

    
        
          Car Thieves: Lockdown Mode

        

        
        
          Lisa Black

        

        
          Published by Lisa Black, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CAR THIEVES: LOCKDOWN MODE

    

    
      First edition. June 27, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Lisa Black.

    

    
    
      Written by Lisa Black.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Car Thieves: Lockdown Mode

Chapter 2:

Chapter 3:

Chapter 4:

Chapter 6:

Chapter 8:

Chapter 10:

Chapter 11:

Chapter 12:

Chapter 14:

Chapter 15:

Chapter 16:

Chapter 18:

Chapter 19:

Chapter 21:

Chapter 22:

Chapter 24:

Chapter 25:

Chapter 27:

Chapter 28:

Chapter 29:

Chapter 31:

Chapter 32:

Chapter 33:

Chapter 31:

Chapter 32:

Chapter 33:

Chapter 34:

Chapter 35:

Chapter 36:

Chapter 38:

Chapter 39:

Chapter 40:

Chapter 42:

Chapter 44:

About the Author


[image: ]

The engine screamed as Jax pushed the stolen Huracán past a hundred and ten. Neon lights streaked across the windshield. In the back seat, Ghost sat nodding to the gritty bass thumping from his old beat-up CD player, the same Head Sprung disc he’s been looping for years.

“Turn that shit down, Ghost,” Jax muttered.

Ghost just grinned, eyes closed. “You drive, I provide the soundtrack. That’s the deal, boss.”

Then everything died.

The engine cut out. The dash went dark. The supercar coasted silently to a stop right there in the middle of the freeway like it had given up on life.

Jax slammed the wheel. “What the fuck?!”

Blue lights flooded the cabin. Sirens wailed behind them.

Riley’s voice crackled through the burner phone on the dash. “You still think you don’t need me, Jax?”
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Chapter 2:
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Riley leaned against a workbench in the dimly lit garage, arms crossed, watching Jax pace like a caged animal. Tank stood next to her, the big man’s deep voice cutting through the tension.

“Two hundred grand, Jax,” Tank said, shaking his head. “Told your hard-headed ass we should’ve waited for her.”

“You cost yourself two hundred grand,” Riley shot back. “That car had a Sentinel kill-switch. One tap from the manufacturer and it’s a paperweight. You’re still stealing cars like it’s 2012.”

Tank chuckled low. “She’s got a mouth on her.”

Jax stepped closer to Riley. “You say you can beat it?”

“I already did.” Riley tossed him a sleek black key fob. “That’s for the Bugatti sitting outside. Go ahead. Try to drive it off. I dare you.”

Ghost walked in still holding his CD player. “If that thing moves, I’m riding shotgun. My music stays on.”
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Chapter 3:
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The Bugatti roared to life without a single alarm. Jax floored it through the empty industrial lot, expecting it to die any second. It didn’t.

He pulled back up, killed the engine, and stared at Riley through the window.

“How?”

“Doesn’t matter how,” she said, sliding into the passenger seat like she owned the car. “What matters is I’m in. Thirty percent of every job. And I’m not sitting in the van anymore. I ride with you.”

Jax laughed bitterly. “You got some balls.”

“You have no idea.”
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Chapter 4:
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Three weeks later they hit their first real score, a matte-black Rolls Royce Phantom parked outside a downtown skyscraper. Riley worked her laptop in the passenger seat while Jax casually walked up to the car like he owned it. Ghost sat in the back, already bumping Best Sprung on his CD player.

“Biometrics spoofed,” Riley said quietly. “It thinks you’re the owner’s son. Get in.”

Jax slid into the buttery leather seat. The car greeted him warmly. “Good evening, Mr. Caldwell.”

As they pulled away smooth as silk, Riley leaned back and smiled for the first time. “Every one of these cars is headed to Madam Zhao in Singapore. She pays in untraceable crypto. That’s our one-way ticket out, boys. New lives, new names, gone 

forever. Grand Theft Auto just got an upgrade.”

got an upgrade.”Chapter 5:

The crew sat around a steel table covered in blueprints and burner phones. Riley pointed at a glowing 3D model of their next target, a one-of-a-kind Koenigsegg Regera owned by a tech billionaire.

"This one’s different," she said. "It’s got a quantum-encrypted security layer. My backdoor still works, but we’ve only got a thirty-second window once I trigger it. After that, the system calls home."

Jax leaned forward. "Thirty seconds to get in, start it, and disappear?"

"Exactly," Riley replied, locking eyes with him. "So you better drive like your life depends on it. Because this time... it actually does."

Ghost smirked. "Sounds like fun."

Tank cracked his knuckles. "I’m in."

Riley closed her laptop. "Then we hit it tomorrow night. No mistakes."
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Chapter 6:
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The Koenigsegg sat under museum-style lighting in the billionaire’s private garage. Riley’s fingers flew across her keyboard in the van two blocks away.

"Window’s opening... now."

Jax sprinted through the shadows, heart pounding. He reached the car, pressed the fob. The butterfly doors lifted silently.

He dropped into the driver’s seat and hit the start button.

The massive V8 hybrid woke up with a growl that vibrated through his bones.

Riley’s voice came through his earpiece. "You’ve got eighteen seconds left. Move."

Jax slammed the door, threw it in gear, and launched out of the garage like a rocket.Chapter 7:

The Regera tore through the city streets like a demon, weaving between cars at breakneck speed. Jax’s hands gripped the wheel tight, eyes locked on the road.

"Talk to me, Riley," he barked into the comms.

"You’re clear for now," she replied coolly from the van, "but the owner just got an alert. They’re tracking us. Lose the tail or we’re done."

Red and blue lights suddenly flared in his rearview mirror. Two unmarked SUVs were closing in fast.

Jax grinned, downshifting hard. "Time to see what this thing can really do."

He yanked the wheel and launched the supercar into a screaming drift around the next corner.
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Chapter 8:
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The chase tore through downtown, the Regera dancing between traffic while the SUVs fought to keep up. Jax was pushing the car to its limit.

Riley’s voice cut through the chaos. "Jax, there’s a drone overhead. They’re feeding live coordinates straight to the police. You need to go underground, now. Take the next left, there’s an entrance to the old subway tunnels."

Tank’s voice came over the line, "You’re crazy, those tunnels are barely wide enough!"

Jax didn’t flinch. "Then I guess I’ll just have to drive perfect."

He yanked the wheel hard left, the tires screaming as the million-dollar hypercar plunged into darkness.Chapter 9:

The tunnel was pitch black, the Regera’s headlights cutting through the narrow passage like a knife. Jax drove with razor focus, inches from scraping the walls. Sparks flew as the side mirror clipped a concrete pillar.

Riley’s voice was calm in his ear. "Stay dead center. Forty more yards and you’ll come up on an old service ramp. That’s your exit."

Sweat dripped down Jax’s face. "If I scratch this thing, I’m sending you the bill."

"You scratch it, we’re all dead," she shot back.

The ramp appeared. Jax punched it, launching the car back into the night air.
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