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Chapter 1: Precision & Release
Vera Kane didn’t believe in luck. She believed in patterns, probabilities, and the beautiful predictability of human panic. At 10:47 a.m. on a Tuesday, the First National branch on Elm Street had exactly seventeen customers inside-peak mid-morning lull. Two tellers on duty, one manager in the back office pretending to work, security guard scrolling his phone by the door. Police response time from the nearest precinct: four minutes twelve seconds, average. Traffic light at the corner turned red every eight minutes. Vera adjusted the strap of her oversized tote-canvas, nondescript, lined with a thin layer of foil to fuck with any RFID tags-and gave Camila the nod. 

Camila Rojas moved like liquid. Thirty-one, dark hair pulled into a loose ponytail that screamed “harmless grad student,” she slipped through the revolving door first. Her hands were already in her pockets, fingers flexing around the slim zip ties and the folded grocery bag. No gun. No threats. Just speed and nerve. Jade Mercer waited two blocks away in the charcoal-gray Honda Civic-stolen plates swapped that morning, engine idling low. Twenty-eight, buzzed undercut hidden under a baseball cap, she drummed her thumbs on the wheel in time with the low thrum of anticipation coiling in her gut. She loved this part: the wait, the knowing they were already moving inside, the promise of what came after. 

Inside the bank, Vera walked straight to the center teller station. Camila flanked left, casual, smiling at the elderly woman counting change. “Hi,” Vera said softly to the teller-a young guy, nervous eyes. “This is a robbery. No one gets hurt. Open the drawer, put everything in the bag. Now.” She slid a plain white envelope across the counter. Inside: a single sheet of paper that read, in neat block letters: I HAVE A GUN. COMPLY QUIETLY. The teller’s hands shook, but he complied. 

Drawer after drawer. Bills slid in smooth stacks. Camila was already at the next window, same envelope, same calm voice. The guard looked up too late-Camila met his eyes, shook her head once. He froze. Smart man. Ninety-eight seconds. They walked out together, laughing like old friends who’d just aced a group project. No running. No shouting. Just three women in jeans and hoodies melting into the lunchtime crowd. Two blocks. Jade pulled up at the curb the second they appeared. Doors opened, closed. 

The Civic eased into traffic like it belonged there. They ditched it in an alley behind a dry cleaner. Switched to the second car-a silver SUV parked earlier-changed into oversized sweaters, swapped hair (ponytail down, clip-in extensions in), wiped prints with practiced efficiency. By the time the first siren wailed in the distance, they were three college girls walking arm-in-arm toward a café, giggling about midterms. Back at the loft-third-floor walk-up, soundproofed walls, blackout curtains-they locked the door and exhaled. The haul sat on the kitchen island: $47,800 in crisp bills. Respectable. Clean. But the real heat wasn’t in the cash. 

Vera turned first. She grabbed Camila by the front of her sweater and yanked her close, mouths crashing together hard enough to bruise. Camila moaned into it, hands already shoving under Vera’s shirt, nails scraping skin. “Fuck, I’ve been wet since the second envelope hit the counter,” Camila gasped against Vera’s lips. Jade kicked off her boots, peeled her hoodie, stalked over. “My turn.” She spun Camila around, shoved her back against the island. Bills scattered like confetti. Jade dropped to her knees. She hooked fingers in Camila’s waistband, yanked jeans and panties down in one rough pull. Camila’s cunt was already glistening-swollen, slick, begging. Jade buried her face without preamble, tongue flat and broad, lapping up the taste of adrenaline and arousal. Camila’s head fell back, thudding against the granite. “God-yes-fuck-” Vera watched for a beat, eyes dark, then stepped behind Camila. She pressed her body flush, one hand sliding up to palm a breast, pinching the nipple hard enough to make Camila arch. 

The other hand dipped between Camila’s thighs, fingers joining Jade’s tongue-two sliding in deep, curling, pumping while Jade sucked on her clit like she was starving. The sounds were obscene: wet slurps, the squelch of fingers plunging in and out, Camila’s choked whimpers. “More,” Camila begged. “Harder. Ruin me.” Vera obliged. She added a third finger, stretching, thrusting fast. Jade’s chin was drenched, shiny with slick. She pulled back just long enough to spit directly onto Camila’s clit-once, twice-then dove back in, sucking noisily. Camila shattered first. Her thighs clamped around Jade’s head, body jerking, a gush of wet heat soaking Jade’s mouth and dripping down her chin. She screamed-raw, broken-then sagged, held up only by Vera’s arm around her waist. But they weren’t done. 

Jade stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, grinning feral. “Your turn, boss.” Vera let Camila slide to the floor-still trembling, thighs slick-then turned to Jade. She shoved her backward onto the couch, climbed on top, straddling her face. “Eat me like you mean it.” Jade did. Tongue plunging deep, nose buried, hands gripping Vera’s ass to pull her down harder. Vera ground against her mouth, hips rolling, smearing slick across Jade’s lips and cheeks. Camila crawled over, still dazed, and latched onto Vera’s breast-sucking hard, teeth grazing, while her fingers found Jade’s jeans, shoving them open. Jade was soaked through her panties; Camila ripped them aside and plunged two fingers in, pumping in time with Jade’s tongue on Vera. 

The room filled with it: the wet slap of fingers, the desperate suck of mouths, ragged breathing, low growls. Vera came with a shuddering curse, grinding down so hard Jade’s nose bruised. She flooded Jade’s mouth-hot, messy, dripping down her throat. Jade swallowed greedily, moaning into Vera’s cunt. Camila didn’t stop. She curled her fingers, hit that spot inside Jade until Jade bucked, thighs quaking, coming with a muffled scream against Vera’s still-throbbing pussy. Slick gushed over Camila’s hand, pooling on the couch cushion. 

They collapsed in a tangle-bodies sticky, hair wrecked, lips swollen. Cum and spit and sweat everywhere. The cash still scattered across the floor like dirty confetti. Vera laughed first-low, satisfied. “Next one’s bigger.” Camila licked her fingers clean, eyes gleaming. “And we’ll celebrate harder.” Jade stretched, thighs trembling. “Fuck yes. I’m already wet thinking about it.” They lay there, breathing each other in, skin cooling, hearts still racing. The city outside kept moving. Sirens faded. But inside the loft, the Velvet Getaway crew was just getting started.

Chapter 2: Shadows & Strangers
For twelve months the city’s robbery task force had been chasing ghosts. They had grainy security footage: three women entering banks, exiting banks, vanishing. No faces clear enough for facial recognition-hats, angles, quick changes. No fingerprints. No DNA. No license plates that led anywhere but dead ends. The cars were always dumped clean, wiped, abandoned in plain sight like middle fingers to the department. 
Detective Mara Voss knew the pattern better than anyone. Thirty, sharp jaw, dark auburn hair usually pulled into a tight knot, green eyes that missed nothing. She’d been on the Velvet Getaway case-unofficial name, because the press loved the drama-since the third hit. She’d mapped every escape route, timed every switch, stared at blurry stills until her eyes burned. They were good. Too good. No violence, no hostages, no mistakes. Just money gone and three women who dissolved into the crowd like smoke.

Mara was obsessed. She was also, quietly, the biggest bisexual slut in the precinct-and probably the city. She didn’t hide it. She just didn’t advertise it at work. After long shifts she’d hit the bars, pick up whoever caught her eye-men, women, both at once if the night was right-and fuck until the frustration bled out of her. Then she’d go home, shower, and start the hunt again. Tonight she needed release. She slid onto a stool at The Lantern, a low-lit dive two blocks from the latest hit scene. Black jeans, leather jacket, hair down for once. She ordered whiskey neat and scanned the room. That’s when she saw her. Tall, composed, dark blonde hair swept back, wearing a charcoal blazer over a silk camisole that clung just enough. The woman moved like she owned the space without trying-calm, deliberate, scanning faces the way Mara did crime scenes. 

Their eyes met across the bar. Held. Vera Kane felt the pull immediately. The redhead at the bar had heat in her gaze-hungry, direct, no games. Vera was still buzzing from the afternoon’s score: $82,000 from a branch downtown, clean exit, Camila’s hands a blur, Jade’s wheelwork flawless. The adrenaline hadn’t faded yet. It never did until she burned it off.

She crossed the room, slid onto the stool beside the stranger. “Buy you another?” Vera asked, voice low. Mara turned, lips curving. “Only if you’re planning to make the night interesting.” Vera’s smile was slow. “I don’t do boring.” They talked for twenty minutes-surface things, nothing real. Names exchanged: “Vera.” “Mara.” No last names. No jobs. Just chemistry that crackled like live wire. When Mara’s hand brushed Vera’s thigh under the bar, deliberate, Vera didn’t flinch. She leaned in instead. “Your place or mine?” Mara murmured. “Mine’s closer.” They left without finishing their drinks. 

Vera’s loft was five blocks away-same building as the crew’s safehouse, different floor, separate entrance. She’d kept this one private. No cameras. No questions. The door barely clicked shut before Mara had Vera against the wall, mouth on hers, hands shoving under the blazer. Vera tasted like whiskey and control; Mara tasted like need and smoke. Clothes came off fast. Jacket. Blazer. Camisole ripped at the seam. Mara’s leather hit the floor. Jeans yanked down. Panties didn’t survive-torn aside. Vera pushed Mara backward onto the couch, straddling her hips. She ground down once, hard, feeling how wet Mara already was through the thin fabric still clinging. “Fuck, you’re soaked,” Vera growled. “You have no idea,” Mara breathed, hands gripping Vera’s ass, pulling her closer. “Been thinking about this all day.”

Vera didn’t ask what “this” meant. She just took. She slid down, hooked Mara’s legs over her shoulders, and buried her face between them. Mara’s cunt was hot, swollen, dripping. Vera licked slow at first-teasing the clit with the flat of her tongue-then sucked hard, two fingers plunging in deep, curling. Mara arched, fingers tangling in Vera’s hair. “Yes-fuck-right there-don’t stop-”Vera didn’t. She added a third finger, stretching, pumping fast. The wet sounds filled the room-squelching, obscene, slick coating her wrist. Mara’s thighs trembled, hips bucking. Vera pulled back just long enough to spit directly on her clit, watching it glisten, then dove back in, sucking noisily while her fingers fucked harder. 

Mara came with a broken cry, gushing over Vera’s chin, soaking the couch. Her whole body shook, heels digging into Vera’s back. Vera didn’t let up. She kept licking through the aftershocks, slower now, lapping up every drop until Mara was whimpering, oversensitive, trying to push her away and pull her closer at the same time. “Your turn,” Mara rasped, flipping them with surprising strength. She shoved Vera onto her back, spread her thighs wide, and attacked. Tongue plunging deep, nose grinding against Vera’s clit, hands pinning her hips down.  Vera moaned-low, guttural-fingers twisting in Mara’s hair. Mara ate like she was starving. 

She sucked Vera’s clit hard, then soft, then hard again, fingers sliding in to match the rhythm of her tongue. Vera’s hips rolled, chasing it, slick dripping down her ass, pooling beneath her. “More,” Vera demanded. “Finger me like you hate me.” Mara grinned against her cunt, added a fourth finger-stretching, burning, perfect-and fucked her fast, relentless. Vera’s moans turned to curses, body arching off the couch. She came hard, thighs clamping around Mara’s head, a fresh rush of wet heat flooding Mara’s mouth. 

Mara drank it down, moaning into Vera’s pussy like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted. They weren’t finished. Mara crawled up, straddling Vera’s face. “Sit on it,” Vera ordered. Mara lowered herself, grinding slow at first, then faster, smearing slick across Vera’s lips and chin. Vera’s tongue worked relentlessly-flicking, sucking, plunging-while her hands gripped Mara’s ass, spreading her wider. Mara rode her face shamelessly, tits bouncing, head thrown back, chasing another peak. When she came again, she squirted-hot, messy, dripping down Vera’s throat and cheeks. Vera swallowed what she could, the rest running in rivulets over her neck, soaking her hair.

They collapsed together, panting, bodies slick with sweat and cum and spit. Mara’s head on Vera’s chest, Vera’s fingers idly tracing patterns on Mara’s back. “Jesus,” Mara whispered. “You fuck like you plan heists.” Vera laughed softly. “You fuck like you’ve been chasing something you can’t catch.” Mara’s smile was lazy, sated. She didn’t know how right she was. They dozed like that for an hour-sticky, wrecked, satisfied. When Mara finally stirred, she dressed quietly. Vera watched from the couch, still naked, legs spread, glistening. “See you around?” Mara asked at the door. Vera
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