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​An heiress doesn’t need a reason to dress up, but Eliza rarely did so unless it was for something important. Very important. She was exclusive down to the luxury lace thong she wore, imported from a boutique designer in France. A woman who pursed her lips and got what she wanted, when she wanted it. She was always on top, in the bedroom and out. Her father had instilled a purebred pride within her that flashed when she was moaning in pleasure and yelling in fury.

When she did decide to grace an event with her presence, or rather her father bribed her with an increased monthly stipend, getting ready was an event in itself. If she arrived looking anything less than the combined efforts of three professional attendants then the newspapers would have a field day, and she refused to give them that opportunity. Let them photograph me looking like a goddess, on the arm of another prince, she thought. That was her style. A smirk crossed her face as she let the image drift from her mind and returned her attention to her father on the other end of the line. He already sounded like he needed a drink and the function wasn’t starting for another half hour.

“Daddy,” she cooed into her phone. “I can’t possibly be there early. My stylist hasn’t even started with my hair.”

That was a lie. Her hair stylist winked at her in the mirror as she set another curl, nearly done. But, Eliza was never on time. The best people arrived at least twenty minutes late, and besides, she was enjoying flipping through glossy magazines while sipping on ice-cold champagne. Her makeup artist, Darren, took his time to brush her delicate facial features with all the care of a sculptor adding the finishing touches to a fine work of art. She was a masterpiece of a woman and she knew it. The soft crooning of a jazz vocalist played from the speakers in her lounge. She let her jaw relax as Darren began to draw on a blush lip liner.

“More champagne?” Her assistant asked with a smile.

“No,” Eliza purred carefully as the makeup artist pulled away to wipe his brush. “You have some, dear.”

Her assistant, a petite blonde named Catherine, blushed peach and sipped lightly from a glass. Eliza enjoyed her immensely after hiring her on a whim when her last assistant was caught stealing from her jewelry box.

“Was your father angry that you’re going to be late?” Catherine asked, and Eliza stifled a throaty chuckle.

“Oh, Daddy’s always in a huff over something,” she replied smoothly and then wiggled her eyebrows. “He’s extra antsy tonight. He wants to introduce me to some new marriage prospect. The name was Elliot, if I recall. CEO of some architecture firm.”

“Oh,” Darren exclaimed with interest as he let out a whistle. “He’s a fine specimen of a man. He just won an award for the building he designed downtown. You know, the new art gallery they put in?”

“Near Sixth?” Eliza said with rising interest, because she had indeed seen the gallery and it was positively dazzling. Her friend had played a part in the opening exhibition, a delectable piece on the intersection of luxury and abstract art. Her lashes fluttered with a trace of intrigue.

Eliza’s father hadn’t historically been the best at picking out men for her. He liked them classic and old-fashioned. She didn’t mind the elegant edges of a traditional man, but they often lacked...excitement. Heat flushed through her at the prospect of having a handsome man to charm for the evening. Perhaps he won’t be too straight-laced, she mused. She liked a man with some fire in his belly.

“Can you pull up a picture?” She asked her assistant, and Catherine happily bobbed her head while pulling out a glossy tablet that Eliza had given her for all of her work.

She typed something in and Eliza watched, her eyes growing wide, lips parting with awe as the picture filled out the screen. “You weren’t lying,” she said with a glance at Darren.

“Told you,” he said with a wink as Catherine presented the tablet to Eliza.

Strong jawline, dark hair, lips just begging to be kissed. Her perfectly groomed eyebrows arched with interest. “Well, well.”

He appeared to be just the kind of man her father liked, and so far he had her seal of approval, too. Eliza studied the image, noting the man’s straight back and broad shoulders that hinted at brute strength, and the way it was all covered with a perfectly tailored modern suit, which exuded confidence and wealth. I wouldn’t mind getting to know what’s underneath that little number...if he’s lucky. Men normally chased after her like dogs, but this one seemed like the type to court a woman with a stoic face. Her lips quirked up into a smirk as she admired Darren’s artistry in the large mirror opposite them.

“Can you make my hair extra sexy?” She asked with doe-eyes to the hair stylist, who grinned. “A real Gone with the Wind tousled look.”

“Of course.”

Eliza sipped from her champagne flute once more and motioned that Catherine should prop up the tablet. As she settled back into the cushioned chair, her blood raced with the desire coiling tight within her. 

There was nothing more she enjoyed than a delicious prospect.

And there was nothing that she couldn’t have.
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Galas generally weren’t too exciting, but Eliza was in high spirits as she arrived. She tossed her hair with practiced charm as she slid out of the limousine. The flashing lights were immediate, like gunfire in a warzone. This was war, as far as she was concerned.

Someone escorted her from the car to the entrance. She waved farewell to the paps with a special smirk. Their headlines would be outrageous tomorrow: Who was the dashing socialite all dressed up for? Sometimes she did it for herself, she wanted to tell them...but that night there was a target.

She slipped through the spattering of a crowd near the entrance; acquaintances and fellow manicured friends from prep school, and said her gleeful hellos. Within the sprawling ballroom of the venue, her father’s silver cropped hair shone bright as a light under the sparkling chandeliers. His pink cheeks softened as she approached.

“You look lovely,” he breathed, embracing her. “But, could you be a bit more prompt next time?”

He’d been asking her that for over five years. Her answer was always a simple, sharp smile, because they both knew that her entrances were already strategically planned to the minute. Let them wait. Let the cameras grow bored of the D-list and let the men sweat. That was her motto.

“Daddy, I wanted to look good,” she said, and brushed a speck of lint from his suit jacket. “You did mention you wished me to meet someone.” She gave him a pointed look as her eyes roved around, looking for the mystery architect.

Insinuating she was interested in his prospect was all Eliza’s father needed for all of the tense lines in his face to melt away. “Yes! He’s gone to grab a drink from the bar. I think you’ll enjoy Elliot. He’s a man of fine tastes.”

She held back a smirk and wished she could tell her father that she was interested in more than taste. Would he be as handsome in person? Excitement pulsed through her.

“I’ll grab some champagne for you,” her father said, and stopped a server walking by with a tray full of flutes, brimming with golden liquid. He whisked two glasses off and thanked the man, before stepping back towards his daughter.

Eliza took a glass gratefully and simmered with pleasure at the feeling of bubbles bursting on her lips. Champagne made her feel like a diamond. Her fingers danced upon her collarbone before coming to rest over the top of a classic necklace that her father had given her. The coolness of the stone was armor on her skin, assuring her she was ready for any man.

“Hello.” The voice behind her was deep. She spotted the immediate spread of a smile on her father’s face and didn’t have to wonder who was behind her. With a stir of adrenaline, she instilled as much grace as possible while she turned around casually to regard the newcomer.

“Hello,” she said with an understated purr. Her lashes fluttered twice, just enough to size

a man up without him being any the wiser.

It seemed appropriate that Elliot was an architect, because he was a prime example of a breathtaking structure. Sharp jaw, dark hair, and the kind of strong arms she wanted to wrap herself up in. He was smiling, perfect pearl teeth on full display.

“You must be Eliza,” he said, and her father took her by the arm gently.

“Yes, this is my darling daughter,” he said with beaming pride, and then cast a look of feigned interested elsewhere. “But, I’m afraid I’ve got to leave you two alone. The cake hasn’t arrived yet and someone might need to be yelled at.”

Eliza had mastered strategic arrivals, and her father had planned exits down to an art. Her eyes turned to Elliot with a cool expression.

“Yes, my father mentioned that he wanted to introduce me to a talented architect. Have you seen one anywhere?”

He chuckled, and she nearly moaned audibly at the deep rumble sounding from within his chest. Her fingers itched to dive underneath the white of his shirt and explore. But, she would be patient. She could tolerate waiting for things that merited doing so.

“I’m not sure about talented,” he told her with a relaxed grin. He gestured to her, his iced whiskey swirling in a glass. “I met your father after he expressed interest in a building I designed a few months ago. He’s very much into modern designs.”

“Oh, yes,” she said, her lips curling upward at the corners. “Daddy loves the future. He’s always looking toward the horizon.”

Elliot nodded and Eliza’s hands begged to reach out to brush a lock of hair that fell from his polished coif at a handsome angle. Wait, she told her body with a silent laugh. Soon enough. Her tongue darted out to run over the swell of her bottom lip as she took a sip of her drink. His eyes followed it and a spark flashed within him, but his face remained calm.

Ooh. Perhaps he’ll make me work for it. Classic men are fun to tangle with.

“Are you enjoying the event?” He asked her, a new hunger setting in underneath his polished exterior.

“Yes, it’s been lovely thus far,” she murmured, casting a casual glance around the room, making sure to crane her neck gently to show off the expanse of vulnerable flesh, before turning back to him. “The champagne isn’t bad either.” The last part she pushed playfully with a subtle raising of her eyebrows.

“It is,” he said, his eyes trained on her. The coolness of his demeanour was driving her wild. She wanted to undo his bowtie and bind his wrists with it. “Do you enjoy coming out to things like this?”

Her eyes flickered up with a mischievous edge. “When they’re
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