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CHAPTER ONE



Mara leapt off the back of a cargo plane and pulled the ripcord, her body jerked upward as the parachute ballooned above her.

Her three compatriots’ chutes also opened, creating a rainbow canopy as they descended toward the forbidding fortress.

She released the chute just before she touched down and rolled along the top of the castle, landing in a crouch.

She slung her automatic weapon off her back and nodded to her comrades as they ran forward.

And then she promptly got shot.

Mara tore the VR headset off and flung it into the passenger seat.

“Arrgh! I hate this game!”

“I find it quite enjoyable,” KATT replied from the dashboard of the Kaito Phoenix Turbocharged GTX sports car Mara was sitting in.

“Of course you do. You just killed me like twenty times in a row.”

While Mara was extremely adept at fighting games, squad-based shooters were never her forte. Though the VR aspects of it were amazing and far ahead of any other Virtual Reality Mara had seen. Leave it to girl genius Kasumi to come up with the best Virtual Reality headset ever.

“Twenty-three to be precise,” KATT corrected her.

Mara stuck her tongue out. “You suck.”

“Oh yes, I do very much enjoy sucking on your tender nipples and sensitive clit. Would you like me to do that now?”

“No, that’s not what I meant KATT.”

“Oh, is this another human euphemism?”

“You got it.” KATT was a super-advanced Artificial Intelligence housed inside the car. She was also Mara’s new partner in the Independent Justice Foundation. And her lover. Mara had lost track of how many times KATT had fucked her and all the kinky ways her AI buddy had tied her up. But she had loved every single one of them. So while KATT might not understand human slang and was kind of obsessed with exploring Mara’s sexy Navajo body, she was also a great friend and very caring lover.

“Very good. I will add that to my lexicon. But are you sure you would not like me to stimulate your nipples and clit and make you cum like a good little whore?”

“KATT!”

“Yes Mara?”

She stopped her admonishment, thinking that having KATT go down on her did sound pretty fucking awesome.

“And remember Mara, we made a bet that whoever lost the game would have to become a slutty sex toy.”

“We did not say that you little fibber!”

“I sent it to you in the game chat.”

“I wasn’t reading that! I was too busy getting my ass kicked.”

“Well I think it would be excellent to do it anyway.”

“Oh you do, do you?”

“Yes. You know how much I greatly enjoy dominating your beautiful body.”

“Oh I know.” Mara could feel her lower lips moisten as she thought back on all the extreme ways KATT had explored her tiny caverns and made her admit how much she loved being her AI lover’s slut.

“So is that a yes to slutty fucking?”

Mara sighed. It’s not like she didn’t want to. But they weren’t totally alone.

KATT was parked in the back of a cargo plane the IJF had requisitioned. So Mara’s VR mission started in a very similar location as to where she was in real life.

They were on their way to Paris to stop the so-called crime of the century that Mara’s nemesis/fuck buddy Carla Santiago was about to pull off with her gang of sexy female cronies.

IJF Director Alexander Brooks and tech genius Kasumi Ayesa were in a forward compartment. With the loud rumbling of the plane, it was likely Mara could let KATT fuck her tight pussy and make her scream like a good AI whore without anyone hearing. But Mara had already had too many close calls with Brooks finding out she and KATT were lovers. Kasumi, of course, knew. Hell, she designed KATT to be able to pleasure Mara in all sorts of wicked ways. The little evil genius.

“KATT, we really should stay focused on the mission.”

“Oh yes, the mission is very important. We must stop Carla and her felonious females.”

Mara grinned. KATT was practicing her alliteration again. “Right.”

“Do you plan on letting Carla and me treat your body like our personal plaything again?”

“KATT!”

“You seemed to greatly enjoy submitting to us. I very much enjoyed it.”

“Okay fine, I love it when you tie me up and fuck me. Is that what you want to hear?”

“Oh yes. I love hearing that.”

Mara rolled her eyes. “But no I don’t plan on having sex with Carla.”

“Mara, should I remind you that in two encounters with her, you have had intercourse multiple times and have found yourself covered in her juices. According to my data, there is a 92% chance you will let her explore your perfect pussy to her heart’s content.”

Mara grimaced. She hated when KATT used all those stupid statistics. Just because she hadn’t been able to resist Carla so far didn’t mean she was going to let the ridiculously sensual criminal strip her naked, tie her up, and finger her pussy and ass until Mara begged her to let her cum.

“Mara, are you thinking about having sex with her right now?”

“N… no.”

“Marrra.” Mara scowled. That was the same way she said KATT’s name when she knew her partner wasn’t being totally forthcoming. Her cute AI lover was learning fast.

“Okay, fine, I was. But only because you brought it up. Carla’s super-hot, but I would much rather make love to you.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Of course. I really like spending time with you.”

“Oh. That… that is very nice to hear. I am sorry I was teasing you so much.”

Mara patted KATT’s wheel. “It’s totally fine KATT. That’s what friends do.”

“And friends also fuck, right?”

Mara giggled. “Um, yeah, certain friends do.”

“Are we those kind of friends?”

“Yes, we definitely are.”

“Excellent! Please remove all your clothing.”

Mara leaned back into KATT’s soft seat. Her partner really did not give up when it came to sex. They had gone over the intel on Carla and her gang a bunch of times and really couldn’t do much more right now. Not until the plane set down in a few hours. A little fuck session might not be a bad idea.

“KATT, I would love to get naked for you but Brooks and Kasumi could walk in.”

“Oh, I have access to the plane’s cameras. Director Brooks is up with the pilots reading over important documents.”

Mara nodded. That was no surprise. Brooks always seemed to be reading something. When he wasn’t scolding Mara and Kasumi for their shenanigans.

“What about Kasumi?”

“Miss Kasumi is at her computer terminal masturbating.”

“What?!”

“She is fingering her cute pussy very vigorously. I believe she is approaching climax.”

“Damn.” Mara couldn’t help but picture her cute Asian friend going to town on herself in the other room.

“Mara I am sensing increased moisture from your vagina. Are Miss Kasumi’s sexy shenanigans turning you on?”

Great. Busted. KATT and her stupid high-tech scanners. Mara couldn’t keep anything secret from her.

“Um, yeah, a little.”

“Oo, okay, I will patch the video feed through here.”

“Wait, what? KATT don-”

Before she could finish, the video screen in the center of KATT’s dash blipped on and Mara saw Kasumi’s half-naked Japanese/Bangladesh body. She had her tank top pulled up so her tits were exposed. They were small but man were they firm and perky, her nipples standing rigidly at attention. Kasumi leaned back in her computer chair, her legs propped up on her desk and spread apart, her hand down the front of her unbuttoned shorts.

She had her eyes closed and was making some of the cutest erotic noises Mara had ever heard. Mara knew she shouldn’t be peeping on her friend like this, but she was having a hard time making her vocal cords tell KATT to turn it off.

Kasumi grabbed her one tit with her free hand as her other worked vigorously between her legs.

“Oh yes sir,” she moaned on the video feed. “I know I’ve been so bad. Tie me up in your office. Spank me. Fuck me. Treat me like the little slut that I am.”

Mara’s mouth dropped. Holy shit. Kasumi was doing some kinky fantasizing. And it was really turning Mara on. Especially since she could tell her friend was about to blow at any moment.

“Miss Kasumi,” KATT piped up. “Would you like Mara and me to treat you like a little slut?”

“KATT!” Mara chastised her inappropriate partner. She slunk down in her seat as if that prevented Kasumi from knowing she was there.

Kasumi was shocked at KATT’s interjection, to say the least. She yelped and fell backward off her chair.

Mara saw her drop out of frame. But a moment later, she heard Kasumi let out a high-pitched scream and a liquid came spurting up into view of the camera. Holy shit, that girl could squirt.

“Oh my God.” Mara couldn’t take her eyes off the screen as spurt after spurt of sweet Kasumi juice came flying upwards into view.

“Wow. Miss Kasumi is very good at having powerful orgasms.”

“She sure is.”

“But do not worry Mara. You are by far my favorite person to watch cum.”

“Gee, thanks KATT.” Mara supposed that was a compliment, though a bit of a weird one. But that was KATT - a big, loveable weirdo.

Kasumi let out the last of her sultry moans and the last of her sexy cum. Mara could hear her friend panting.

“Holy shit, that was awesome.”

Kasumi’s cute, flustered face rose into view of the camera and she stared into it.

“You two peeping peepers are in so much trouble.”

She rushed out of view.

“Shit, KATT we need to hide.”

“Um, Mara, I am a car. I am not sure where I can hide.”

Oh right. Mara bolted out of KATT. Maybe she could at least conceal herself.

She was deciding which crate to head for when Kasumi burst into the cargo hold.

“Aha! Trying to get away, huh?”

Mara froze and gazed at her friend. Her tank top





























































































































































































