
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Confessions of a Glamour Girl

        

        
        
          Her Confessions, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Kirsten S. Blacketer

        

        
          Published by Blackship Press, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CONFESSIONS OF A GLAMOUR GIRL

    

    
      First edition. September 27, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Kirsten S. Blacketer.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8201217013

    

    
    
      Written by Kirsten S. Blacketer.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all the good girls.

I see you.

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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First Day at Valentina’s

I might as well be wearing a flashing neon sign over my head that says New Girl. After suppressing the urge to retreat, I take a deep breath and ignore the curious glances. Lifting my chin high, I cross the lobby, savoring the click of my kitten heels on the marble tile.

Staring is rude, but that’s exactly what they’re doing. Gawking. Not that I can blame them. The cherry print swing dress with the red petticoat always turns heads. Probably not the best choice for my first day working in a corporate position, but I don’t care. This is me, and I refuse to dim my shine to conform to ridiculous contemporary fashion standards. I readjust the purse strap over my shoulder, cursing the soft cashmere of the bolo sweater.

A glance at the clock on the wall calms my nerves. I have fifteen minutes until I have to be on the forty-fourth floor. I skipped my morning coffee to ensure I would be on time, but the lack of caffeine has undermined my confidence.

This is my first major step toward financial independence. After five years in college and six years working at a boutique downtown, I am still dependent on my father. He has paid for everything to get me to this point. My college degree. My wardrobe. My hobbies. Everything. Hell, he owns the Brooklyn Heights brownstone where I live with my three roommates. We pay rent, but still, I have my dignity. I’m tired of being daddy’s little girl, living on his charity.

Which is why I applied to Valentina’s. If I want to make my mark on the fashion industry, I need to understand how it works. College didn’t prepare me for that, but this will. Valentina’s is the largest high-end department store in the country, and I fully intend to learn everything I can.

With a yearly salary and room to advance, this job will give me the advantage I need to break free from my father’s controlling grip. He might be the most wealthy, powerful man in New York City, but he’s far from generous. He never invests in anything that won’t guarantee him a return. Me included. He’ll be pissed when he finds out my long-term goals don’t include him.

I’m relieved to see there’s a café in the lobby, and I step in line behind a tall man in a dark gray suit. While I wait, I admire the expensive fabric and the custom cut of the jacket. As a designer, I  take in every detail, noting the polished brown leather oxfords and expertly tailored suit. Whoever this guy is, he knows exactly what to wear to make an impression.

He steps up to the counter and orders his drink. “Doppio. Two sugars.” The deep, confident cadence of his voice leaves me breathless. He steps to the side, glancing to the left and giving me the perfect view of his profile.

Holy shit. Silver fox alert. I’m not normally attracted to older men—unless they’re Cary Grant or Gregory Peck—but dark hair threaded with silver at the temples is my kryptonite. Something inside me whimpers.

But it actually escapes my lips and he turns toward me. Oh. My. God. I look away and fidget with my purse.

“What can I get started for you, hon?” The petite barista raises a brow in question. She’s kind enough to not say anything about my gaffe.

“Cappuccino with caramel drizzle, please.”

She rings up my order and takes my money. I step off to the side to wait for my coffee, joining the sinful silver fox, who looks like he just stepped out of a vintage noir film set.

His attention remains on the newspaper in his hand when I stand beside him. Who is he? Does he work here? The thought of working alongside this man on a daily basis has my body thrumming. How the hell would I get any work done? I’d be distracted all the time.

The barista sets his drink on the counter and calls out his order. I manage to tamp down my disappointment when he takes the cup and walks away.

“Cappuccino with caramel drizzle.” She sets mine down on the counter. I grab it, making sure the lid is tight before I head for the elevator. I step into the full car right before the doors slide closed. When I reach for the button for the forty-fourth floor, it’s already lit.

It stops a few times on the way up, and by the time we reach the thirty-second floor, there is only one other person in the car with me.

The silver fox. He’s still reading his paper. I hold my breath and close my eyes.

“Please don’t be on the same floor,” I mutter.

“What number?”

Oh, shit. He heard me. I clear my throat and turn with a smile. “Forty-four.”

He looks up from the paper and I’m pinned in place by his ice blue eyes. “Hmm. You must be the new hire.” He folds the paper beneath his arm and takes a sip of his coffee.

“Yes, sir.” I’m so screwed.

“What’s your name?”

“Lily Astor.”

His brow knits momentarily, accentuating the firm set of his jaw, but his expression quickly relaxes. “Ah, yes. Miss Astor.” He holds out his hand. “Mr. Roberts.”

I shake his hand. His firm grip conveys strength and confidence, and it takes all my effort to mirror it.

The elevator comes to a stop on the forty-fourth floor, and I sway at the sudden halt in motion. His hand grips my elbow, steadying me. Before I can speak, the doors slide open.

“If you will come with me, Miss Astor.” He gestures for me to exit first.

I do, but the moment I’m out of the cloistered space, I step to the side and allow him to lead me down the hallway. We make our way through the maze of cubicles and hallways lined with offices. I keep my attention focused on his broad shoulders and curse myself for not looking up the staff I would be working with before I arrived.

“Good morning, Mrs. Foster.” Mr. Roberts nods to the woman sitting behind a desk outside a row of large offices facing the southern tip of Manhattan.

“Good morning, Mr. Roberts.”

He pushes open the door and steps into the office beyond the secretary’s desk. “Come in, Miss Astor.”

I nearly stumble over my heels but manage to compose myself quickly. Mrs. Foster casts me an encouraging smile before I follow him into his office. I glance at the door in passing and gasp when I see his name and the title beneath it. Vice President. Mr. Roberts closes the door behind me.

Oh. Sweet. Hell. I’ve been lusting after the vice president of the company. I take a fortifying sip of my cappuccino and hiss when it burns my lip.

“Please, sit down.” He gestures to the leather chair beside his desk.

Maintaining some semblance of decorum, I gently sit on the edge of the chair, careful not to mush the crinoline skirts, and cross my ankles.

He rounds the desk and unbuttons his jacket before sitting. “Well now, Miss Astor. I have a few questions before I let you get settled in.”

“Yes, sir. Of course.” I clear my throat and pray my voice sounds stronger than my confidence.

He pulls a file from the corner of his desk and opens it. “It says here you have a degree in fashion design from NYU.” He sets the file aside and meets my gaze with an intensity that leaves me simmering.

“Yes, sir.”

“Tell me, Miss Astor.” He steeples his fingers together and leans back in his chair. “Why Valentina’s?”

“Valentina’s is the oldest, most successful department store chain in the country. I want to learn all I can from the leader in the industry and be instrumental in reviving vintage fashion.”

“Interesting.” The corner of his mouth lifts, betraying his amusement. “Why work for us? With your family connections, I’m sure you could cast your influence with a much larger shadow.”

“I’m sorry?” I feign ignorance, but inside I’m cursing myself for not changing my name. Of course, they would run a background check before they hired me. My father once again asserts his influence without effort.

“Surely you don’t need to work when your father is one of the wealthiest men in the country.”

“In all transparency, sir, I may be the daughter of Monroe Astor, but our connection is in name alone.” I straighten my shoulders and keep my jaw from trembling.

“The tabloids once painted you as a daddy’s girl searching for her prince charming.”

“The tabloids print lies and fabrications to suit their own ends.” I pin him with a confident stare. “I am not a daddy’s girl any more than I am a media darling. I applied to Valentina’s in an effort to step out from under my father’s shadow and cultivate a name for myself. Now, do you have any other questions, or may I be permitted to do the job you have hired me to do?”

“Of course, Miss Astor. Please, forgive me. I did not mean to pry into a sensitive subject.” Mr. Roberts rises from his seat. “I look forward to having you on the team.”

“Thank you, sir. I’m excited to be here.”

He reaches the door before I can and opens it. “Mrs. Foster, will you please show Miss Astor to her desk?”

“Of course, sir.”

Mr. Roberts turns to me. “If you need anything, Miss Astor,” he smiles, and my heart shatters at the charm he carries with such ease, “please do not hesitate to reach out. My door is always open.”

“Thank you.”

Mrs. Foster leads me down the hallway, but the tension between me and Mr. Roberts remains like a nagging itch in the back of my mind. This will either be the best experience of my life or a waking nightmare.

One thing is for sure. I can’t indulge in vivid fantasies about my boss. Mr. Roberts might be the modern equivalent of Cary Grant with Paul Newman’s eyes, but I can’t let that distract me. His assertion about my father was accurate. I could have just batted my eyelashes and my father would have hung the moon for me. But that’s not what I want.

I’ll do it myself. I’ll show every last one of them how tough I really am. I’m more than a rich man’s daughter with a pretty face and expensive taste.

One day I’ll have my own vintage line with staying power like Gucci and Versace. But it won’t be my father’s name they see—it’ll be mine.

Lily Starling.
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Chapter Two
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Three years later

The bright shiny future I envisioned once upon a time has taken a back seat to reality. A glance at the clock on my screen tells me it’s almost four thirty.

A shadow falls over my desk, and I look up in time to see Mr. Roberts walk past. He nods to me in greeting and my heart flutters. I smile. Once he disappears down the hall, I exhale and press my hand to my chest.

Even after three years working at Valentina’s, I still get flustered when I see him. He’s gotten hotter if that’s physically possible. I’m half convinced he’s a time traveler from the Golden Age of Hollywood.

I shake the fantasies from my mind and focus on finishing the spreadsheet entry before saving and closing the file. As I gather my items together, I catch sight of Jen talking to Shaun, the newest member of the marketing team. Those two make such a cute couple.

My heart aches at the sight. Even though I’m happy for Jen, I can’t help but feel a twinge of jealousy. Not that I need a man. I don’t. But seeing love blossom around me leaves a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.

Three years at Valentina’s, and I have nothing to show for it. My career hasn’t taken off like I hoped it would. I’m still in the same position I was when I started. Even though there have been opportunities for advancement, I’ve fallen into a comfortable rut. The only goal I’ve achieved is financial independence from my father.

Part of my fear might be because climbing the ladder would put me in direct daily contact with Mr. Roberts, and I’m not sure if I can handle that kind of pressure. Not unless I can get over this infernal crush. I want to impress him. I want him to like me. But worse, I want way more than that.

I want him to tell me I’m a good girl.

Oh, God. What the hell is wrong with me? I do not need his praise. Just because I have issues with my father doesn’t mean I should go running to the nearest authority figure and beg for tiny scraps of affirmation.

I should be pouring all my focus on the sketches for my winter line and creating the sample dresses. My goals haven’t changed. But this job has certainly commandeered a lot of my creative time.

My coworkers slowly filter from the office. I stand and grab my coat from the wall rack.

“Miss Astor, might I have a word?” Mr. Robert’s voice cuts through the silence behind me.

I jump and spin around. “Yes, of course, sir.”

The office is empty except for the two of us. I drape my coat over my arm and smile, waiting for him to continue. Desire skims over me, but I shake it free. Focus.

He shoves his hands in his pockets and regards me carefully. His suit jacket is gone. The sleeves of his dress shirt are rolled up to his elbows. My mouth waters at the veins trailing beneath his muscular forearms. I redirect my attention to his handsome face, but that does nothing to aid my distress.

“You’ve been working hard over these past three years, Miss Astor.” He smiles. “I commend your attention to detail and dedication to the company.”

“Thank you, sir.” My face warms at his praise. Shit, I shouldn’t be enjoying that anywhere near as much as I do.

“I was wondering if you would be interested in taking on a special project for the Christmas season.”

Mental math is not my strong suit, but Christmas isn’t for, what, another seven months? He continues as if reading my mind. “I realize this may seem premature, but I wanted to be sure you had all the time necessary to complete the project.”

“What did you have in mind, sir?”

“Mrs. Bradshaw has expressed an interest in adjusting the holiday marketing plan for the year.” He rubs his jaw and grins. “I was hoping you might have some creative ideas to contribute.”

“The holiday marketing? That’s not exactly my specialty, sir.”

“No, but I feel you have the creativity to contribute some ideas.” He raises a brow. “Are you interested?”

“Of course!”

“Very good.” His smile rewards my enthusiasm. “I’ll send you the details in an email, and we can get started on Monday.”

“Thank you, Mr. Roberts.” I reach out my hand.

He shakes it. Warmth engulfs me, and the desire rekindles into a flickering flame.

“Have a good weekend, Miss Astor.”

“You as well, sir.”

It’s not until he steps out of sight that I’m able to move again. As if in a trance, I pull on my jacket and grab my purse from beneath my desk. What just happened? Why would he ask me to work on this project when he has a whole crew of marketing experts on the floor below ours? Part of me wants to ask Shaun, but since Mr. Roberts didn’t mention his name specifically, I don’t want to bring it up.

Somehow I manage to make it to the subway and across town without incident. I unlock the front door and step over the threshold of the brownstone.

“Lily?” One of them shouts from the living room.

“Yeah!” I call back.

“Come on!” I hear James protesting and shake my head.

I lean against the doorway and stare at the three grown-ass men I share a house with. “Is this all you guys do all day?”

“No.” Gavin glances up from his laptop.

James and Michael shove each other as their avatars battle on the 80-inch screen. I roll my eyes. Gamers. I’ll never understand the fascination with virtual reality.

Gavin sets his laptop aside and stands. He’s so damn tall. Gone is the lanky teenage boy I met in seventh grade. He’s filled out in every way. Handsome and charming, his computer skills are the cherry on top. He flicks the curl on my shoulder as he passes.

“How was work, hon?”

“It was fine.” I follow him down the hall toward the kitchen, peeling my coat off as I walk. Leaning against the archway leading into the kitchen, I watch him retrieve a bottle of water from the fridge. “Mr. Roberts asked me to work on a special project.”

Gavin straightens and arches a brow. His Shemar Moore smolder game is strong lately. I keep hoping Maggie will snatch him up before someone else does. Those two deserve each other.

“Like a special project or a special project.” He winks for emphasis.

“Seriously?” I stumble into the kitchen and sit on the bar stool at the island counter. “In three years, he has never once made an inappropriate comment or sexual innuendo.” I scoff. “He’s far too professional to indulge in an office flirtation.”

“Don’t sound disappointed or anything.” Gavin takes a sip of water to wash down the sarcasm.

I stick out my tongue.

He chuckles and sets the bottle aside. “Listen, Lily. I’ve known you for years. You’re the sweet girl next door, even though we both know you’d absolutely wreck someone if they fucked with you.”

“Or someone I know.” I blow him a kiss.

Gavin rolls his eyes at the reminder. “True. But still, when people look at you, they’re not going to see your fierce inner tiger. They see the cute little kitten.”

I wrinkle my nose at his assessment, but deep down, I know he’s right. “But this is me. I’m not changing how I look on the outside to match how I feel on the inside.”

“No one is asking you to change, Lily.” He rests his hand on mine. “We just want to make sure you’re safe and loved.”

My heart warms at his words. “Thanks, Gav. I just...” I groan and bite my lip. “I spent my whole life being daddy’s little girl, and the moment I have the opportunity to break free, I end up stuck in a rut.”

“I’m proud of you for breaking free from your dad, but Lily, give yourself a break. You don’t become a rich, famous designer overnight. It takes time.”

“You’re right. I know you’re right.” I nod and return his warm smile. “Maybe this project is just what I need to show Mr. Roberts my potential.”

“It could be a great opportunity for that.” He smirks. “Or it’s an excuse to get you alone so he can show you all those erotic fantasies he’s been having about you.”

“Don’t even joke about that.” It’s like he can see inside my darkest desires.

“It’s what you want, isn’t it?” Gavin’s soft laughter makes me squirm. Why does he have to be so damn observant?

“That’s not the point.”

“That’s exactly the point, sweetheart.” He leans closer. “You want him to take you into his office and bend you over his big desk...”

“Gavin!” My cheeks flame hot. “Don’t give it a voice. If you put it in the universe, then it’ll ruin everything.”

“Will it?” He grins and takes another drink.

His words take root in my mind. Thoughts of Mr. Roberts fill my brain, and my imagination runs free. His deep voice telling me to bend over. The splay of his large hands across my bare ass. Oh, shit. No. I need to stop this.

“I forgot to tell you.” Gavin interrupts my train of thought completely derailing it.

“What?”

“I finished your site.” He motions for me to follow him. “Come here.”

“Wait, my designer site?” It takes a few seconds for my brain to shift gears from fantasyland to reality.

“Yeah.” He climbs the stairs and I follow him into his room. Gavin sits at his desktop and brings up a website. “Here, check it out.” He stands and offers me his chair.

I sit down and take the mouse in my hand. The website on the screen calls to me. The vintage fonts with chrome and deep jewel tones combine in a magical portal transporting me back to the 1950s. At the top of the screen is a header with the name of the site.

The Victory Vixen, featuring the original styles of Lily Starling.

Tears fill my eyes as I scroll through the page and click on the links. Images of my designs and previous collections pop on the screen.

“How does it look?”

I turn to face him and wipe the tears away. “It looks amazing.”

He looks concerned for a moment but grins at the compliment. “Take some time to go through it and let me know if you want any changes made.”

I launch myself off the chair and into his arms. He hugs me tight and I bask in the comfort of his hold.

“Thank you, Gavin.” I kiss his cheek, leaving red lipstick smeared on his skin.

“Anything for you.” He presses a kiss to my forehead. “One day you’re gonna be famous. Just wait.”

That’s the problem. I’ve been waiting. Maybe it’s time I take some action. I may look like a daddy’s girl, but they have no idea how hungry this tigress really is.
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Chapter Three
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I’m not drunk. Fuzzy and feeling good, but not wasted. The scowl on Maggie’s face tells me she disagrees completely. I giggle at the cards in my hand and take another sip of sangria.

I’m in complete control of my faculties. Why is she being such a downer anyway? This is supposed to be a fun night playing inappropriate card games with friends.

After my conversation with Gavin last night, I feel better. More confident. Back on track. The website certainly helped bolster my determination. But still, the uncertainty lingers in the back of my mind. Damn that imposter syndrome.

Tonight, I’m not worrying about Valentina’s, the website, my goals, or the sinful Mr. Roberts. I’m going to enjoy time with my friends and drink my delicious sangria.

Jen’s distracted by something on her phone, and Gavin gives her a nudge with his elbow. “Jen. You’re up.”

“Oh, yeah.” She sets the phone aside.

“Who’s got you so distracted?” Maggie teases her. “We know it’s not Shaun. That’s why I made him sit over here instead of beside you.”

“Ya gotta keep ’em separated.” The words burst from my lips without thought and I giggle at the connection. Both Jen and Maggie eye me suspiciously before glancing at the half-empty glass in my hand.

Gavin’s close to laughing. Shaun’s trying hard not to break. His shoulders shake as he hides his face behind his cards.

“Who’s blowing up your phone?” Maggie launches into her inquisition.

“No one.” Jen’s face turns bright red.

Maggie snatches the phone from her grasp and reads the notifications. “Oh...and who is Madre?”

The name rings a bell. “Isn’t she the moderator of the Space Vendetta blog you emailed a few months ago?”

“Yeah.” Jen picks at the table cloth. “We chat once in a while.”

“There’s like twenty missed messages here,” Maggie says.

“You’re into Space Vendetta?” Gavin commandeers the direction of the conversation.

“Yeah. I mean, not deep into it, but I enjoy the films.” Jen points to her boyfriend, who’s sitting beside me. “Shaun’s read the comics.”

“Have you played the video game based on the series?” Gavin has successfully distracted Maggie, which is no easy feat.

“There’s a game?” Jen glances at Shaun.

“Yeah. PlayStation, I think. I never got into it, but it’s supposed to be good.” Shaun flexes the cards in his hand.

“Can we get back to this Madre person?” Maggie interjects with a frown.

“What about her?” Jen tries to play it off, but she’s fidgeting. Maggie’s like a dog with a bone when she’s worried.

“Honey. You’re spending an awful lot of time chatting online with someone you never met. Do you need an intervention?” Maggie’s half-serious. We’ve been friends long enough for me to recognize that tone.

Jen laughs. “Come on, Maggie. Like none of you have ever had extended conversations with someone on the internet.” She fixes each of us with a stare. I bite my lip, guilty. “Exactly. This is the digital age.”

“Just be careful, okay.” Maggie returns her phone. “It’s easy to get caught up in the online drama.”

“Thanks for the warning, but I got this covered.” Jen doesn’t look convinced, but Maggie lets it slide.

“What app do you use to chat?” Gavin asks.

“We started on Tumblr and then moved to Twitter.” Jen puts her phone away.

“You should try Discord. All the gamers use it. There are groups for everything on there. It’s like Reddit, but more conversation-friendly.” Gavin taps his fingers on his glass before taking a drink.

“Thanks. Now, can we get back to the game?” Jen shakes it off with a nervous smile.

“Yes, please.” I shift in my chair eager to divert our attention to more neutral ground.

“You’re cut off.” Maggie removes the glass from my hand. “Drink some water.”

I stick out my tongue. She’s definitely in mom mode today. I frown and cross my arms.

“Okay, children,” Jen interjects. “There’s one blank in the blank. Make it count.”

Shifting through my cards, I select two that fit the category, but they’re not really funny. I lay down my cards.

When did game night turn into a lecture on internet safety? I know Jen’s struggling with finding a balance with her newfound obsession and her handsome boyfriend. Shaun’s a great guy, and she’s lucky she found someone who understands her little crush. I hope she sees it too.

Gavin’s watching Maggie over the top of his cards. The tension is thick between these two. After her little victory dance the first night they met, I’m stunned Gavin’s even willing to play a card game against her. But the way he’s eyeing her across the table, I’m willing to bet he’s imagining that dance going in a very different direction. Those two have more in common than they’re willing to admit.

It always feels like I’m the odd one out. Aside from the people in this room, I really don’t have any other friends. Growing up the way I did, I avoided making friends. At first, people seemed sincere, but once they found out who my dad was, they only wanted what I could get them. Money is a powerful motivator.

Maybe I should find an online group to join. A place where I could be anonymous and build some networking for my clothing line. The internet is the one place I can be myself without having to confess my connection to Monroe Astor.

“Really?” Jen laughs. “There’s one Sugar Daddy in the Space Vendetta Universe.” She slams the cards face up on the table. “Who had these? You win, hands down.”

“That’d be me.” Gavin takes the cards. “Thank you.”

“Are you serious?” Maggie gapes at him and pouts. “Mine was better.”

“Sugar daddy?” I repeat the phrase and scrunch my nose up. “What the hell is a sugar daddy?”

Everyone at the table turns to stare at me. I slide deeper into my chair.

“Are you serious, Lily?” Gavin’s lopsided smile does nothing to soothe my rising irritation.

“Why would I ask if I knew what it meant?” Maybe I should know what it means, but I’m not up to date on current trends and slang. I stick to what I know. Designing clothes, fashion, and all things vintage.

“A sugar daddy is a rich man who’s typically older and likes to spoil a younger woman by buying her things and giving her spending cash.” Jen clarifies when no one else replies.

“Oh.” Well, that’s definitely not what I was expecting. The idea leaves a sour taste in my mouth. Sounds far too much like a spoiled rich girl who gets everything she wants from her actual father.

“I’ll be right back.” Maggie clears her throat and retreats from the room.

I seize the opportunity to stretch my legs and grab a glass of water from the kitchen. Unsteadily, I rise to my feet and slip through the pocket doors leading to the kitchen.

Maggie’s there with two glasses of water in her hands. I take one and sip it at her insistence. When I ask if there’s something going on between her and Gavin, she bristles and evades my question in all her defensive splendor. It hurts because I only want what’s best for both of them. If that means they should be together, then so be it. But she’s adamant there’s nothing there. Conversation over.

We return to the dining room and the game continues, but my mind is still bothered by this whole sugar daddy thing. Later that night, after we’ve cleaned up and Shaun, Jen, and Maggie have left, I retreat to my room and grab my laptop.
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