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The sun beat down mercilessly on the bustling city streets, as Lisa sauntered through the crowd, her dark eyes scanning for a mark. Sweat trickled down her neck, making her tight tank top cling to her ample breasts, her long, toned legs stretching out from under her short denim shorts, that barely covered her round buttocks, which bounced slightly with each step she took. Her full lips curled in a subtle smirk as she felt the eyes of men and women alike following her every move.

As she made her way through the throngs of people, Lisa cast her dark eyes around, looking for an easy target. Her fingers twitched in anticipation as she thought about the money she could make from her next mark. She was always on the prowl, searching for the next big score. Nothing else mattered to her except the thrill of the chase and the easy money that came with it.

"Need something good," she muttered under her breath, her frustration mounting. "Something to give me a fucking wild night."

Just then, as if the universe had heard her plea, Lisa spotted her prey: a wealthy woman with an expensive-looking purse draped over her arm. The woman's designer sunglasses and ostentatious jewelry screamed money, and Lisa could almost taste the excitement of getting into that purse and discovering its contents.

Lisa licked her lips in anticipation. Her pulse quickened as she approached the woman, adrenaline surging through her veins like a drug. There was something intoxicating about the thrill of the chase, the risk of being caught, that made her heart throb with excitement.

With cat-like stealth, Lisa closed the distance between them, her fingers itching to snatch the purse and make her escape. She could already imagine herself in the club later, drinking expensive champagne at the high-rollers table and trying to figure out whether she fancies a man or a woman tonight.

"Sorry, lady, but I need this more than you," she shouted, the smirk playing across her face as she deftly grabbed the purse and bolted.

As she sprinted away, the woman's cries for help echoed in her ears, only heightening the amount of adrenaline in her blood. With every step, Lisa felt the weight of the purse and the tantalizing promise of a fun evening it held. Her heart pounded in her chest as she wove through the sea of bodies, the stolen goods clutched tightly to her side.

"Let's see what we've got here," Lisa panted, her excitement growing as she began to rifle through the purse on the move. Her fingers brushed over a sleek wallet, an expensive-looking perfume bottle, and even a gold necklace that shimmered in the sunlight. But it was the thick wad of cash that made her eyes widen, her imagination running wild with the possibilities.

"Fuck yeah," she crowed, her breathing heavy from the exertion and the rush of power that coursed through her. "Tonight's gonna be one hell of a party."

The mark kept screaming and her cries for help pierced through the cacophony of city noise, drawing the attention of the patrolling police officers Olivia and Patrick. Their eyes locked on Lisa as she darted between pedestrians, holding her prize tightly to her chest.

"Hey! Stop!" Patrick barked, adrenaline surging through his veins as he gave chase. Olivia followed closely behind, her calm demeanor barely masking the determination in her eyes.

"Fuck," Lisa muttered under her breath, feeling the heat of pursuit nipping at her heels. She knew that getting caught would mean losing out on the night of wild partying and fucking she craved, and that was something she refused to allow. "No way I'm letting them ruin my plans."

With a calculated glance over her shoulder, she spotted a café terrace filled with chairs and tables. As she raced past it, she shoved several chairs into the path of her pursuers, sending them clattering to the ground. The sound of metal scraping against concrete echoed through the air, but she couldn't afford to look back and see if her diversion had worked.

"Split up!" Olivia shouted, her voice steady and commanding. Patrick nodded, veering off to the left while Olivia continued straight ahead, their strategy clear: corner Lisa in an alley and cut off her escape.

"Shit, shit, shit," Lisa panted, her mind racing almost as fast as her legs. The officers were closing in, and she needed to think fast. With a sudden burst of speed, she took a sharp turn into an alleyway, hoping the shadows would be enough to conceal her.

"Where the fuck did she go?" Patrick hissed into his walkie-talkie, his frustration mounting as he scanned the area for any sign of the elusive thief.

"Keep looking," Olivia replied coolly, her eyes narrowing as she searched for any hint of movement in the dimly lit alley.

Realizing she was trapped, Lisa's eyes darted around the alley, searching for an escape route. Her heart raced as her gaze fell upon a fire escape just above her head. Desperation fueled her movements as she leapt up, fingers grasping at the cold metal.

"Gotcha!" Olivia snarled, her hand closing around Lisa's ankle and yanking her back to the ground. They tumbled into a heap of limbs and sweat as Patrick joined them, their bodies writhing together like wild animals in combat. It was then that Lisa felt it – a thick, hard cock pressing against her thigh.

"Fuck," she panted, struggling against Olivia's grip as the handcuffs clicked around her wrists. "You two really want me locked up, huh?"

"Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law," Olivia recited, her voice cool and detached despite the heat of their bodies pressed against one another.

"Good thing I don't plan on talking much," Lisa replied, smirking up at her captors.

The precinct was close, so they decided to walk her there on foot.

"Bet you're only here because you sucked some higher-up's dick," Lisa sneered, enjoying the way Olivia's jaw clenched at her taunt. Her attention shifted to Patrick, her eyes raking over his body as she remembered the sensation of his hard cock pressed against her thigh.

"Hey, handsome," she purred, licking her lips. "I bet you've got a real nice cock under that uniform, huh? I'd love to find out sometime."

"Shut up," Olivia snapped, her stoicism breaking momentarily. Patrick, visibly flustered, tried to ignore Lisa's advances as they continued toward the precinct.

"Aw, don't be jealous, sweetheart," Lisa teased Olivia, her eyes dancing with mischief. "I'm sure you're great at licking pussy too."

"Enough!" Olivia barked, her anger mounting as she tried to maintain control over the situation. But Lisa could tell that she'd struck a nerve, and that only made her more eager to push their buttons.

Upon their arrival at the precinct, Olivia and Patrick swiftly led Lisa into the stark, cold hallway that led to the solitary cell. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and desperation, causing Lisa's nostrils to flare as she took in her surroundings. Despite the grim atmosphere, a wicked smile played on her lips, clearly undeterred by her current predicament.

"Such a shame," Lisa taunted, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "All this for little ol' me? You two must really want me badly."

Olivia's jaw tightened, but she remained steadfast in her calm demeanor, refusing to let Lisa provoke her any further. Patrick, on the other hand, seemed to struggle with maintaining his professionalism, his face flushed from the relentless barrage of flirtatious jabs. As they reached the solitary cell, Patrick wordlessly opened the steel door and nudged Lisa inside.

"Enjoy your stay," he muttered tersely, before briskly walking away to attend to the necessary paperwork.

With Patrick gone, Olivia assumed her position outside the cell, her eyes never leaving Lisa's defiant figure. Within the confines of the small room, Lisa prowled like a caged animal, her gaze locked onto Olivia with predatory intent.

"Tell me, Officer," Lisa sneered, her voice echoing off the cold, concrete walls. "Do you actually think you're cut out for this job? Or are you just playing dress-up in that sexy uniform of yours?"

Olivia's jaw clenched, her eyes narrowing as she struggled to maintain her composure. She could feel the weight of Lisa's taunts pushing against her resolve, threatening to crack it entirely.

"Keep pushing me, and you'll see what I'm capable of," Olivia warned, her voice low and threatening.

Lisa let out a raucous laugh, her body vibrating with unrestrained glee. "Oh, please," she scoffed, her hands gripping the bars of her cell as she leaned forward. "You don't have the balls to do anything. Like, literally, you don't have balls."

"Watch your mouth, or I'll make you regret it," Olivia growled, her anger simmering just beneath the surface.

"Promises, promises," Lisa murmured under her breath, her lips curled in a mocking smile.

Unable to take any more of Lisa's provocations, Olivia stepped into the cell, her face set in a determined scowl. "You really don't know when to quit, do you?" she seethed.

"Aw, did I hurt your feelings?" Lisa asked, feigning innocence as her hand snaked out, fingers reaching for Olivia's crotch. "Let's see if you really have the balls to back up your tough talk."

In an instant, Lisa's fingers found their target, closing around the unexpected hardness beneath Olivia's uniform pants. The shock of her discovery was written across Lisa's face, her eyes widening in disbelief. She had expected to humiliate the officer, to prove her point about Olivia's lack of authority. Instead, her hand was now wrapped around an enormous, throbbing cock that seemingly belonged to the very woman who had been attempting to assert control over her.

"Wh-what the fuck?" Lisa stammered, her bravado momentarily shattered by this startling revelation.

The shock of her discovery left both women momentarily frozen, locked in a tense tableau that neither had anticipated. Lisa's hand remained wrapped around the thick, pulsating cock beneath Olivia's uniform, her fingers unable to resist the urge to explore its rigid contours. A shudder of desire raced through her as she realized just how aroused the officer was, the thought of such a powerful, stoic figure succumbing to lust sending a jolt of excitement straight to her hungry cunt.

"God, I didn't expect this," Lisa murmured, her voice betraying the conflicting swirl of emotions within her. "Feels like you're even more excited than I am..."

"Shut








d2d_images/cover.jpg
AMANDA STROM |





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





