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Rescued in the Night

 

My name is Jeanine, and I really miss my neat, normal life.

Mostly.

When my audit of a big pharmacy company comes up with some drug running information that can get me *killed*, I'm not exactly thrilled to be running for me life with my rough and tumble hard-case of a neighbor, Danny. He's bossy and forceful, and he also saved my life.

He's a jerk. A hot, hard-bodied jerk. With steel grey eyes. And even though I'm exhausted and can't think straight, and these men are trying to kill me to cover up the company's corporate crimes, I can't take my eyes off of Danny.

** This is Book 1 of the "Saved by my Bad Boy Neighbor" Series. It's a quick read (an hour or two), it's riveting with suspense and action, and it's hot and steamy as hell. If you like a story about a normal, slightly overweight everyday girl hooking up with an alpha badass to save her skin, dig in and enjoy. I promise there'll be a happy ending.
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“You’re not James Bond!” I yelled, inches from his face. “That doesn’t work in real life! What is wrong with—”

He kissed me again. His mouth seized mine, like a tiger obliterating its prey. Overwhelming.

I did scream this time, behind my teeth, and bit him.

I was expecting him to pull away. Honestly, I was kind of expecting him to hit me. What I wasn’t expecting was for him to shudder against me, groaning into my mouth. I gasped, and he pulled back abruptly, eyes wide.

For a long moment, we stared at each other. I could feel his breath on my lips, and his hands loosened on my arms as he shifted back. I could slip out of his hold, if I wanted.

I felt the goosebumps rise on my skin where his hands grazed my arms. He licked at his lip, tongue flicking out to catch the blood there from the bite I gave him, and I shivered.




Book Introduction by Emily Dawn

 

Welcome, my beautiful readers, to another dangerously sexy tale of contemporary romance with a heavy dash of heat! Writing this smoldering fiction in my time off from ‘normal life’ is a real guilty pleasure for me, and I hope to give that pleasure to you.

So kick back, pour a glass of wine, and enjoy the steamy romance. And if you really like my stuff, I invite you to join my mailing list to get email news whenever I slip another hot tale out there of mundane heroines and the bad boys who take them away…

Want a free book?
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CLICK HERE to join my mailing list, and I’ll send you one of my more popular steamy romance books for FREE.

 

Now … onto the good stuff…




Chapter 1

 

The fact that it took me five tries to get my key to actually slide into the lock of my apartment should have been a clear indicator for how the rest of the night was going to go.

I didn’t put too much thought into it, though, beyond resolving to call my landlord again in the morning. Not that it would have made a difference. My landlord was notoriously absent until the rent check was due.

Finally making my way inside, I threw my keys into the bowl on the kitchen counter, toed off my shoes, and kicked them away. I thought about heating up some leftover Thai food that I had stashed in the fridge, but a slow, creeping sense of worry led me to the couch instead.

I turned on the lamp on the side table and picked up my laptop, then pulled out the flash drive I had stashed in the pocket of my trousers. It was such a small thing, but if it was what I thought it was, it was going to cause a hell of a lot of problems. 

Maybe I was better off not knowing.

I snorted to myself. ‘Better off’ had never stopped me before. I took a determined breath, plugged the flash drive into my laptop, and began to read.

A couple of hours passed before I finally closed the laptop, rubbing my temples. The onslaught of information, much of which I didn’t know what to do with, made my head spin. 

As a relatively new accountant for Accuron Pharmaceuticals, I was pretty much at the bottom of the food chain in terms of company number crunchers. I hadn’t even been there a year, and I spent most of my time preparing financial reports.

Which is why I didn’t understand why this flash drive had landed in my lap.

I wasn’t important enough to know this. I wasn’t important enough to even know what to do with it. I had just returned from a meeting with the Chief Financial Officer, Richard Platt, and found a massive file full of junk on my desk. Skimming the mess, wondering if someone had dropped it on their way to the shredder, I was surprised when the flash drive slid out from between the pile of pages.

It hadn’t been an accident. 

I sat there for a moment, blinking down at the little piece of metal and plastic, before I surreptitiously tucked it into my pocket. I wasn’t able to think of anything else the whole day.

Now that I’d started reading it, I kind of wished I hadn’t. There before me was every discrepancy I’d brought up with the accounting manager, and even more that I hadn’t even seen yet. The records dated back for months before I even started working. No way I could get to it all tonight. There was so much here—I wasn’t even sure what I was looking at.

Was the data incriminating? Probably. Was it suspicious as hell? Most definitely. And, more than likely, way too sensitive to be kept in my apartment.

What was I supposed to do now? I put the laptop down, scrubbing my hands over my face. 

I covered my eyes, processing, for a long time before coming to a decision. 

Copying the files from the drive onto the computer, I shut it down. I went to the bedroom and changed into my workout gear, grabbing my headphones on the way back.

Then I headed to the gym, the dangerous flash drive tucked in my pocket.




Chapter 2

 

I returned home later than usual, stumbling into the shower to rinse off the sweat I’d worked up at the gym. Since I decided to start losing weight, I’d been enjoying the gym membership, working with light weights and spending a lot of time doing cardio with headphones—at least until the extra weight got to me. Being slowed down by my less-than-ideal body seemed to be happening less and less these days. I’d gone hard on the elliptical that night, trying to empty my mind of the numbers that swam behind my eyes and behind my eyelids. 

The warm water ran over my aching muscles, and I thought about the lock box in my gym locker. A part of me hoped that I was not crazy for hiding the drive there, a few miles away from home, that I wasn’t just letting my imagination run free. The other half of me prayed that I was.

I was never going to get any sleep like this, I thought, rinsing the shampoo from my hair. I opened my bottle of body wash and let the artificial peach smell wash over me as I lathered it into my skin. I’d exhausted my body, but my mind was still going a mile a minute. 

Well, I did know of one way to fix that. 

I rinsed the body wash away in foamy sheets and twisted the knob until the water was just short of scalding, turning my back
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