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CHAPTER ONE



Mara Keoni’s long, dark brown hair whipped behind her as she weaved in and out of traffic, barely missing the cars around her. She was driving a black Nissan GT-R Nismo and loved how it handled. It was also a great car to chase bad guys in. Like she was doing right now.

The leader of said evildoers was Carla Santiago, the world’s most notorious thief. She could steal anything, no matter how well-protected or seemingly impossible.

This time she had just stolen a famous Botticelli painting, the prized possession of the Jade City Museum. And was roaring down the streets in a deep purple Subaru BRZ.

Mara downshifted and hit the brakes as she drifted around a tight 90 degree turn. Then jammed the accelerator, hot on the tail of Carla and her goons.

Carla was good. She raced through the streets like a professional driver. But Mara would put her driving skills up against anyone. She dodged through traffic, often coming a hair’s breath from hitting other cars. But she was gaining.

She spun around another sharp turn, determined to catch Carla. This would be her biggest capture yet since she started working for the IJF - the Independent Justice Foundation. A group not affiliated with any government but which was focused on helping those in need and bringing criminals to justice.

The thieves turned onto a street that was empty of traffic. Mara knew this was her chance. She raced up on the left of Carla’s car and rammed into the rear side of it.

The car spun around, knocked open a fire hydrant, and came to a stop against a lamp post. Mara zoomed through the water spraying her windshield and screeched to a stop.

As she bounded out of the car, she saw Carla, in her signature dark amethyst trenchcoat and fedora, take off with the painting, while her three henchmen clambered out of the car.

Mara kicked the nearest henchmen back into the side of the car, then leapt into the air and kneed him in the face. He was out cold.

She ducked the right cross from the next goon. His arm passed through the half-open window. Mara hit the window up button, pinning his arm in place.

As he tried to yank it free, she punched him in the gut, then elbowed him in the temple, sending him to dreamland.

She springboarded off the side of the car, wrapped her legs around the shoulder and arm of the last goon, and flipped him hard to the ground.

She sprang up, looking for her main quarry. She spotted Carla’s long black hair flying behind her as she ran for a warehouse.

Mara sprinted after her.

Carla ducked into the warehouse. Mara wasn’t far behind her.

It was dark when she entered, the inside softly illuminated by the moonlight coming through the windows.

Out of the corner of her eye, she caught a shadow moving toward her. Carla’s trenchcoat flew into her face and then she felt Carla’s foot kick her in the chest through the coat. Mara rolled backward on the ground, tossed the coat off her, and sprang to her feet. She blocked Carla’s punch and kneed her in the stomach.

They traded a flurry of blows, each woman parrying and blocking the other in an impressive martial arts display. They moved in and out of the moonlight as they danced with their fists, feet, elbows, and knees. Mara sent a roundhouse kick to Carla’s head, but the master thief ducked just enough, so Mara’s foot knocked her fedora off.

That gave Mara her first full glimpse of Carla. She had to catch her breath. Carla was breathtaking. No one had ever gotten a clear picture of Carla and even if they did, Mara was sure it wouldn’t have done her justice. She was easily one of the most beautiful women Mara had ever seen. It didn’t help that Mara had a thing for sexy Latinas, and Carla would probably be at the top of that list. Which made it a little hard to focus on kicking her butt. Especially when she kept fantasizing about doing other things with her.

Oomph. Mara took a kick to the ribs. That’s what she got for dreaming about sexy time with a criminal.

Mara focused and tried to force Carla back. It wasn’t easy. Carla was a hell of a fighter. But Mara finally got the upper hand and took the thief down in a jujitsu throw. Then got her in a submission hold.

But Carla was wily. She did a slick escape move, sliding out of Mara’s grasp. Well her body did. Her clothes not so much.

Mara held on tightly to Carla’s top and wound up yanking it clear off. Leaving Carla in a very sexy, very revealing violet bra.

“Whoops,” Mara said. But she was a little busy staring to be too sorry about it.

Wow. Carla had amazing tits. Like beyond-incredible-Mara-wanted-to-squeeze-them-right-now amazing.

She couldn’t take her eyes off them.

Carla took advantage of her distraction and swept her legs out. Mara crashed to the floor and then Carla ripped both her shirt and bra off.

Mara sprang to her feet and gaped at her very naked, very firm and perky bare tits. And her nipples, which were getting hard from the cranked AC in the warehouse. How did the hell did that just happen?

She looked up and saw Carla was enjoying the view.

“Hey, I wasn’t trying to take your clothes off!” Mara told her.

Carla smirked, taking in Mara’s lovely twin assets. “Well, I am trying to take off yours.”

Mara scowled. Okay that was it. Now it was on.

They wrestled on the ground. Tearing each others’ clothes off as they both tried to get the upper hand.

Mara couldn’t believe this had turned into a ridiculous strip-fight, but she wasn’t really complaining. The more of Carla’s bare skin she saw, the more she was turned on.

They finally ripped all their clothes off so they were down to just their thongs. Mara wearing a very skimpy black one. Carla an equally scandalous violet one. Mara was glad to see she wasn’t the only one who dressed slutty during missions. Hey, you never knew when you might have sex with a beautiful and sexy criminal.

“Um, okay, so we’re both almost completely naked,” Mara stated. “Now what?”

Her lovely adversary gazed up and down Mara’s 28-year-old body. Mara let her look. She was pretty proud of it. Her Navajo heritage had blessed her with beautiful facial features and her light brown skin had incredibly sexy curves in all the right places. Especially around her luscious tits and her hips, which framed her firm and provocative ass.

Carla smiled. “Now you turn around and show me that delicious ass of yours.”

Mara gaped at her. That wasn’t the answer she was expecting.

“Um, what?”

“C’mon, you can’t wear a thong that sexy and not show me the goods.”

Mara couldn’t believe a criminal was flirting with her after they just had a fierce battle. Actually, she could believe it, since they just stripped each other.

“Listen, you show me yours, and I’ll show you mine.” Carla turned sideways and pulled the straps of her thong out, letting them snap back against her super-sexy skin and giving Mara a tease of her sensual ass.

Okay that was it. Mara was totally going to show her booty to Carla.

“Okay fine.”

She turned around and stuck her ass out a little. She glanced behind her and saw Carla was studying every morsel of her sumptuous ass. Mara became acutely aware of how there was virtually no material covering her. Only the thinnest of fabric between her two cheeks. She also became aware of how saturated the front of her underwear was getting. Fuck, Carla was really turning her on.

“Well, that may be the sexiest ass I’ve ever seen,” Carla proclaimed in a way that no one could dispute.

Mara blushed. This was the weirdest and definitely sexiest mission she had ever been on. And definitely her favorite of all time.

“Pose for me.”

“What?”

“Show me what you can do with that thing.”

Mara saw Carla run her hands over her own breasts, down her stomach, and across her thighs, almost touching her pussy but not quite.

If Carla was trying to get Mara crazy hot and wet, it was working.

Mara tossed her long, luxuriant hair behind her so it fell down her back and stuck her ass out, shaking it back and forth.

She couldn’t believe she was doing this, but Carla was so fucking sexy, and there was something intoxicating about being dirty for a woman she should be arresting.

“Um, is this good?” Mara didn’t really perform for people like this very often, so she hoped what she was doing was sexy.

She gasped as she felt Carla’s hands squeeze her ass.

“Oh, it’s so good,” Carla purred into her ear. She squeezed a little harder, making Mara issue a louder gasp.

Then she hooked her thumbs and fingers into the sides of Mara’s thong and slowly pulled it down. As she did, she breathed on Mara’s damp pussy, making her shiver and get even more wet.

Carla slid the panties all the way down to her ankles. Mara stepped out of them, letting Carla make her get completely naked.

The thief ran her hands up Mara’s long, toned legs, over her ass, up her stomach, and onto her tits. Mara shuddered, loving the feel of Carla’s hands on her body. Her fingers were electric.

Carla moved around in front of Mara and bent over, showing off her ass as promised.

It was good Mara no longer had her panties on. She would have completely soaked them. Holy shit, Carla’s ass was the definition of sensual perfection.

She jiggled it for Mara, somehow making it a million times sexier than it was a second ago. Mara tried really hard not to touch herself. This was so unprofessional. But it was so fucking hot.

Carla bent over further and began pulling her thong down. Very slowly and in the sexiest way possible.

Mara could feel
































































































































