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Chapter One





  Was it a super private school or a reform compound for girls who had murdered a few stray animals Nicolas Foyle was not sure? The only thing that he was sure of was that he had stumbled onto a hot chick gold mind. From just beyond the western fences of the compound he could see some of them go through drills on an athletic field. Never more than five or six at any given time and always in simple shorts and matching tee shirts. There were no logos on the shirts just numbers. A different number for each girl. After three days of observation he was able to put faces with numbers. The lowest number had been five and the highest that he had seen was nineteen. So far he had only seen twelve of those numbered up to nineteen. Twelve girls who could run and jump and climb over obstacles for hours.




  There were three girls who stood out in his humble opinion from the rest. Number eight, an Asian girl with flowing jet black hair. Number ten, a dirty blonde who looked like a younger clone of Kate Upton and then there was number seventeen, dark hair and long legs. Number seventeen was a cross between Megan Fox and Black Rock Shooter. She seemed to be the bully of the group, sometimes actually pushing girls out of her way on the track and yelling at others during her free time. Nick realized that most sixteen year old boys would have been frightened of number seventeen, but he imagined that she was angry due to the fact that she was kept behind those fences and away from the comfort of a man. After all teenage girls had needs too.




  

  
Chapter Two





  Karina peeled off the sweat soaked green tee shirt with the number seventeen stamped across the back. She closed her bathroom door and looked into the mirror on the back of it. Most of the world would have seen what Karina saw as the body of an amazingly fit teenage girl with the height and beauty of a world class model. The sad grey eyes would have appeared to be haunting on the cover of any fashion magazine. Her abs and arms were well defined by muscle. Her breast, hidden for the moment beneath a sports bra, were just large enough to call attention to themselves even in the sports bra, but still not too large to get in the way of daily actives. Some of the girls in the compound were in a word gigantic and she did not know how they were able to walk straight with those things jiggling around.




  She had expected that the boy watching from the woods to pay attention to them them, but his eyes were always on her. When she did not steal a glance his direction to see where he was and watch he was doing she could still feel his eyes on her. Her sixteen years of life and training had left her afraid of only two things. The unknown that was boys and all that she knew about the enemy that she was born to do battle with.




  Karina slipped off her shorts and turned to look at her back. It did not look nearly strong enough to carry the survival of the human race on it. She removed the panties and decided on a shower tonight rather than a bath. She did not feel like relaxing and the bathtub always gave her the urge to soak for an hour. Adding hot water when it began to cool and then going to bed afterwards. There was no chance for sleep early tonight. The routine over the last three weeks had been weapons drills at nine and then a talk from one of the parents about what was expected of them during the days to come. Something was about to happen and there was no way to avoid it. The days of pretending that they were all normal human beings were gone.




  Karina stopped by the medicine cabinet long enough to grab a bar of soap. There were two dozen bars stacked neatly inside the cabinet. All, but six of them were generic white bars of soap that had a vague chemical smell to them. The six bars that remained were scented. She picked one that smelled of apples. Apples were her favorite scent on earth. She peeled the wrapper and got into the shower. Sometimes she would turn the water up to the hottest level possible and other times to the coldest just to see how much she could withstand. The end result was that she felt the heat and cold, but it did not hurt her. Even boiling water did not harm her skin and only a test of sticking her hands in a snow bank for almost a half an hour had caused her enough discomfort to force her to stop the experiment.
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