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He’s bad.

She’s good.

They f*** a lot, because bad boys like to f*** all the time.

Especially one that's just come out of the joint.

This book is hot.

Like steamy, wet your panties hot!

Because, this bad boy is nothing but trouble!

Chapter One

Claire

––––––––
[image: image]


Sometimes, my mom had a way of just winding me up and getting me into trouble. I was one of the top associates at my law firm. On my way to being a partner. I had worked fucking hard to get where I was. I certainly didn’t have the title babysitter written on my forehead. Yet, that was what my mom had roped me into. Babysitting my stepbrother.

He’s older. 

So, he should have known better.

The problem was that didn’t stop him from acting like a big kid. He had problems with drugs, gambling and women.

Why women problems?

Because instead of chasing women that were single, ones that he could actually hook up with, he had an addiction to only go after the ones that were taken.

Oh, and they weren’t taken by just a simple jealous partner. 

No, he had a death wish by chasing mobsters and policemen’s wives. He always chose the partners that could kill him and get away with it. 

His gambling problem would have been manageable if he had money to throw away. But like most gamblers, he didn’t have a dime. Gamblers tend to either borrow money from the wrong crowd or steal, and his drinking made him feel brave to take some of the risks. Mom told me that he had started drinking too much before he was banged up.

Sometimes, I think gamblers are worse than drug addicts. At least with drug addicts, you can blame the drugs for fucking up their minds. They don’t know what they are doing most of the time. When they steal for drugs or just jump in a car and drive, it’s because they’re so damn high. 

Now, what was a gambler’s excuse?

I had no idea.

But for some reason, it had now become my problem. Because, I wasn't being asked to defend him. I was asked to live with him. Something I hadn't done since I had left home. I had never lived with anyone and I hated Rogue for making me. 

I was standing outside the slammer, wondering where the fuck Rogue was. He was supposed to get out of jail at three. That was the only time I could meet him, as I had an important client meeting and that took priority. I had a home loan to pay and responsibilities, unlike Rogue. The only person he cared about was himself, which was the reason he ended up in jail in the first place.

So, I went inside to ask where he was, only to find out that Kathleen had come to pick him up.

Who the fuck was Kathleen?

Rogue was supposed to be in my care.

If he thought for one minute that I was taking pleasure out of all of this, then he was sadly mistaken. The only thing I wanted to do apart from scream was find him. Tell him that this arrangement was over and get on with the toughest case that I had ever had. I needed to win it. Normally, my cases had a couple of sticky points, but I knew that I could win them.

This one.

Well, it was going to be tough.

It didn’t help that William, one of the law firm partners, put my name down for the case. Just because I didn’t sleep with all of the partners. The industry was very much old school. Run by boys who treated women as if they were part of the furniture unless they looked good in a short skirt. 

The more I thought about it, the more I didn’t know why I stayed in my job. 

I hated it at the best of times. Sometimes, I wondered if it was changing me. Making me more aggressive, nothing like I used to be.

Right now, I was hating everything about my life, including having to babysit my stepbrother. I had a strong suspicion that Kathleen was the parole officer that he was banging. Or rather, was banging prior to him being locked up.

Where was she when he was getting in trouble?

I picked up the phone and called Mom. I felt silly calling her, but she had to know what was going on. I had a feeling that this would be the last day that I would help Rogue. I didn’t need this shit in my life. I had a prestigious client that I was representing at the moment and she was difficult enough. 

“Mom, can you believe that he came out already? I told him I would be here at three.”

She sighed as she replied, “You know what Rogue is like. He never listens.”

She had to be kidding me. 

The guy just never learned. Everyone in Vegas knew not to mix with the Valentino’s. Rogue borrowed money from them and flirted with the big boss’s wife, in front of him. The Valentino’s weren’t happy with just beating Rogue up. No, they had to teach him a lesson. That meant planting drugs on him and making sure that the Feds found them when they did a house call. He landed in jail for five years mainly because the Feds found him so intoxicated he didn’t know what month it was let, alone what year. Yet, he got out in three for good behavior and due to pleading from my mom. He was staying with me.

“Mom, I really don’t want to do this. He’s with Kathleen.”

There was silence, and I was just about to speak when she said, “Oh, his parole officer.”

“Uh-huh.” 

As I’d suspected, she was his parole officer.

“Please, Claire, can you just find him and sort it out? I’m going down to the hospital again. Richard’s not responding to his meds.”

Then it all hit home. That was the reason I agreed to do this in the first place. My stepdad, Richard was sick. Real sick and this was his wish. To know that his son would be okay. Not back in jail or running around chasing some skirt. 

One last try, Rogue. If there are any more fuck ups, you and I are truly over. 

“Mom, I’m going to try and find him. I’ll catch you later.”

“Thank you, please do.”

With her words, she hung up. My mom sounded stressed. I didn’t blame her. To say that since my dad died our relationship had been strained was an understatement. I did promise to help Rogue, so I would try one last time. 

Any more problems.

Any more fuck ups.

And it was a promise that I wouldn’t regret breaking.

Chapter Two

Rogue

I should’ve called Claire and told her that Kathleen was picking me up. But, Claire was so damn uptight. How we were going to live in the same house was beyond my comprehension. She talked to me like I was fucking stupid most of the time. Just cause I’d been in the joint. 

I wasn’t dumb. Besides, I hadn’t had any pussy for years. It felt like a fucking lifetime. The last thing I wanted to do when I got out was listen to Claire set down the rules on her place while I was as frustrated as hell. 

Shit, it made sense to call Kathleen and have her pick me up.

She would feed me.

Not only my stomach, but my cock too.

I just needed to stop at the diner to satisfy one appetite before she satisfied the other. Kathleen had no idea what being in jail for three years meant. I couldn’t jerk off without some guy getting the wrong idea, so guys like me kept themselves to themselves and never thought about sex.

I used to fuck morning, noon, and night, it was hard. It was fucking difficult. One time I nearly forgot myself. I nearly did it and I would have regretted it. I knew that if I did then I would have been gang raped by at least one or two of the groups. That was all it took. A sign of weakness and you were putty in their hands.

That was when I knew that I had sunk too low.

My pride and dignity were hurt the minute I was banged up.

My dad turned his back on me. He said that my drinking, drugs and gambling were getting out of hand. Course it fucking was. I was supposed to be on the basketball team. I had an injury which meant that I would amount to nothing. What else could I do? Since I was fucking born, all I had ever wanted to do was play basketball.

I fucking went to bed dreaming about basketball.

I fucking woke up thinking about playing basketball.

Then, that one fucking game. A jealous player went out of his way to injure me. In a flash, a basketball scholarship was out. Dad didn’t have enough to even think of sending me to an Ivy League college. Sure, I could have gone to community college, but what was the fucking point?

Career choices. I didn’t have a fucking clue. The only thing I had ever thought about doing, was playing basketball.

It was bad enough that my mom left me with him when I was only five years old. I hadn’t spoken to her since that day. She never even tried to get in touch. Maybe if she was around then I would have had someone to talk to about the whole life changing experience that I had to go through. It was like someone put a dagger in my heart when the docs said that my right knee was totally messed up and I could never play again. It fucking hurt so damn bad. 

I had just graduated from high school. The injury happened a couple of weeks after my final exam. It was a friendly game that went totally wrong. It was supposed to mark the end of the school year. Maybe if I had never played, my life would be totally different right now.

After that, I went through my “stage,” as Dad liked to call it, he let me go through it because he was hurting too. I acted like a jerk, rebelling all the time. Being moody. Drinking. Smoking.

Games would come on and he would quickly switch the channel the moment I walked in the room. All my trophies, awards, and pictures were taken off the wall and stored. And then he found love. Love with Hannah, Claire’s mom, and then he kind of forgot about me.

He didn’t want to know me, and as old as I was at the time, it cut like a knife.

Fuck him!

That was the way I was feeling. Why he sent Claire to help me out was beyond my comprehension. Dad didn’t even bother coming to the trial. He practically slammed the door in my face when I asked him for help.

“I can’t do for you what you need to do for yourself.”

What the fuck was that supposed to mean?

I didn’t care. The only reason I agreed to put Claire down on my parole form was so that I could get out of the slammer early. Otherwise it would have been another two years in that hellhole. And I wasn’t going back. Not until I had me some pussy, and uptight Claire wasn’t going to get in the way of the one thing that I had been craving for the last thirty months.

“Rogue, what the fuck? You knew that I was coming to the prison...” Claire yelled as she stood by our table.

Why the fuck did she have to shout it out loud? I didn’t want the whole diner knowing that I had just come out of the joint.

How did she manage to track me down to this diner? I couldn't believe it, and her whining was getting on my nerves. I stood up in front of her. Shit, she looked hot in her red suit, but that didn’t take away from the fact that she was ready to blow. Her shining blue eyes were ready to burst through her red face as I stuck my hand in front of her face. 

She moved my hand, shouting, “Rogue Rest, if your dad wasn’t sick, believe me, I wouldn’t be doing this.” She sighed, then her eyes shifted away from mine. 

What did she just say?

The smirk that was plastered on my face suddenly turned to a frown. She could see the shock in my face. 

“Look, can we just start again?” she whispered. 

Too late for that. The old man was sick?

No one had bothered to tell me. Yet, Claire yelled it out in the diner. Was I supposed to take her hand and act like a good little boy? Too late for that shit.

I forgot Kathleen was in the diner. 

I walked past Claire and out into the parking lot. Now, it was all starting to make sense. Dad was sick. That was why he had asked her for help. He just wanted to do the right thing. The question was, how sick was he?

“I shouldn’t have gone off like that.” I felt Claire’s hand on my shoulder. 

About five years ago, my dad had a lump. It was just a cyst so they removed it from his chest. Fear ran down my spine at the idea of it being more than that. 

I lit up a smoke, something that had managed to calm my nerves in the joint. A thing I used to frown on when it was my dad’s addiction. “What’s wrong with him?”

She hesitated as she avoided looking at my eyes. In another life, she and I could have been something special if she wasn’t so uptight and I didn’t have a wandering eye. She was petite just like her mom. It was obvious that she didn’t eat much. Whenever we’d managed to sit at the same table for dinner, her plate was practically empty. Her mom said more than once that she worried about her having an eating disorder. Which used to make me laugh, because her mom’s plate always had the same amount of food on it.

“Lung cancer,” Claire mumbled. 

I didn’t feel like smoking anymore. I should have known. The old man smoked way too much, which was the reason that I never used to smoke, not until the injury. I flicked my cigarette butt. Thinking that I was no longer in the joint. I no longer had the desire to smoke.

“Shit, all that smoking really came back to haunt him?”

She nodded. “Especially because he hasn’t touched the stuff in the last three years.” 

Kathleen came storming out of the diner, waving her fake nails, wearing a wig that she’d probably bought specially for my release and heels that were too high. She tried to compose herself as she nearly stumbled in front of me. 

“What you doing out here, hon?” Kathleen purred as she stood in front of me.

Wow, since when did I become ‘hon’?

She ignored Claire, which before would have made me feel better knowing that she was getting under Claire’s skin. But now, she was getting on my nerves. Especially after what I had just found out about the old man. 

“We’re talking.” I cut her short and moved to the side. Kathleen was holding on to my arm. I didn’t know if it was for balance or if she wanted me to leave with her. Right now, my appetite in both departments were on hold. I didn’t feel like eating, and I certainly didn't want a fuck. Not with Kathleen anyway. Everything fake about her was on display—her inflated lips, the wig that she shifted from left-to-right, and the heels that she was having trouble balancing on.

“Later, Kathleen. You can check up on me at Claire’s.” I started to head to Claire’s car. It had to be the Mercedes with the license plate LW1 CB. No one else could be that vain. 

I could hear Kathleen screaming behind me. I knew she would be pissed and I became numb to the insults that she was throwing at me. 

When I reached the door, Claire asked, “How did you know it was my car?” She unlocked the car and we both stepped in. 

“With a plate like that, it’s kind of obvious.” 

Chapter Three

Claire

––––––––
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Mom said that Rogue had lost his way and if anyone could put him on the straight and narrow, it had to be me. I wished I had that much faith in him, but I just didn’t. She tried every emotional blackmail in the book to get Rogue to live with me.

“Your father would be so proud.”

“For the first time since you’ve been a lawyer, you can really help people.”

Mom wasn’t happy that I’d decided to join a firm and not the public office like Dad had. Dad had prosecuted a guy whose wife had decided to blow my dad’s brains out after the trial. She didn’t even get life after confessing that she had done it. Just a simple stint in a mental hospital for a little while and she was out. 

Like there was nothing wrong with what she had done.

The only man that had ever truly loved me was gone.

The bitch broke my heart and the public office crushed my world. 

She was walking the streets as if she had done the best thing in the world. I would have thought that the public office would have done more to protect my dad’s honor. 

They put her away—that was what Dad’s boss said to me. 

That was the first time in my life that what I had strived and studied for so long had become a big question mark. I used to listen to Dad talking about his cases and think that would be me when I was older. 

That was then. Right now, helping Rogue would maybe give me a sense of that. The bitch that blew away my dad got out three years after she had gunned him down in front of the courthouse. Even though it was ten years ago, it still felt like only yesterday.

As we rode to my apartment, the pair of us were quiet. I didn’t know what to say to him. Some part of me felt like a bitch for blurting to Rogue in the diner about Richard. The other part was glad that I had told him the truth. Rogue had come out of jail for five minutes and already he was up to his old tricks.

I thought jail was supposed to help criminals.

Make them see the error of their ways so they would come out and not want to commit crime again. Then again, the national department statistics said otherwise. Over half of them committed another crime in the first year.

Shit, I had to put my personal feelings aside and just think of Mom. She was going through hell. Richard was completely different from my dad. He was friendlier, worked a hell of a lot less, and paid her attention. It was clear from the time they both kept bumping in the coffee shop and she introduced him to me that they were going to get married. I just didn’t expect it in the first year of them dating, and I certainly didn’t think that the basketball hero that they used to talk about was his son.

History had a funny way of repeating itself. And not in a good way. Richard was our sports coach. He was going to be professional, but like his son, he was injured. The only difference was he decided to continue and go to college to help other kids. He never became bitter and twisted about his injury like his son.

The mood in the car was sterile. I turned on the radio to try and change the mood. Every time I turned to look at Rogue from the corner of my eye, he was just staring out of the window. As if he was on a different planet.

As if he didn’t want to be here. Luckily, it was a short drive to my apartment.

I buzzed to get into my apartment’s garage and parked the car. Rogue had never been to my place. I had some of his stuff in his room that his dad managed to get out of his old place. During the last few years, we’d hardly seen each other, let alone spoken, so this was going to be tough. Thoughts about telling him that we were here and he could get out of the car as I parked were erased as I parked the car. Rogue got out in silence. 

He didn’t know where I lived or anything.

Yet, he never asked any questions.

I got out of the car and headed toward the elevators and he followed me like a lost sheep. As I pressed the button to go upstairs, I looked at his face one more time and I could see that Rogue simply didn’t care where we were. Tears were swelling in his eyes. I didn’t have to explain that this was my place.

This was going to be tougher than I thought. 

I didn’t think Rogue had feelings. 

Now, I could see that he had a whole heap of them.

Chapter Four

Rogue

––––––––
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I wanted to say something. Anything to break the fucking ice. But the thought of my dad dying just brought it all home. I shook my head as we got into the elevator. Not only because I felt like I was on the way to the funeral home, but because I couldn’t bear the silence any longer.

That was when my phone started to buzz. As the doors closed, it stopped. I didn’t need to look at it to know that there could only be one person calling: Kathleen.

“Have you lived here long?” I turned to ask Claire. I was moving in with her whether we both liked it or not. We would have to get along. Small talk seemed to be the only way to break the ice.

That was when it dawned on me that I would be staying in this block. I remembered thinking as we drove through downtown that Claire’s apartment would be most likely on Hoover Avenue.

Not sure why I thought that?

After all, we were practically strangers. Since she graduated from law school, we had never seen each other. Well, part of that was because I had been in a cell and the other part was because I’d been too busy trying to score big time on the roulette wheel.

Our parents got married and then I got a job working at a coffee shop. It didn’t take long for me to get bored of that. Dad kept going on about me finding myself. Basketball was no longer my life and I had so much potential. He said that working in a job that wasn’t stressful for a year would be a good break, and it might encourage me to go to college. Even if it was just community college.

He was wrong.

I wanted more. So much fucking more. I just didn’t want to work for it. Poker used to be my thing. I used to win big time, but then I used to lose big time too. The stakes got too high, and once you hang around a certain circuit, unless you have the dough to keep it up, you pretty much get kicked to the side.

Unlike the wheel. 

That one was just pure luck.

There was no mechanism or thought process on how to win roulette. It’s either red or black. Pick a lucky number and your game’s set for the night.

“Four years.”

Wow, she must be making some top dollars to be living here. As we went through the hallway and I followed her, unsure if she was turning left or right, I had to ask the question as she opened her door.

“So, do you rent or did you buy?”

She laughed as she stepped in and dropped her bag on a chair that was by the doorway.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

Wow, Claire could actually smile. Until now, I’d thought that it was going to be difficult and she would continue to give me the cold shoulder. But that smile. It actually made me feel at ease.

As soon as she stepped in she took off her heels
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