
Table of Contents

High-End Havoc (Sugar Mom, #29)

Chapter 1 – Gala Invitation

Chapter 2 – Harrison Arrives

Chapter 3 – First Clash

Chapter 4 – Whispered Rumors

Chapter 5 – Temptation and Play

Chapter 6 – Private Strategy

Chapter 7 – Unexpected Jealousy

Chapter 8 – Intimate Reveal

Chapter 9 – Public Chaos

Chapter 10 – Reckoning

Chapter 11 – Seductive Reconnection

Chapter 12 – Unlikely Alliance

Chapter 13 – Emotional Confession

Chapter 14 – High-End Havoc Resolved

Sign up for Tree Johanson's Mailing List


High-End Havoc

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – Gala Invitation
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The limousine purred to a stop in front of the grand glass facade of the Wellington Hall, its lights casting a crystalline glow across the cobblestone drive. Julia adjusted the silk scarf around her neck and smoothed the front of her tailored ivory dress, a piece that hugged her figure without betraying her age. She moved with the confidence of a woman who had learned long ago that elegance was less about youth and more about presence. Every eye that glanced her way—some lingering a moment too long—was a silent acknowledgment of her command over the room, over life, and, occasionally, over hearts.

At fifty-eight, Julia had mastered the art of understated power. She had wealth, beauty, and a sense of timing that few could rival. But tonight was about more than appearances; it was about influence, opportunity, and, perhaps, a spark she hadn’t felt in years. The gala was high-profile, the kind that attracted business moguls, socialites, and ambitious younger men who mistook charm for character. She had been invited not merely because of her fortune, but because of her reputation—refined, discerning, unshakable.

She glanced at the black stretch limousine parked behind the velvet ropes. The driver, a discreet man named Paul, nodded respectfully, opening the door for her. “Good evening, Ms. Latham. Shall I notify the hosts of your arrival?”

Julia smiled, her lips curving in a way that suggested she knew exactly how her presence would ripple through the crowd. “Please, Paul. And make it subtle—I want them intrigued, not alarmed.” She stepped out, the heels of her shoes clicking against the polished stone, echoing like a metronome that measured her command over the evening.

The air smelled faintly of roses and champagne, a signature scent wafting from the floral arrangements at the entrance. Waiters in crisp black-and-white uniforms moved swiftly among clusters of guests, offering crystal flutes filled with golden bubbles. Julia accepted one with a polite nod, her eyes scanning the grand ballroom beyond the arched doors. Murmurs of conversation rose, punctuated by laughter that sounded just slightly too practiced, smiles that were too wide, and glances that betrayed the social games at play.

She wasn’t here to play games. Not tonight.

Yet, even as she reminded herself of her purpose, she felt that familiar thrill—the one that came from knowing that someone, somewhere in the room, would be watching her. She often found younger men captivated by her poise, intrigued by the subtle suggestion of power that never needed to be proclaimed. Harrison, she knew from whispered mentions among mutual friends, was rumored to be attending tonight. A man in his early thirties with ambition sharp enough to cut glass, charm that could disarm, and a smile that made women—and some men—forget themselves entirely.

Julia’s lips curved into a faint, amused smile. Let him look. Let him wonder. He didn’t know the half of it.

The doors opened wider, and she glided into the ballroom, a wave of warmth and soft music embracing her. The crystal chandeliers scattered light like shards of diamonds across the polished floors. Guests mingled, their champagne glasses catching the illumination as they gestured in elaborate displays of interest and etiquette. Julia’s eyes, however, sought out more than pleasantries—they sought opportunity, observation, potential.

A group of socialites in jewel-toned gowns whispered behind a silver tray of hors d’oeuvres, glancing her way. She nodded politely, acknowledging them without deigning to interrupt. Their eyes betrayed the usual mixture of envy and admiration. She had grown used to it over the years. The envy didn’t bother her; the admiration, she let linger.

Then, out of the corner of her eye, she saw him. Harrison. He stood near the mezzanine railing, speaking with a man whose laughter was loud enough to command attention, yet Harrison remained poised, every movement calculated, deliberate. His dark hair caught the chandelier light, and for a moment, Julia’s practiced control faltered. The man was handsome—not merely in the way youth could charm, but in a way that suggested intelligence, mischief, and, perhaps, audacity.

She sipped her champagne, letting her gaze linger longer than necessary. Harrison noticed, of course; she could tell by the subtle lift of his brow, the quickening of his attention. The game had begun.

A soft laugh escaped her lips. It was rare, private, and deliberately unassuming—a laugh that invited curiosity but denied possession. She didn’t need to chase him. He would come, or he wouldn’t. That, too, was part of her power.

As she moved deeper into the room, she felt a hand brush lightly against hers. It was Paul, gesturing discreetly toward the host, a familiar philanthropist and socialite who owed her a favor or two. Julia inclined her head, acknowledging him, and stepped forward. Words of greeting, brief handshakes, practiced compliments—all flowed from her like a current, effortless yet precise. She navigated the human river with grace, aware of Harrison at every glance, every shift of his stance.

Then, as she approached the grand piano at the center of the room, he moved closer, as though drawn by the same magnetic energy that she wielded so naturally. Their eyes met across the swirl of tuxedos and gowns, a silent acknowledgment that neither would be ignored. Harrison smiled, the kind of smile that suggested trouble disguised as charm. Julia met it with a tilt of her chin, perfectly aware of the allure she still commanded, aware that she was both the predator and the prize.

“You’re... earlier than I expected,” Harrison said, voice smooth, confident, yet with a hint of genuine curiosity.

Julia raised an elegant eyebrow, the champagne flute held like a scepter between them. “I didn’t want to miss the fireworks,” she replied lightly, her tone teasing, measured. “I hear this gala tends to get... interesting.”

Harrison chuckled. “Interesting doesn’t even begin to cover it. You, of course, are a known variable. Predictable, in the most unpredictable way.”

Julia let the words hang in the air, a small smirk forming. “Flattery will get you far, Mr...?”

“Harrison,” he said, extending his hand, though it was unnecessary. Their fingers brushed—a fleeting spark, enough to remind her that youth still carried energy, but not enough to disrupt her composure.

“Mr. Harrison,” Julia said, letting the syllables linger. She held his gaze for a long, measured moment, then took a deliberate sip of champagne, as if the encounter were a taste to be savored. “I’m curious to see if you’re as formidable as everyone says.”

He smiled wider, a mixture of amusement and challenge. “I intend to prove it, Ms. Latham.”

And just like that, the dance began. Not the kind that played to music, but the intricate, invisible steps of desire, curiosity, and unspoken challenge. In a room full of glittering gowns and expensive champagne, two players acknowledged each other, each aware of the stakes, each testing the waters of attraction and power.

Julia felt it—the thrill that had been missing from her evenings of orchestrated philanthropy and controlled social appearances. Harrison was bold, younger, and yet intrigued, not intimidated. A rare combination. She would watch. She would test. And, perhaps, she would allow herself a bit of chaos tonight.

After all, what was life without a little havoc in high places?
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Chapter 2 – Harrison Arrives
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The evening air inside Wellington Hall was thick with laughter and the tinkling of champagne glasses, but Julia’s attention was already drawn to a figure moving with easy confidence through the crowd. She had sensed him before he even reached her—Harrison. He had a presence that demanded notice without demanding it, a combination of ambition and charm honed to perfection. And tonight, he seemed... different. More deliberate, more dangerous in his intent.

Julia adjusted the delicate diamond clasp at her neckline, a small smile curving her lips as she studied him. The way he carried himself made it clear that he was no ordinary social climber. Every step was measured, every glance calculated. And yet, for all his poise, there was an unmistakable flicker of curiosity in his eyes—a desire to understand her, to probe the armor she wore so carefully.

He stopped a few feet from her, surveying the room as if weighing its inhabitants like pieces on a chessboard. Julia could not help but admire his audacity. Few men approached her with such ease, fewer still with such subtle awareness of their own magnetism.

“You do enjoy making an entrance,” she said lightly, her voice carrying the perfect balance of amusement and challenge as she tilted her head toward him.

Harrison’s lips curved into that familiar, infuriatingly charming smile. “I could say the same about you, Ms. Latham. You always know how to capture the room without even trying.”

Julia arched an eyebrow, the faintest laugh escaping her lips. “And yet you still managed to surprise me.”

He took a step closer, the faint scent of his cologne drifting to her, a mix of citrus and something darker, muskier—intentional, she was sure. “Surprise is underrated,” he said. “I think people underestimate the thrill of unpredictability.”

She allowed herself a slow, deliberate survey of him, her eyes tracing the lines of his jaw, the confident tilt of his shoulders. “Or maybe people underestimate the importance of discretion,” she replied. She sipped her champagne, letting the glass linger at her lips like a prop in their subtle dance.

Harrison’s gaze followed hers, playful yet attentive. “Discretion has its place,” he said softly, “but only for those who know how to wield it.”

The words lingered between them, a challenge wrapped in charm. Julia could feel the energy pulsing—a current neither of them had yet named, but both recognized. It was the beginning of a game they would play all night, testing boundaries, teasing, flirting, and circling each other in a careful dance of desire and respect.

A waiter passed, offering an array of delicate hors d’oeuvres. Harrison selected a smoked salmon canapé with an elegance that mirrored Julia’s own refined movements, then offered her one. She accepted, tasting it lightly while maintaining eye contact, savoring the intimacy of a shared, fleeting gesture amidst a sea of strangers.

“You’re remarkably composed for someone entering a room that could overwhelm lesser mortals,” he said, his tone teasing, almost conspiratorial. “Do you do this often?”

Julia smiled, letting the amusement reach her eyes. “Often enough to know the rules,” she said. “But occasionally, it’s entertaining to watch others stumble through them.”

Harrison’s smile deepened, and he leaned in slightly, lowering his voice so only she could hear. “And which role am I playing tonight? Observer? Disruptor? Or perhaps... the irresistible complication?”

Julia laughed softly, a sound that was entirely hers, confident and melodic. “You’re ambitious,” she replied, “but that doesn’t mean you’re immune to consequences.” She allowed her gaze to linger on him, letting him sense that she was both amused and intrigued. “Consider tonight your test. I’ll be watching.”

He raised his glass in acknowledgment, a silent toast to the unspoken challenge. “Then I shall endeavor not to disappoint,” he said, the glint in his eyes suggesting he fully intended to do the opposite.

For the next hour, Julia found herself aware of him at every turn. He navigated the room with the kind of ease that came from experience and confidence, yet he never wandered too far from her line of sight. Every glance, every subtle gesture seemed designed to provoke interest, curiosity, and—she realized with a small thrill—a spark of desire.

At one point, he approached again, this time carrying two flutes of champagne. “For you,” he said, handing her one with a courteous bow that was half playful, half respectful. “Because
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