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            Eve was cold. From the inside out, she could feel the bitter numbing of her flesh as the cold seeped through her skin, making her weak, dazed. She would have cried, but the tears would be ice before they left her eyes.

            Instead, she wrapped her arms tighter around her body and trudged on. There had to be shelter somewhere. Surely within this vast land of snow and cold there would be a place she could find warmth and a meal. Freedom and life must surely await, but even if it didn’t, death in freedom was preferable to what she had escaped.

            She looked out over the landscape now and considered the harsh, freezing coffic she would have should she die here. This was unacceptable to her. She hated the cold and freezing death in this desolate land. She would not accept that her end would come here, in this place.

            She was Eve. She was the first and she may well be the last, but she would be damned before she would allow them to win here, in their own territory.

            The fire of fury warmed her only marginally as her steps increased and her long legs began to move through the deep, fluffy snow. The cold bit through the thin pants she wore and made the matching shirt of little consequence. She fought to ignore her lack of clothing and her foolishness in and saving and protecting those articles she carried with her, instead of the warm clothing she had left behind. But time had been of the essence and in her haste she had forgotten how bitterly cold it could become. And to make matters worse, the storm was increasing in its strength.

***

            What the hell do you mean, she’s escaped?” How the hell could she have escaped?” The voice was quiet, lethal in its fury.

            “We aren’t certain at this point what happened,” Captain Jase Dorn stood in front of the scientist in charge of the experiments carried out in the lab. “At this point all we know is that she is gone. We’ve reviewed the surveillance tapes and all the logs. No alarms went off and theres no blip on the tapes. She walked out, plain and simple.”

            “She just walked out?” Austin Crane sneered, his face bony, his beady eyes giving him the appearance of a rather cruel weasel. “The woman was chained in place. Someone had to have unlocked those chains.”

            “Dr. Crane did you ever consider the talents you gave your woman when you created her?” Dorn asked him quietly, striving for patience. “Perhaps you should watch the surveillance tapes yourself and see what you’ve done.”

            Dr. Crane became silent. Dorn saw the moment that he realized what he was being told. In creating this new species, this human animal, he had not taken into consideration what abilities she would have and how they could be used against him, rather than for him.

            “She slipped out of the chains,” Crane whispered, his face paling. “The little bitch slipped the manacles didn’t she?”

            “That she did.” Dorn nodded, keeping his face carefully blank as he watched the scientist. “We’ve sent out six teams to look for her but chances are she won’t be alive when we find her. There’s a blizzard blowing up out there and its already deadly cold. I doubt she survives the night.

            Crane nodded, silent now. Dorn wondered curiously what he could be thinking, then reminded himself that he didn’t want to know.

            “You won’t find her.” Crane gazed up at the ceiling, the rage slowly leaving his body. “She knows better. And the teams are in danger if they leave the compound. Call them back.”

            Dorn nodded shortly then left the room.

            Austin Crane was left alone to ponder the results of this new problem. Another specimen lost. He sighed, they were smart, he had warned his superiors that they would be too smart to contain, but he had been ignored. So far, both specimens had escaped. And though no sign had been found of the first, Crane knew he still lived. He knew, because each time a guard, a visitor or anyone associated with compound left the grounds then they turned up dead. The only safe means of leaving or entering the grounds was now by helicopter. 

            He smiled then shook his head. Smart bastard that first one was. He had escaped just a few days past his sixteenth year. This one had taken longer but he knew it was only because they had learned that this one had a heart. She had cared, until she learned the nature of her life and the tests to come. That had been a month ago, and now she was gone.

            Cran turned and opened a transmission through the satellite link by his desk. He would inform the Council of the loss and if they wanted to begin again. Of course, that would require sending several other scientists out, he was old. Two children he had raised, both were now gone. It was time to retire and to reflect on the nature of survival rather than the nature of creating a species both intelligent and powerful but without the need for freedom.

***

            Adam watched her. He knew what she was, could feel the blood pounding in her veins, the need for warmth or life, that kept her moving despite the bone numbing cold he knew she must be feeling.

            He had tracked her since her escape from the compound. Watching her, moving silently behind her as she made her way through the frozen forests. She was strong, determined and unwilling to give up. She would continue to walk until her last breath, this he knew. She was like him and the need to live was as much a part of her as the abilities he knew she would one day possess.

            She was Eve. He was Adam. They were the beginning and he would insure that they would not end. But first he would have to gain her trust. She was frightened, cold and hungry. Right now, her only thought was that of survival and she would kill anything she perceived as a threat to that survival.

            Softly, so as not to startle her, he allowed a soft coo to whisper past his lips. Adam smiled as she stilled, her head raising, her delicate little nose testing the wind as her eyes narrowed in the sweeping search she made of the forest.

            The pack she carried on her back was dropped to the ground, her body tensed, her hands held ready for whatever battle was to come. He wondered why she carried such a heavy burden with her. It couldn’t be food or warm clothing, else she would have used from it by now.

            He purred for her now. His throat vibrating with the sound, his breath whistling faintly in a tone he knew she would recognize. A sound that he had despaired of ever hearing from another.

            But now, in this woman, he had his mate. Austin had promised him, years ago, before his escape, a mate that would match him in skill and in strength. A woman who would be born his equal, as well as his salvation. 

            Here she was. The good doctor had kept his vow.

            “Who are you?” Her voice was weak, but still determined, still full of fight.

            Adam was pleased. She had been traveling for most of the day in bitter, freezing conditions with no food and little clothing and still she was ready to fight. Oh yes, his equal and more.

            Her body was tense, held ready to battle. But curiosity softened the muscles ever so slightly as she waited for an answer to her question.

            “Know you another who can whisper to you Eve?” His voice was soft, calming. “I am Adam, have you not heard of me?”

            Adam jumped lightly from the branch of the tree he had been resting in. He dropped far enough from her that she would be assured of her safety yet close enough to allow her to detect his unique scent.

            He watched as her eyes narrowed further. The golden orbs glittered from beneath tawny lashes as she watched him suspiciously. Adam knew the moment knowledge hit her, though she fought to hide the betraying dilation of her eyes.

            “Aye you know me for who I am.” He nodded, relaxing himself now. “Come, and I will take you to shelter. I have a fire and a stew waiting. You can eat and rest there while regaining your strength. Then, we will leave this place.”

            “They will create others.” Eve picked up the heavy pack as she kept a careful eye on him. “They will not stop.”

            “No, they won’t,” he agreed. “But there will be nothing we can do for many years now. When the time comes, we will return to this place and we will claim them. Until then, there is much we must do.”

            “Such as?” She stood silently as he took one of the heavy furs from his shoulders and wrapped the blessed warmth around her.

            “This too, we shall talk of later.” He smiled down at her as he pushed the heavy mane of golden brown hair back from her face. “Come now, so we can feed you. You will need your strength if we are to leave this place.”

            Adam moved ahead of her, leading her deeper into the forest, further up the mountain to the home he had created nearly twenty years before. 

            The time had come now to begin the plans he had made so long ago. He would no longer be hunted in these mountains. The world possessed many mountains and those who searched for them could not possibly cover the entire world. And if by chance his they did, the odds of survival had just increased. 

            They were the beginning of their race and he would kill any who stood in the path of their lives and their freedom.

Till Later…

