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Chapter one

	Supernatural energy scorched through Jake Maxwell's foot, surging into his ankle in an inexorable march through the rest of his body. He bit back a gasp. Dawn, the woman he adored, kneeled in front of him at the foot of the hard motel-room bed with his foot clasped in both her hands, one palm covering the gash on his sole as she employed her healing skills. Eyes closed, she pursed her lips and grimaced. Another surge of power coursed into him.

	He jerked his foot away. "That's enough."

	She blinked rapidly, focusing in on him. "Are you sure?"

	"Yes. It's fine." He wiggled his foot, as if that proved his statement. "You shouldn't do this anyway. We have no idea how healing affects you."

	A sweet smile curved her tempting lips. "Please stop worrying. I'm okay."

	"As far as we know. You've only had this power for a week."

	She rolled her eyes. "What's the good of having this ability if I can't help the people I love? Or the person I love." She muttered under her breath, "I don't know anybody else."

	His heart ached for her, and he fought the impulse to haul her into his arms for a kiss that would scorch them both harder than her healing burned him. He shouldn't. He'd promised himself to keep her at arm's length for the time being.

	But it drove him batty, looking at her slender, curvy body and not being able to taste her skin or lose himself inside her. One week ago, he'd made love to her—make that ravished her, without a thought for the consequences. Because he loved her. Because she made him feel like a man, instead of a meek grad student. Because she felt so good underneath him.

	"Jake?" Dawn flopped onto the bed beside him, her body close enough he sensed the warmth of her. "Are you sure you're okay, honey?"

	"Don't call me that. I hate endearments." He didn't deserve her tenderness. What good was he when he failed to protect her at every turn?

	She leaned into him, her breasts pressed to his upper arm, and slid her own arm under his to clasp her hands over his elbow. The heady scent of her mingled with the clean smell of soap from her recent shower. She rubbed her cheek on his shoulder.

	"You know," she said, "if you'd stop getting hurt, I wouldn't need to heal you."

	He flinched at her words, though he knew she meant no insult. Her tone conveyed regret and…affection.

	Dammit. How had he let things spiral so far out of control?

	In spite of himself, he ducked his head to inhale a deep breath of her scent. "And you wouldn't have needed a shower if I hadn't sent us tumbling down a muddy hillside. I should've had a plan ready." He shut his eyes, his throat constricting, her hair still surrounding his face. "I knew Redeo wouldn't wait forever, but I thought we'd have more time. Or at least some backup."

	Her fingers massaged the inside of his elbow. "It's not your fault. Even Jake Maxwell, former Boy Scout and simple grad student—who I'm still convinced is actually a CIA agent—can't plan for every eventuality."

	But he should've had some kind of strategy for this. Redeo Biotech would never stop hunting Dawn. She was the end result of their secret and sinister project aimed at regenerating long-dead tissue to a lifelike state. Once the mummified remains of an ancient Egyptian woman, Dawn had become so much more than a lifelike corpse. She was a miracle. A living, breathing impossibility.

	Anton Vahl, head of Redeo, knew this too. He'd dispatched his minions to track down Dawn, barely a week after they escaped Vahl's clutches. We should've had more time.

	He kissed the top of her head. "We can't stay here. We need to get another car and drive the hell away from San Francisco." He'd allowed her a quick shower because, after they had fled from their old car while being pursued by Vahl's men and taken the aforementioned tumble down a hill, she'd been covered in mud.

	"Where do we go?" Her shoulders sagged, and her gaze had gone vacant.

	He drew her into his arms, her head tucked under his chin. "I don't know. We'll figure it out on the road. Trust me, okay?"

	She lifted her head, her pupils large, those hazel eyes glossy and blazing into him with unblinking directness. "Of course I trust you."

	The simple statement tore at his heart. He did not deserve her trust, any more than he deserved her love.

	Dawn extricated her smaller body from his bigger one and padded over to the dresser, retrieving her sneakers. Her blue jeans stretched taut as she bent at the waist to slip on the shoes. Her white cotton shirt billowed out, granting him a glimpse of the full breasts hidden beneath the fabric, supported by a lacy white bra. Visions of his mouth on her nipples rushed through his brain.

	His pants grew snug in the crotch. He rubbed his hands on his pants and tried to banish the fantasy. No such luck.

	A veil of dark-red hair fell over Dawn's face. She smiled at him through the locks. "I know what you're thinking, but we don't have time." She dropped to a crouch, stealing his view of her bosom. "But it's nice to know you still want me."

	Christ. How did she know?

	Her gaze flitted to his groin.

	He glanced down to see the swelling bulge there. Right. That was how she knew. "Of course I want you. That's never been in question."

	Focused on tying her shoelaces, she gnawed her lip. "Maybe for you. But ever since that night in the cabin, you haven't…um…"

	A blush colored her cheeks.

	He hadn't tried to seduce her, that was what she meant. He'd thought about it at least twice a minute, but indulging in his hunger for her distracted him from everything else. Like protecting her. Somehow.

	"Dawn." He waited until she looked up at him. "I want you. Always. But we need to concentrate on exposing Vahl's experiments to the world, so he'll have no reason to hunt you anymore."

	"I know." She tied the laces of her other shoe with trembling fingers. "But I'd understand if you regret being with me. I am a formerly mummified…creature."

	They'd been through this already, he thought. One more time, then. "You are not a—"

	Banging erupted at the door, which shook from the force of the blows.

	Dawn jumped.

	Jake leaped to his feet, ripping the 9mm handgun out of the holster fastened to his belt, at the base of his spine. He held the gun muzzle up and crept toward the door.

	The banging ceased.

	He peered through the peephole. "Shit."

	Dawn raced toward him, but he flung up a hand, palm out. She froze halfway to him, her eyes wide, lips parted.

	She whispered one word. "Who?"

	"Vahl."

	"Anton Vahl?"

	"You know another lunatic named Vahl?" When he glanced at her, the fragile shaking of her head made him want to kiss away her anxiety. He opted for an understanding tone instead. "Yes, it's Anton Vahl."

	The scientist responsible for resurrecting Dawn. The man who claimed her as his legal property and test subject. The man Jake would murder if the scumbag tried to capture her again.

	He raised the gun, targeted at the door. With his free hand, he grasped the knob, curling his fingers around the cold metal.

	Dawn threw a hand up. "Stop, Jake, please. Shooting him won't solve our problems."

	"Maybe not, but it'll make me feel a hell of a lot better."

	Vahl's voice shouted to them, "I know you two are in there. Please open the door. I only wish to talk."

	Jake clenched the doorknob harder.

	Dawn gazed at him with dull eyes and a sad smile. "We've exhausted our options. That reporter thought we were kooks, the cops tossed us out, and the FBI laughed at us." She hugged herself, eying the door. "He says he wants to talk."

	"That's what Vahl said last time."

	"Maybe it's true. Last week, he did show up alone and unarmed."

	Jake strained to curb the fury boiling inside him. "Vahl brought a syringe, full of God knows what, which he intended to inject into me and probably you too."

	She shrugged one shoulder weakly. "We have no choice."

	His mind reeled through the memories of all the trauma they'd endured in their desperate attempt to shake free of Redeo and Vahl. The flash drive and its contents—files poached from Redeo's own servers, all related to Dawn and her regeneration—had been their sole hope for salvation, yet it had convinced no one.

	Dawn's shoes scuffed across the carpeting as she moved closer to settle a hand on his, the one holding the gun. With gentle pressure, her eyes shimmering with tears, she coaxed him to lower the weapon. "You know I'm right, Jake."

	Vahl shouted again. "Last chance before I call for backup and we storm this motel. I'd rather not do that. The choice is yours."

	Tears rolled down Dawn's cheek.

	Jake tucked the gun in the back of his waistband, under his shirt. Then he cupped her face in both hands and kissed her. It was a tender, lingering kiss, their lips conveying everything they needed to say.

	Withdrawing, he wiped the tear tracks away with his thumb. "Stay behind me."

	She complied.

	He faced the door, sucked in a deep breath, and swung it open.

	
Chapter Two

	Cold steel talons gouged Dawn's heart as she watched Anton Vahl saunter into the room. He trailed a fingertip across the windowsill on his way to the small table situated there. Pulling out the nearest chair, he lowered his lean body onto the faded fabric of the seat and draped one arm over the table. His fingers tapped the faux-wood surface in a rhythm reminiscent of Morse code.

	Jake slammed the door. He sidestepped to blockade her with his body, and then snarled at Vahl, "If you're here to tell Dawn she belongs to you, save it. We've heard your spiel before."

	She took a half step to the right, gaining a view of the scientist.

	Vahl stroked the tabletop with his fingers, his dark eyes zeroing in on her. "I've reconsidered my previous assumptions. You are not property to be bartered for. No, oh no." His mouth stretched into a self-satisfied smile that sent a chill down her spine. "You, my dear, are the embodiment of my every hope and desire, the culmination of my life's work. You are, in a word, proof."

	Jake cast a sidelong glance at her, then glared at Vahl. "What the hell are you trying to say?"

	"The fact that she lives proves my regeneration process works." He slanted forward, face impassive. "I need the proof, to convince my investors—"

	"That you can sell resurrection to desperate, filthy rich people. We've heard all this before. Say something new, or…" Jake's voice dropped to a deadly whisper. "I will shut you up for good."

	A shudder rattled her. Triggered by fear, yes, because Jake's anger disturbed her. But the shudder also stemmed from a dark pleasure at what he would do to protect her.

	My guardian. In every lifetime.

	A vision flashed in her mind, of Jake in ancient Egyptian garb—a white linen kilt with a leather belt—his muscled chest bare, the sinews of his arms flexing as he wielded a sword.

	Vahl's chuckling, soft and menacing, wrenched her out of the memory. For it was a memory, of her first life, before she was murdered and mummified, and reborn after three thousand years, thanks in part to Vahl's experiments. But it was Jake, reincarnated by a mystical process no scientist could explain, who had awakened her from death. Fate brought them back to each other, so he could resurrect her with the power of his will.

	"Here's what has changed," Vahl said, still focused on her with an eerie intensity. "I no longer view Jake as irrelevant and expendable. He is, in fact, essential."

	Dawn froze. He had to be lying, but she couldn't understand why.

	Vahl relaxed against his chair and sighed. "I've been watching the two of you for the past week, since you left me at the cabin."

	Jake tensed, his hands fisting at his sides. "That's not possible."

	"Come now, Jake, you know that's not true. Modern surveillance techniques provide many and varied ways of utilizing
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