


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read Crash: A Bad Boy Stepbrother Romance Online

                Authors: Sophie Sawyer

                    

    
    Crash: A Bad Boy Stepbrother Romance

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	13
	»

        

                
            
Crash
 

A Bad Boy Stepbrother Romance

 

Sophie Sawyer

 

https://www.facebook.com/SophieSawyerBooks

 

http://www.SophieSawyer.com

 

© Copyright 2016, Sophie Sawyer, All Rights Reserved

 

 


Table of Contents
 

Crash

Table of Contents

Synopsis

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

About Sophie Sawyer

 

 

 


Synopsis
 

Katherine’s mother is about to remarry less than a year since her beloved father was laid to rest, and Katherine is understandably upset. But she agrees to meet the man that’s captured her mother’s heart, along with his son, Luke.

 

Luke believes Katherine is just a spoiled, uptight little princess, and he has no problem telling her so. She can’t believe how arrogant he is, and she can’t wait to get away from him.

 

But the two quickly began to warm up to one another once they realize neither of them was the enemy.

 

Then a car crash changes everything. Katherine awakens after several months in a coma to discover Luke been by her side every moment since the crash. Is it all some warped sense of duty to his soon-to-be relative, or is it something else?

 

As time passes, Luke realizes he must possess the vivacious beauty at all costs. Forget what their parents will think. Forget what society will think. There’s still two weeks until the wedding. He has two weeks to make her fall in love. Two weeks to make her his own.


Chapter One
 

Katherine


“Katherine, please go get ready. I told you, they’ll be here in less than an hour.”

 

I sighed and gave my mother the side eye. What in the world possessed her to think I was even remotely interested in dressing up to meet her stupid fiancé and his stupid son? I wasn’t happy that she was getting married at all. My beloved father hadn’t been in the ground for a full year, yet, and she’d already moved on with some Silicon Valley executive. And why? It wasn’t like she needed his money. Daddy had left us a fortune that could probably buy this new guy five times over.

 

“Kat,
please
.”

 

I bristled. She hadn’t used that name in years. She knew it was what Daddy had always called me, but I think the last time I’d heard it from her lips was at my eighth birthday party. Even then, it might have been my grandmother who’d said it. I really couldn’t remember for sure.

 

“Fine,” I grumbled, rolling off the couch with a groan.

 

I pushed past her without another word and lugged my lazy body up the stairs. They were getting married in a couple of months, and I still hadn’t met the guy. All I knew was that he had started some big video game company and made a fortune after dropping out of business school and was really famous in the business world. Big deal. Oh, and he had a son around my age. A couple of years older, I believe Mom had said.

 

I peeled off my shorts and tank top and wiggled into my favorite white sundress. If she thought I was going to dress up for these people, she was out of her mind. Besides, it was hot as hell in Encino in May. Plus, my father had bought this dress for me. It would be my passive-aggressive method of reminding her that I wasn’t happy about the situation.

 

I didn’t grow up in Encino. We’d moved there after Daddy died. We actually grew up in a really prestigious neighborhood in Beverly Hills. But with my father gone, we couldn’t stand living in that house anymore. He was all around us. Everything, absolutely everything, reminded us of him.

 

My mother’s hairdresser happened to know someone selling a house in Encino. My mother balked at the idea of moving to The Valley at first. She’d said,
“They’re not our kind of people in The Valley.”
She hadn’t mean anything by it, but my mother… well, she’s always been a little snooty. Not in a mean-spirited kind of way, or anything. It’s hard to explain, but she’s a decent person. She just feels more comfortable around people she feels are in her social class, I guess. But she volunteers every Thanksgiving and Christmas at the soup kitchen and donates obscene amounts of money to charities. She’s not exactly stuck up. She just prefers the company of other wealthy people, I suppose. It’s her comfort zone.

 

My family had been wealthy for many generations. My father, and his father, and his grandfather, had all been in show business. Before that, the family was in the oil business, and before that, they were merchants. As far back as I could trace my ancestry, they’d been wealthy.

 

On my mother’s side of the family, we came from royalty. I keep forgetting which country her family came from, but I think it was a Scandinavian country or something. Mom always loved to brag about it, but it was never a big deal to me. What good is it to be descended from royalty if you’re not
actually
royalty anymore? I guess it made her feel important.

 

When she met Steve, I couldn’t believe she’d even been interested in him. He was nouveau riche, or new money, as Mom had always called them. He was someone who was wealthy, but hadn’t come from money. He’d made his own fortune.

 

I’ve always thought people who’d managed to pull themselves out of poverty by their bootstraps to become wealthy were more worthy of respect than those who simply inherited their good fortune, but I guess when you’re raised to believe you’re royalty the way my mother was, you think a little differently.

 

I glanced in the mirror and smoothed my hair with my hands. I wasn’t about to put on makeup in this oppressive heat. It would just cake up in the creases of my eyelids and smear everywhere, anyway. On second thought, I snagged an elastic band and threw my hair into a ponytail. Then I slipped on a pair of sandals and headed back downstairs.

 

My mother eyed me with frustration wrinkling her forehead, but she said nothing. I knew she’d expected me to get all dressed up to go out for dinner, but this was all the effort she was getting. For her to be remarrying less than a year after my father, who’d supposedly been the love of her life, had passed away of a brain tumor was, in my mind, the ultimate betrayal. I was livid. But she was my mother, and I had to play the supportive daughter. Especially since college was starting in September, and there was no way I could pay for UC Berkeley on my own.

 

I was just about to flop down onto the couch when the doorbell rang. My mother sprang to her feet, and with a judgmental glare, she passed by me to pull open the huge wooden front door.

 

“Steve!” she gushed, leaning forward to kiss his cheek. “Come in! This must be Luke!”

 

I saw her reach out to shake a hand. Then she stepped back and allowed them to enter the foyer. Steve was first. He was tall, decent looking, I suppose. He was wearing a suit, but he didn’t look particularly comfortable in it. He looked more like a jeans and t-shirt kind of guy, but I figured he’d dressed up for Mom. He might have been willing to play the part for her, but I wasn’t.

 

Then HE entered. He. The one who sucked the breath from my lungs and made my knees go weak the moment he turned his eyes my way. The one who suddenly took every other guy on the planet and just wiped them completely from my brain like some kind of Man Bleach. The one with the tousled chestnut hair and the pale eyes that sucked me into them like tiny pale black holes.

 

“Katherine, come meet your soon-to-be stepbrother, Luke!” my mother encouraged me.

 

I was frozen. I meant to step forward and offer a hand in greeting, but my legs had become something close to overcooked spaghetti and my brain had turned into Bolognese. I think I may have muttered something incoherent.

 

“That’s cool, she’s free to be a stuck-up bitch if she wants to,” he said, rolling his eyes.

 

“Luke!” Steve snapped. “Don’t you ever speak to her that way again, is that clear?”

 

Luke said nothing. He just stuffed his hands into the pockets of his jeans and turned his eyes toward the floor.

 

“I’m so sorry, Lucy,” Steve said to my mother. “I told him to be on his best behavior.”

 

“It’s alright, Steve,” Mom said. “I haven’t had much luck with Katherine, either.”

 

She nodded in my general direction, and I sighed internally. What, I wasn’t behaving because I didn’t want to wear a pantsuit in eighty-five degree California heat?

 

“Let’s get going. Reservation is at six-thirty,” Steve said.

 

Luke turned to follow his father out of the house. My mother turned to me and whispered, “What is your problem?”

 

“Nothing,” I muttered, brushing past her and heading through the door.

 

Luke slid into the back seat of his father’s car, and Steve held the door for me. Great, I had to sit next to the asshole that just called me a stuck-up bitch. I stepped into the car, and waited until Steve closed the door before leaning against it and trying to squish myself against it to get as far away from Luke as possible.

 

“Wow,” I heard Luke mutter under his breath.

 

The air conditioning inside the car had made the windows a little icy, and I leaned my forehead against the coolness. My heart was racing, and I couldn’t figure out if it was due to the awkwardness of sitting next to the guy who’d been such a jerk to me, or because he was the sexiest guy I’d ever seen in my life.

 

Cool it, Kat,
I thought.
He’s an asshole, and he’s about to be your stepbrother, anyway.

 

Steve opened the door politely for my mother. She slipped into the front seat, and Steve hopped around to the driver’s side and we were on our way.

 

Mom and Steve were chatting away in the front, but the backseat was eerily silent. I had nothing to say to a guy who would call me a “stuck-up bitch” without even knowing a single thing about me. I guess he had nothing to say to a “stuck-up bitch”, either.

 

Whatever. Jerk.
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