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CHAPTER ONE



Crimson stared down her opponent, feeling her form-fitting blue and gold uniform hug her sensual curves. Her brilliant jade eyes were like a cheetah’s hunting its prey, her long red hair in a ponytail so it wouldn’t get in her face.

She let loose with a flurry of punches. Her opponent was skilled, but Crimson was an expert at Ninjutsu, Taekwondo, and Wushu and virtually the best hand-to-hand combatant on the base.

Her punches were blocked but then she scored with a fierce knee to the abdomen.

Lady Kaye, her sparring partner and best friend, groaned and doubled over.

“I told you to watch that feint,” she admonished her teammate.

Though Crimson realized she should probably be telling herself that. She found her eyes drifting to her teammate’s heaving chest. Kaye had her green fatigues unbuttoned so her white tank top was very visible. A tank top that was barely containing her perfectly-sized and perfectly juicy tits.

That was definitely not regulation for Kaye’s uniform, and Crimson suspected Kaye did it on purpose just to try to distract her during their sparring. Well, it wasn’t going to work. Okay, maybe it was working a little bit. It was hard to ignore those amazing tits.

She had never been anything more than friends with Kaye. As two of the very few female members in G.I. Ho, they had bonded right away, even though they had pretty distinct personalties. Crimson more serious and by-the-book. Kaye laid back and mischievous.

She looked over her friend’s body. Even the fatigues couldn’t hide Kaye’s sensual and curvy hips and ass, and her short dark brown hair framed her cute face and sparkling eyes that were gleaming at Crimson.

“Like what you see?” she asked impishly.

“Stop flirting and start fighting.”

Kaye shrugged her shoulders and launched her attack.

Crimson blocked her first punch, then caught her arm as Kaye tried to deliver a sneaky spinning elbow. She twisted Kaye’s arm and flipped her to the padded mat. They were in one of the many training gyms in the facility, though this one was rarely used. Which Crimson liked as they could get some one-on-one time. For sparring of course. Not anything else. She hoped she was convincing herself of that anyway.

Kaye groaned as she looked up at Crimson. “I think you just do these sessions so you can beat me up.”

Crimson squatted beside her and tapped Kaye on her cute nose. “I do these so you can become a better soldier.”

“Oh yeah, getting tossed to the ground a million times is really making me a kick-ass warrior.”

Crimson was about to respond when Kaye flung her legs up, twisted them around her head, and tossed Crimson over her and to the mat.

She was shocked. That was the first time Kaye had been able to get the better of her in sparring.

Her feisty friend jumped on top of her, straddling her hips as Crimson lay stunned on her back.

“Holy shit!” Kaye exclaimed. “I actually got you!”

Crimson made a face at her. “All right, you don’t have to gloa-”

Kaye raised her hands in the air, cutting her off. “I am the greatest martial arts champion in the world!”

Okay, that was it.

Crimson grabbed her and they rolled along the mat, wrestling. But more roughhouse, fun wrestling than actually using real techniques they learned from their military training.

They were in such close contact, Crimson could feel Kaye’s warm breath on her face, Kaye’s amazing breasts pressed against her own, Kaye’s hand on her ass. She didn’t know if her friend had done that on purpose or had just accidentally seized her firm butt as part of their grappling. Either way, she didn’t mind. She liked the way her partner’s hand felt squeezing her cheeks.

They heard someone with a deep voice clear his throat.

They glanced up, Kaye on top of Crimson, her impressive breasts right in Crimson’s face.

Colt, the no-nonsense but affable leader of their unit, stood in the doorway.

Shit.

Crimson shoved Kaye off her and scrambled to her feet, springing to attention. “Do you have a mission for us Colt?”

Kaye got up a little more leisurely. “If not, can we go back to feeling each other up?”

“Kaye!” Crimson scolded her as her cheeks were burning.

“What? Do you just want to make out instead?”

“Alexis!”

Crimson always used Kaye’s real name instead of her code name when she got mad at her.

“Geez, chill out Shannon. I was just kidding. Well, mostly.”

She gave Crimson a sly grin and got an elbow in the side in return.

Crimson glanced pointedly at Kaye’s breasts, which were almost popping out of her tank top.

Colt, to his credit, was trying very hard to look anywhere else.

“Oops,” Kaye commented as she took her time buttoning up her shirt.

Crimson rolled her eyes. Kaye was lucky she didn’t get her cute butt bounced right out of their unit.

Colt cleared his throat again, this time in a way that meant he wanted their complete attention. Both women stood with their legs shoulder-width apart and their hands clasped behind their backs.

“Ready for orders Colt,” Crimson said, all-business. He was a Master Sergeant, one grade above her in rank. But as an NCO, it would be insulting to call him “sir.”

“Viper’s at it again,” Colt said in that gravelly voice of his that melted most women’s hearts and sometimes their panties. “Report to the briefing room ASAP.”

“You got it Colt!” Kaye replied, still having not quite finished buttoning up her shirt.

He spun on his heels and marched out.

Kaye caught Crimson’s arm before she could follow him, leaning into her ear.

“I’m totally telling everyone I kicked your ass in sparring,” she whispered.

And then dashed out of the room.

“Kaye!” Crimson yelled as she watched her friend’s perky butt move wonderfully as it scurried away. “Don’t you dare!”

She ran after her troublemaking teammate, wondering why she put up with her antics.

Crimson chased Kaye into the briefing room and shot her a look as they settled in front of a large circular console that took up most of the room.

Colt pressed some buttons on the console and the huge 3D holographic globe that was spinning above them shrank to half its size and was placed side-by-side with a holo-pic of one of the most beautiful women in the world.

The Countess.

Crimson and Kaye knew her well. She was the head of Viper’s Intelligence operation and third in command of the elusive terrorist organization.

Crimson scanned the info that sprawled across the screen next to The Countess’s visage. She knew it by heart but read it over again anyway.

The Countess’s real name was Katerina Baranova and she was thought to be from somewhere in Eastern Europe, possibly Latvia. She was a master of intelligence gathering, disguise, and infiltration. She was also proficient in Muay Thai and Juijitsu and specialized in using chemical weapons.

And she just happened to be gorgeous and have the kind of curves that should be illegal.

Kaye obviously was thinking the same thing. “Oo, my favorite sexy bad girl.”

Crimson elbowed her again, though if Colt heard her, he didn’t let on.

“Our intel points to The Countess up to her old tricks,” Colt intoned in that calm, authoritative way of his. “We believe she’s going to try to kidnap this woman.”

He click the console again and The Countess’s face was replaced with a mousy, but still kind of cute, woman in her early 30s who was wearing glasses and a lab coat.

“This is Dr. Rachel Reeves, a renowned neuroscientist at the Scraggs Institute. She’s on the cusp of some groundbreaking research.”

“On no,” Kaye bemoaned. “Don’t tell me The Countess and Viper are trying to mind control people again.”

“That’s exactly what we think they’re trying to do,” Colt replied matter-of-factly.”

Kaye sighed. “So predictable.”

Crimson glanced at her, then back at Colt. “So you want us to tail her and intercept The Countess?”

“Right.” He hit another button. The holo-globe rotated and zoomed in to the West Coast of the United States. “Scraggs is located in Santa Monica. Rotorhead will fly you there in a Seagull. Report to the hanger at 1300.”

“You got it Colt!” Crimson said energetically. Going on missions was her favorite thing to do.

“You can count on us,” Kaye added. “And don’t worry, I’ll keep Crimson out of trouble.”

Crimson made a face at her but then stole a glance at Colt and knew he fully understood that, if anything, Crimson would be the one keeping Kaye from causing mischief.

“Good luck,” he told them. “Yo Hoes!

Okay, we really need to change the name of our unit, Crimson thought. G.I. Ho stood for Government Issue Hero Ops, which was cool, but the acronym was terrible. And Colt was so apple pie he never even realized how ridiculous the battle cry was.

“Oh we’ll be total ho-”

“Let’s go!” Crimson said quickly as she grabbed Kaye’s arm and tugged her along before she could finish that thought.

“Wait! I wanted to look at the sexy Countess picture again.”

Crimson continued to drag her out. “You’ll get to see her in person soon enough.”

“Oh right. Okay, race you to the showers!”

“Hey!” Crimson objected as Kaye shot off like a bolt.

She sprinted after her, not wanting her friend to best her twice in one day. Okay, so maybe she was a little competitive. In like everything. What was wrong with that?

A quick shower was a good idea though, to get the sweat off of them from their sparring. Then it was off to stop a sexy villainess. Man, Crimson loved this job.


*****


Crimson threw her head back as the warm water cascaded over her body, her long hair slapping against her back, the rivulets of water running down every part of her sensual curves.

Kaye was next to her in the open shower area, washing herself and posing her body in ways that made Crimson’s temperature rise beyond the steam in the room.

It’s not as if

































