[center][b][u]The Only Heist That Matters[/u][/b][/center]
Helicopters thundered through the air overhead as [i]fleets[/i] of cars belonging to the local police department as well as Interpol roared down the streets. Everywhere Carmelita looked, she could see other officers. Checking every doorway. Questioning every passerby. [i]This[/i] time, they were going to find him. [b][i]This[/i][/b] time, he couldn’t get away. Sly had messed up, big time. He had been seen brazenly walking the streets mere hours after a precious gemstone had been reported missing from a renowned museum in the city. Long enough for the vixen and her team to arrive. Long enough for them to cast a net across the entire vast metropolis. Carmelita was spearheading the operation personally, knowing almost intimately how the master of thieves worked, and once she verified that the tip was legit, she fast-tracked the approval to exhaust police budgets and gather nearly every officer in Europe to comb through his last known coordinates, and spread in an outward perimeter. The vixen breathed evenly, yet her heart pounded, as she sprinted up and down the streets, searchlights from the helicopters occasionally illuminating her dark blue hair and stunning curves, if only for an instant. She [i]knew[/i] she was going to catch him this time. He had been just too sloppy, and she had been just too resourceful. And now, the net was going to close. To fall over the raccoon so tightly that even his most wily tricks wouldn’t allow him to escape. To-

Carmelita barely stifled a scream as an arm darted out from the alleyway into which she had been about to shine her flashlight, grabbing her outstretched wrist and snatching her into the darkness. For an instant she panicked, readying herself to fight. To grab her assailant’s arm in return and promptly flip them over onto their back with a full force throw that was sure to rattle teeth. When a second arm yanked around her waist however, rather than increasing her terror, the vixen’s anxiety shifted from a fear of being attacked... to a fear of being discovered. She [i]knew[/i] that touch, and as she drew in a ragged gasp of anticipatory delight, she knew that smell. [b][i]His[/i][/b] smell.

By the time Sly spun her body around and urgently pressed her backwards, further into the alley, towards a metal fire escape stairwell located just beyond a cluster of large industrial sized metal dumpsters, they were already kissing. Wild, feverish, truly frantic kisses. Desperate to cram over three months of lost affection, of missing one another, of [i]needing [/i]one another into those few first wordless instants. It wasn’t enough though. Even as the flashlight turned upward within Carmelita’s hand and illuminated their wide-eyed, plaintively anguished and yet giddy expressions, they both knew it couldn’t ever be enough. An instant later the flashlight shut off as a helicopter blazed past overhead, sweeping its searchlight down the alley. There was no sign of them though, no sign of anyone or anything alive within the alleyway, for in that moment Carmelita was being pressed against the wall underneath the fire escape and behind the dumpsters, and as she drove her tongue down Sly’s throat, she was tugging down her own pants and underwear in a single, desperately swift motion. Dragging them to her knees as with his head turning and pushing forward to mash against her breathlessly whimpering maw, Sly peeled down his own rich blue pants and the tightly fitted briefs which lay beneath.

Carmelita didn’t even get a single instant to look at her lover’s erection before it was inside her. She spread her knees as wide apart as she could, given her pants’ position still wrapped around her legs, and thrust her hips forward to welcome him. Her body swallowed him up with ravenous hunger, and the heat, the immediate fire which blazed from within as they were joined burst forth as they each grasped the other’s trembling buttocks, and while still sloppily, furiously kissing, began to hump, to grind, to fuck in an absolute frenzy right where they stood. There was no time to catch their breath enough to speak the words they longed to say. No time for ‘I love you.’ ‘I missed you.’ ‘You look so beautiful tonight.’ Each word would have meant a missed thrust which came a fraction slower than the last, an ounce of willpower not devoted to drinking in the sensation of their undeniable, physically unrestrained togetherness. Even standing fully erect, one could easily compare them to [i]feral dogs,[/i] Sly and Carmelita pumping and thrusting against each other with hips an unrecognizable blur. At some point, their panicked kissing eventually had to break for air, but they remained in close contact, each of them taking quivering pants laced with excitement. They shuddered hotly into each other’s faces and mouths—certainly a discourteous gaffe in other circumstances, but here, hysterically consummating their love for one another with [i]all of Europe[/i] searching for them… it couldn’t be hotter.

Voices rang out from close by, and Carmelita whimpered—both in fear, and in blissful sensory overload—and pressed her face into the soft fur of Sly’s neck as over his shoulder she saw the beam of another flashlight dance down the alleyway. Rapid footsteps approached as the beam wobbled with the motion of its occupant. With every footfall though, Sly’s hips kept pumping undisturbed. If anything, he humped even [b]harder[/b]. Matching their pace perfectly, so that every sound of their passion, of her wetness as she gripped his straining arousal while it slipped within her vice-like depths, was concealed by the approach of yet another of the officers who was sworn to catch Sly. Carmelita heard the officer bark out some indistinguishable orders, and heard a second set of footsteps rushing towards them, while at the same time hearing Sly let slip a ragged exhalation of air against one of her ears as a surge of hot pre-cum painted her innermost reaches. The flashlight beam swung across the dumpsters, as another illuminated the fire escape above them. Carmelita and Sly’s eyes bulged, following the light’s path as it burned away more dark corners until they accidentally bumped noses.

They knew they should [b][u]stop[/u][/b]. They knew they should at least duck down. But, at the same time they knew if they were caught, they would never,[i] ever[/i] see one another [b][i]ever[/i][/b] again, and that thought propelled them not into hiding, but into a state of ever more frantic action. Two hearts stampeded with hundreds upon hundreds of beats per minute while they shuddered and bit back as many whimpers as they could. Faster. Faster…even faster their hips moved, hurtling towards their shared orgasm. Pure terror shone through their wide eyes as it spread through their bodies. Unfathomable anxious panic… and unfiltered, thrill-amplified arousal. If they got caught…hell, [b][i]when[/i][/b] they get caught… [i]both[/i] of their lives—quite literally—would be over. Even afterwards, their respective family names would forever bear dark blemishes as a disgrace to their own lineage, to be looked down upon for centuries to come. So… why did they both find it so… incredibly fucking [b][i]hot[/i][/b]?? They clung to one another so tightly, even if a thousand officers sprang upon them they wouldn’t be able to be pried apart. Their foreheads pressed together, and though they quieted their thrilled excited gasping, though they didn’t let one another make the slightest, tiniest of sounds otherwise, their eyes [i]screamed [/i]into one another as the officers thoroughly, meticulously searched every inch of the alleyway, leaving less and less possible space in which to hide, making it all the more inevitable that they would finally be discovered, and the truth of their relationship, indeed the existence of a relationship at all, would be revealed to that squad of officers, and soon the entire world.

A tannoy whined with feedback, ringing out across the city from one of the helicopters rumbling nearby. One of the officers’ flashlights swept down off the fire escape, dancing mere inches above Sly’s cap and Carmelita’s uncontrollably twitching ears. This was it. They were going to be caught. Breaths even shakier now, they flung their arms around one another and locked muzzles in one last, truly carnal kiss. Sky’s eyes closed tight, awaiting the inevitable while focusing his mind on giving each other an orgasm worthy of the news. Their hips drove against one another so fiercely, so forcefully they ached.

“[b][i]Movement on the rooftops, all units converge, sector 3C! Repeat, all units to sector Three Charlie![/i][/b]”

At the last instant the helicopter tannoy rang out at full volume, the flashlight jerked upward, and all of a sudden, as they heard the two officers confirm the transmission over the radio, and the two sets of footsteps thundering away in unison, sweet, blessed relief crashed down upon Sly and Carmelita with such force that they were helpless, powerless to do anything but cum their [i]hardest[/i] in their [b][i]life[/i][/b]. The feeling of Sly spasming uncontrollably, [i]slamming[/i] their bodies against the uncomfortable brickwork behind them, pulsing, jerking, [i]leaping[/i], fountain after fountain of boiling liquid passion flooding into her body from the raccoon’s own core drew a guttural grunt from Carmelita, and as her pussy milked Sly with rapid, intense convulsions all around his throbbing shaft, he whined and gasped high and desperate in his own unrelenting euphoria. Their bodies kept moving. Straining, thrashing, bucking together to steal every last possible drop of pleasure, to share every last instant of rapture they were capable of squeezing from one another. No matter how much they longed for those moments to last an eternity though, they came to an end all too soon. Ecstasy diminished. Passion cooled. And though love remained, a blazing light as bright and unyielding as ever, they both knew that love alone could not keep them together.

With their bodies still shaking, still locked together, they kissed once more. A swift, longing kiss with the same passion from which their affair started in that alley. After a heavily borrowed minute, however, their lips parted with a mutually ragged wheeze of air drawn into their lungs, immediately expelled again as they whispered to one another in near perfect unison:

“Come [i]with[/i] me this time.” “Let’s run away together, [i]now[/i].”

They both froze. Their eyes locked upon on another. Wide, soft, quavering. [i]Pained[/i].

Even after they spoke those words though, even though their hearts’ desires were one and the same, they both knew the other’s answer. The raccoon and fox stared into one another’s eyes. Hurt painted their muzzles. The need, the hope, was clearly present… but they both knew that it just couldn’t be that simple. Again they kissed, filled with adoration, but sorrow too. A kiss filled with promise of more to come, but also with certainty that it would be their last for far, [i]far[/i] too long. More weeks. Months, maybe?

They swayed apart, Carmelita already pulling up her panties and pants. She looked down at her flashlight as she flicked it back on, turning it on herself half to ensure that her clothes didn’t look unduly crumpled, and half so she didn’t have to look up. 

So Sly didn’t have to see the tears in her eyes.

So she didn’t have to see the tears in his.

She turned away, ready to leave. Ready to run off to try and ‘catch’ Sly with all the other officers and agents. Ready to look as shocked as the rest of them when in just a couple of hours’ time the [i]real[/i] missing gemstone turned up in the storeroom of the same museum from which it had supposedly been stolen.

This time though, just before she could jog out from amidst the dumpsters to rejoin the supposed hunt for the world’s most wanted thief, Sly grabbed her wrist again. He had never done that before. She wasn’t expecting it, and it broke the dam as Carmelita let out a sob while he pulled her back into his chest. He rubbed her back, letting the vixen shake into his embrace as Sly silently comforted her, letting a few of his own tears roll into her perfect cerulean hair. As he forced her to look at him again, and as he thumbed her tears away to hide any evidence, once more he kissed her, so briefly, but [i]so[/i], so hard it made her legs weaker than the full force of her recent orgasm.

Their muzzles parted, and she whimpered breathlessly, joyously as she saw Sly grow that smile of his. The cheeky grin which, even as he tormented her when she really had just been an Interpol Inspector assigned to bring him to justice, had started her on the path to where she now stood, head over heels in love with that incredible raccoon.

“One more moment. One more kiss, one more second than we can afford to spare...”

He whispered, wet eyes shining as he wrapped his arm round her waist again, and brought their lips together not passionately, but with the most gentle and intimately adoring touch, for one fleeting eternity.

“I’ll risk [i][u]everything[/u][/i] for that, because... Carmelita, my love? One more stolen moment with you is the [i]only[/i] heist that matters to me anymore.”

Sly spoke those words with such utter sincerity, she had to squinch her eyes shut just to keep from crying again. When she opened them, he was gone. Then Carmelita was running through the streets alongside all the other officers towards the supposed sighting, and although she knew that Sly was running in the opposite direction, following the [i]one[/i] route she’d arranged the force to… ‘overlook’, ensuring that that ‘damnable raccoon’ would ‘[i]somehow[/i] escape’ them once again… 

she couldn’t help but smile.
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