
Table of Contents

The Luxe Life (Sugar Mom, #16)

Chapter 1: The Unexpected Windfall

Chapter 2: First Impressions

Chapter 3: The Mentor

Chapter 4: Glamour and Gossip

Chapter 5: Hidden Agendas

Chapter 6: Sparks Fly

Chapter 7: Luxury Life, Hidden Struggles

Chapter 8: Secrets Revealed

Chapter 9: Conflict Peaks

Chapter 10: Self-Discovery

Chapter 11: Grand Gesture

Chapter 12: High Stakes Finale

Chapter 13: Happy Resolutions

Chapter 14: A Glimpse into the New Life

Chapter 15: A New Horizon

Sign up for Tree Johanson's Mailing List


The Luxe Life

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Unexpected Windfall
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Vivian Harper’s life had always been predictable—predictably mundane, that is. She knew the exact weight of her alarm clock in the morning, the exact shade of beige in her tiny apartment, even the exact tone of her barista’s disappointment when she ordered her usual cappuccino without a smile. But that morning, as she scrolled through her emails before leaving for work, one subject line made her heart stutter:

“Important Estate Notification – Immediate Attention Required.”

Her fingers hovered over the mouse, hesitating. Who even sent her estate notifications? Not her parents—they were alive and thriving. Not her distant relatives—they mostly forgot her birthday, if they remembered her at all. Curiosity won, and she clicked.

The email explained, in formal, legalistic language, that she had been named the sole beneficiary of a distant aunt’s estate—a woman Vivian had barely met but who apparently had a penchant for living lavishly and collecting fine jewelry. The estate included a penthouse in Manhattan, a luxury car collection, and a trust fund substantial enough to make her peers in fashion school gasp.

Vivian’s first reaction was disbelief. Her second was skepticism.

“Sure, it’s a scam. They’ll ask for some money, and then poof, I’m broke again,” she muttered, pacing her small kitchen. But as she reread the details, her skepticism slowly gave way to something far more dangerous: hope.

Hope, tinged with panic.

She imagined herself walking down streets lined with boutiques, dining at rooftop restaurants, living in a world of silk sheets and champagne mornings. A world she’d only ever seen in magazines or in the Instagram posts of influencers whose lives looked effortless.

Her phone buzzed, snapping her out of the daydream. It was her best friend, Marissa, texting:

Marissa: “You’ve been quiet all morning. Spill.”

Vivian hesitated, then typed back:
Vivian: “I think I just became rich overnight... maybe.”
Within seconds, the phone exploded with a flurry of calls and messages. Marissa’s voice was ecstatic when Vivian finally picked up.

"Rich? Are you serious?!" she shrieked.

Vivian laughed nervously. “Apparently... yes. I don’t know what to do.”

And that was the moment she realized that her life was about to change in ways she hadn’t imagined. For the first time in a long while, the dull walls of her apartment felt suffocating. She wanted out—out of her comfort zone, out of the routine, out of the predictable.

By the end of the day, Vivian had packed a single suitcase—enough to last until she figured out this new life—and booked a flight to Manhattan. The city loomed like a promise and a warning all at once, glittering in her mind’s eye with lights, luxury, and possibilities she’d only dared dream of.

As the plane lifted off, Vivian leaned her head against the window, staring down at the clouds. She whispered a quiet vow to herself:

"I’m going to live this life... fully. But I’m not going to lose who I am in the process."

Little did she know, the luxe life came with temptations, rivalries, and a romance that would challenge everything she thought she knew about love and herself.

And so, the first chapter of Vivian Harper’s new life had begun.
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Chapter 2: First Impressions
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The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime, revealing a marble-floored lobby that could have been mistaken for an art museum. Vivian stepped inside, her suitcase rolling silently behind her, and felt her heartbeat spike. Crystal chandeliers hung like frozen waterfalls from the ceiling, and sleek gold accents glimmered in the soft lighting. This was not the world of her cozy apartment and morning cappuccinos—it was a world she had only glimpsed in magazines.

“Welcome home, Miss Harper,” the doorman said with a polished smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

Vivian forced a confident smile, though her stomach twisted with nerves. “Home,” she whispered under her breath. “I hope I belong here.”

Her new apartment was everything the emails promised: floor-to-ceiling windows with sweeping views of Manhattan, a living room that begged for parties, and a bedroom that seemed to float above the city. She ran her hands over the plush velvet sofa, inhaling the faint scent of fresh flowers and expensive perfume lingering in the air.

But luxury came with its own brand of intimidation.

The very next evening, she was invited to a high-profile fashion gala—her first real introduction to Manhattan’s elite. As she stepped into the ballroom, glittering with chandeliers and whispers of silk, her eyes widened. Socialites in designer gowns mingled effortlessly, champagne glasses in hand, while photographers captured every glance and smile.

And then she saw him.

Liam Kensington, the man whose name seemed to echo through the whispers of the crowd. Tall, impossibly handsome, with a magnetic charm that made heads turn, he moved through the room like he owned it. Vivian’s stomach flipped as he smiled at someone across the room—but then, unexpectedly, his gaze landed on her.

No way, she thought, suddenly aware of her own nerves. Her dress felt too simple, her hair slightly out of place, her confidence trembling at the edges.

Before she could retreat, a voice chimed in beside her. “You must be the new heiress,” it said, smooth and calculating. Vivian turned to see Serena Drake, a familiar face in the socialite circuit and an infamous rival in the city’s rumor mill. Serena’s eyes sparkled with interest—or was it malice?

“Yes,” Vivian replied cautiously, offering a polite smile. “Vivian Harper.”

Serena tilted her head, as if inspecting her like a rare piece of art. “I suppose we’ll be seeing a lot of each other... in this little world of ours.” Her tone was sugar-coated but carried an unmistakable edge.

Vivian felt a flicker of anxiety. This was only the beginning.

Amid the chatter, she met Julian Vale, a charming entrepreneur with a warm, easy smile. Unlike Serena, Julian’s presence felt reassuring, a tether in a world that otherwise felt dizzyingly fast. They exchanged small talk, his laughter putting her slightly at ease.

Yet, even as Vivian laughed with Julian, she couldn’t shake the feeling of being an outsider. Everyone seemed to move in a rhythm she didn’t know. Every whispered comment, every poised gesture, every sideways glance reminded her that here, appearances were everything—and first impressions could make or break you.

By the end of the night, Vivian walked back to her apartment, heels clicking against the marble floors. The city skyline stretched before her, glittering like diamonds scattered across black velvet. She felt exhilarated and overwhelmed, exhilarated and intimidated, all at once.

I can do this, she told herself, though doubt lingered like a shadow. I just need to learn the rules of their world... before I can make my own.

And as the elevator doors closed, she caught a glimpse of her reflection: a young woman standing on the threshold of a life she had never dared dream of—one filled with glamour, rivalry, and perhaps... a touch of forbidden romance.

The high-society world had made its first impression on Vivian Harper. And now, it was her turn.
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Chapter 3: The Mentor
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Vivian didn’t know how she had survived the first week of her new life without tripping over her own insecurities—or, worse, committing a social faux pas that would brand her a novice forever. That was until she received an unexpected call from Evelyn Sterling, a woman whose name was whispered like legend among Manhattan’s elite.

"Vivian, darling, I hear you’ve just arrived," Evelyn said over the phone, her voice smooth as velvet. "Why don’t you come by my townhouse tomorrow? I think it’s time someone showed you the ropes."

The next afternoon, Vivian found herself standing in front of a townhouse that looked as if it had been lifted straight from the pages of a lifestyle magazine. White marble steps led to a polished oak door, and the faint scent of gardenia floated in the air. She rang the bell, her heart fluttering with nerves and excitement.

Evelyn answered almost immediately—a vision of elegance in a tailored silk suit, her perfectly coiffed hair gleaming under the sun. Every movement she made was effortless, precise, commanding attention without demanding it.

"Vivian, welcome!" Evelyn said, enveloping her in a warm hug. "You’re going to love it here... but first, let’s make sure you don’t commit any unforgivable social crimes."

Vivian laughed nervously. “I could definitely use the guidance.”

Evelyn led her into a sun-drenched salon, offering tea in delicate porcelain cups. As they sat, Evelyn began to share insights that seemed obvious yet completely foreign to Vivian: how to make a grand entrance, the subtleties of conversation in high society, the importance of leaving just enough mystery, and even the small gestures that could elevate—or ruin—a reputation.

"Fashion is not just clothing, darling," Evelyn said, swirling her tea. "It’s confidence, posture, poise... and knowing when to make them chase a glimpse of you rather than revealing everything at once."

Vivian absorbed every word like a sponge. She felt a mix of awe and relief—finally, a mentor who could help her navigate this world without losing herself in the glitter.

Just as Evelyn leaned in to demonstrate the perfect way to toast without spilling champagne, a familiar deep voice interrupted.

"Practicing, are we?"

Vivian turned to see Liam Kensington standing in the doorway, his tailored suit impeccable, a teasing smile on his lips.

"You," she stammered, caught off guard.

"Hello, Vivian," he said, stepping into the room. His gaze lingered just a moment too long, sending an unexpected shiver down her spine. "I didn’t know you were taking lessons."

Evelyn smiled knowingly. "Every new socialite needs guidance. Vivian’s just learning the rules of the game... and perhaps how to play it better than most."

Vivian felt a flush creeping up her neck, half from embarrassment, half from something else she couldn’t name. Liam’s presence seemed to make the room warmer, brighter—like he carried gravity with him, pulling attention toward him effortlessly.

"Don’t let
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