mouth.”

Annika took a breath and held it, looking down over the tuft of hair and awaiting Toby’s contact.  She closed her eyes and groaned when she felt his lips clasp over her sex.

“Toby!” she strained.

Toby pushed into the soft flesh.  He let her lips envelop him, then searched out with his tongue to taste the power of Ms. Carlton.

Her silky, sweet juices draped over his tongue.  He probed further and then pulled back to admire Annika’s drenched core.

“Don’t you stop,” said Annika, looking down at Toby.

Toby’s eyes dazzled as he took instruction.  He raced his mouth back onto Annika’s sex and started to focus on her clit.

Annika hummed and closed her eyes.  She reached down and ruffled her fingers through Toby’s hair, holding his head against her.

Toby wasn’t going anywhere.  He mouthed over Annika, searching out the sensitive pearl and flicking his tongue over it.

“Good boy,” hushed Annika, aching.

Toby held Annika’s calf.  He started to stroke upwards, relishing the smooth, slippery nylon.  He went higher until he touched the bare skin at the inside of Annika’s thigh.

“Inside me,” she urged softly.

Toby moved his finger to Annika’s soaked honeypot.  It was hard to tell what was hers and what was his as the wetness draped over his fingers.

He pushed into her, feeling the warm embrace of Annika’s sex around his fingers, and listening to the satisfied groan that left her.

“Oh, that’s it,” she strained, reaching behind her for support.

She kept her legs lifted and split, and Toby was able to target almost every part of her.  He slid his tongue down and round his finger, then he removed it completely and teased close to Annika’s asshole.

“You’re a naughty boy,” she said.

Their eyes locked again, and Annika delivered another instruction.

“Suck me off your fingers,” she told Toby.

He didn’t hesitate.  He brought the creamy digits to his mouth and lapped the cum off.  Annika watched it string briefly between his finger and tongue before snapping.

“Back inside,” she urged.  “Make me come now, Toby.”

Toby drove two fingers inside now and hooked them back against Annika’s spongy insides.  He chomped on her sex with his mouth and felt the sudden squeeze of muscle.

“Yes!” hushed Annika, her jaw bouncing.

Toby drove on, his cock hard and dripping with lust.  The more excited Annika became, the more Toby’s dick oozed his precum.  He was attuned to Annika, attached by some ethereal bond.  The more excited she became, the fuller Toby’s cock bloomed.
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Annika Carlton browsed Instagram from her palatial office, with its city views and attached salary that she was beginning to care less for.

At fifty-two she was starting to question what the pursuit of this life had all been for.  She was unfulfilled, and her office hours were regularly filled with daydreams and fantasies instead of the work she was there to do.

She leaned away from her computer and admired the artwork that had scrolled onto her screen.  She recognized the style instantly but hadn’t yet seen Migg’s new piece in the flesh.

The covert graffiti artist had used their city as his canvas, spraying thought-provoking murals and erecting art installations that really spoke to Annika and the malaise she was currently feeling.  She set her PC to sleep and grabbed her handbag, making for the door.

“Ah, Ms. Carlton, I wondered if I could get a moment of your time?” asked Toby outside.

Annika checked her watch as though the time was important to her.  She sighed at her new consultant.  “How long?”

Toby was all smiles.  Annika envied the youthful energy and untapped potential.  She had to remind herself that it wasn’t Toby’s fault.

“Five minutes,” said Toby.

“Walk with me,” Annika ordered, striding off for the elevator.

Toby hurried after Annika, bouncing across the open-plan pen like an excitable puppy.  It was in stark contrast to Annika’s confident walk and unwavering, straight lips.

“You’re not talking,” said Annika as she approached the elevator.

“I was hoping to get you alone,” said Toby, glancing at the workers on the hot desks around them.

“You wouldn’t be the first guy.”

Toby swallowed and picked the paint from under his nails.

The elevator opened and Annika walked in, turning around and looking at Toby in confusion.  “Well get in then,” she insisted.

Toby slid through the closing doors and stumbled close to Annika.  He stepped back quickly and took a deep breath.

“Sorry,” he said.

Annika could smell his summer aftershave, like fresh-cut grass and citrus.

“Migg did a new piece last night,” said Annika from nowhere.  “Did you see it?”

“I ... I wouldn’t know about that,” replied Toby.

“You don’t know about Migg?!”

Toby shook his head.  “I’m an IT guy.”

“IT guys need to live.  Come on, I’ll take you to see his latest.”

“But it’s the middle of the day.”

“So, we’ll call it lunch,” smiled Annika.

Toby was in no rush now to let Annika know about the new processes spreadsheet he was working on.  He stayed quiet and followed, noticing the change in Annika as she moved further away from their city-block office.

“I’ve been following this guy for years,” said Annika as she and Toby got onto the subway.

“He’s like, a street artist?” asked Toby.

“Yes, but it’s so much more than that.  It doesn’t capture the essence of the man.”

“How do you know they’re a man?”

“Sightings,” Annika shrugged.  “Witnesses claim they saw a hooded guy fleeing from one of the new pieces.”

“It could be a diversion?”

Annika hadn’t thought about that.  “That would be clever,” she mused.  “And on brand.”

“What’s their new piece?”

“I only looked at it for a moment.  It was a super-yacht—you know, those giant monstrosities—and it was sailing through the submerged buildings of Manhattan with a party in full swing on board.”

“A little on the nose, don’t you think?” asked Toby.

“I found it very provocative.”

“Do you like provocation?” asked Toby curiously.

Annika looked him dead in the eyes.  “From the right person.”

Toby might have only been twenty years old, but he knew when he was being eye-fucked.

Annika tongued at her front-teeth.  “What about you?”

“What about me?”

“What do you like?  What are you in to?”

Annika turned away as the next station’s lights came in through the window.

“All sorts,” Toby said.

“How very specific,” said Annika.  “Come on.”

She hopped off the subway with Toby in tow, making for the escalators.

Toby took a moment to admire Annika from behind.  She had an hourglass figure that was squeezed into her tight-fitting business suit.  Toby couldn’t help but imagine Annika in something more revealing.

Annika turned to face him, looking down from the higher step as the escalator took them back up to the street.

“Do you like your job?” she asked.

Toby shrugged.  “It’s a job.  I didn’t know I was supposed to like them.”

“It’s not just me then.”

“Very few people like their jobs.  They have to find an outlet.”

“What’s your outlet?” asked Annika.

Toby couldn’t think on his feet quickly enough.  “Movies,” he answered eventually.

“Whoa, steady on there Mr. Party Animal,” mocked Annika.

“What’s yours?” asked Toby.

Annika fell silent.  She turned and closed her eyes to the skies as they were revealed above, then she continued her brisk walk across the city.

“It’s on the library,” said Annika, barely looking back.

Toby hurried to catch up.  “Huh?”

“The new piece.  It’s on the side of the library.”

“Do you think that’s important?”

“There’s always an angle,” said Annika.

There was a crowd around the piece as they approached.  A team of workers were already measuring up some plexiglass to preserve it.  Migg’s pieces always drew a crowd, and some even spawned coffee-carts and hot-dog stalls whose entire existence depended on his popularity.

“There it is,” said Annika, finally smiling.

Toby didn’t look at the artwork.  Instead, he looked at Annika, and the blossoming happiness that the work gave her.

“Why does it make you smile?” asked Toby.

Annika shook her head.  “It’s so painfully accurate that I just can’t help it.”

“How is it accurate?”

“Are you kidding?” laughed Annika.  “There are people in this city who’ll be eating caviar in space while the world burns beneath them.”

It urged mumbles of agreement from some of the onlookers, and it made Toby smile to see something that Annika believed in.

“Come on,” she said.  “I’ll buy you lunch.”

Toby was treated to a bagel, along with some of Annika’s views on life.  He found the older woman an intriguing contrast of buttoned-down professionalism and budding social activism.  The two pieces didn’t seem to slot together.

Annika enjoyed Toby’s interest.  Few men seemed to genuinely care what she had to say and had much more of an interest in the open button at the top of her blouse, or the where the top of her stockings ended.

It was another week before the two saw each other again.  Toby arrived outside Annika’s office early one morning and knocked.

“Come in,” came the voice from within.

When Toby stepped around the door, a natural smile appeared on Annika’s face.

“Here’s the nihilist,” teased Annika.

“Ms. Carlton.” nodded Toby.  “I enjoyed your company so much last week that I clean forgot to talk about spreadsheets.”  Toby closed the door and sat it the chair opposite Annika.

“Oh, goodie,” said Annika, strolling through her reels.

Suddenly she stopped and looked across at Toby.

“He’s done another piece,” she said.

Toby grinned.  “What is it?”

Annika leaned away from the screen and narrowed her eyes.  “I ... it’s ...”

“What?” probed Toby, his smile growing.

“It’s an
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