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SYNOPSIS











The McBride series can be read as
standalone novels. This story has no sex scenes. No soft core
submission. No spanking. No wearing masks. No Friday meet up sex.
No, there's nothing like that here. You might not like this novel
because it's too cheesy.

Let me introduce you to Gold Arabella
McBride. The smart, the boring geeky girl and a plain Jane daughter
of Jace and Ari. But what's not so plain with her? She had a Friday
masked lover who turned her into a woman. Into a sexual being. Into
his personal slut. Into a mother. Oops! The guy forgot the
rubber!

What do you think would Gold do once
her father find this out? How about her Friday masked lover, would
Gold be willing to share her baby with him? Would he take
responsibility? Would there be a happy ever after with them? Only
one way to find that out. READ her story and don't forget to
breathe.
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Please print signature over
full name on the space provided.

With trembling hands, I finished
scribbling on the paper, still feeling dizzy with the questions I
read from the form. The papers were a two-page questionnaire with
Arial font, double spacing with numbers for the choices rather than
letters of the alphabet. Some people may no longer notice these
things if given a questionnaire but I just couldn't stop myself
from being me. I always take notice to everything. The test was
quite short actually but every question required a rather
disturbing yet exciting answers.

The said questionnaire was given to the
applicants immediately after submitting the correct and complete
requirements that were listed on their website. My friend, Holly,
was the one who suggested this place to me in a shallow attempt to
help me with my desperate situation.

No, I wasn't applying for a job neither
was I getting an entrance exam. It's a little more monumental than
that. Besides I've already earned my degree and was only waiting
for calls from the companies I've applied. This test, however was
different. Complicated. Nerve-wrecking, panty soaking
test.

Glancing around the room, I casually
scanned the furrowed faces worn by the rest of the applicants still
answering the questionnaire. Male applicants have different
schedule and separate room for ours so it was only women that were
with me that afternoon.

Looking down at my paper again, I
reviewed my answers while feeling a little odd that I finished it
quicker than the rest of them. With a frown, I slid my gaze over
the words, still thinking what took others so long completing the
papers. I'd marked 'x' on the question asking me for any
experience. The question which asked applicants if what desired
positions do we prefer made me bite my lip and squirm on my seat. I
opted for honesty and answered for 'anything worth knowing' and 'no
extreme acrobatics' consecutively.

Crossing my legs for the nth time, I
reread the question of how long do I wanted it to be? Oh my God! I
only knew about it from books and internet, I haven't seen and felt
a real one in my life before. A fact which had me doubting my
answer for number 2, falling under the range from seven to nine. If
it was placed in between two other choices, then it's only right to
assume it fell on medium size, though I knew it'd be naive to think
that way.

Scanning the paper one last time, I
finally blew a deep breath before standing with shaking legs to
approach the secretary and submitted my paper. With a bright smile,
she told me that I would be given a call once they had found a
fitting partner for my requirement which they assured wouldn't take
long. I just answered her with a curt nod and a nervous smile. I
looked behind to Holly, signaling her that I'd be waiting for her
outside which she answered with thumbs up.

It took me another five minutes waiting
in the lobby before Holly emerged from the room with the rest of
the applicants. She saw me and smiled wickedly as she walked to my
direction.

"You were fast back there, I bet you
studied your lesson." She giggled like a high school girl when I
only rolled my eyes at her.

"What kept you so long? It was just a
twenty question form but you answered like you were being asked
with a geometric equation."

She did the rolling of eyes this time
before falling behind my steps towards the exit. "Dang girl! I was
confused on what to answer with the last question. What did you put
on it?"

I furrowed, trying to recall the last
question. Ah, that was something about a creepy situation whether
I'd be interested to try BDSM with my partner.

"I'm not interested." I quickly
answered.

Holly nodded in understanding. "Me,
too. I kinda don't like it either though I have nothing against
those people who consents it. It's just too dangerous for us to
engage such agreement with the fact that we're yet to know who
we're being partnered with. I think I'll just reserve the act with
my future husband."

She grinned and elbowed me on my side.
I smiled at her but didn't answer anymore as I got inside my car
and drove us back to our place in companionable silence.

Holly was living with me in my family's
vacation house here in LA. She went with me today only because I
was thinking to chicken out to finally realize my plan before I
started working. We both finished from the same class and same
school. We have a lot in common, in fact. We're both small in built
and height, and both competitive academically speaking. We both
love swimming that's why a lot of our vacations together composed
of different beaches and water rafting. We were inseparable. If
Holly happened to be a man, I would've fallen in love with her. But
I love her still just like how I love P, Scarlet and Viola. Sadly,
it's time for us to be apart. At least temporarily because we would
be working in different places. This would be our first time to be
away from each other since college.

We also have differences from here and
there. Holly was blonde while I had red mane. She was a party goer
while I loved basking in the world of books, in a secluded room,
cuddled in the warmth of my bed and a hot choco. She collected
wrist watches while I had a wide collection of perfumes. She always
had a beaming grin all the time while I had tepid smiles. While
Holly was an outdoor kind of girl going out with men and getting
experiences in bed with them, I was a recluse in the other hand.
Being green about kisses, heavy petting, and specially sex. Not
under my father's and brothers' watch, no way.

I bit my lip, suddenly feeling anxious
at the thought of my family. Dad would surely wring my neck if he
knew what I have been up to. A month from now, Holly would fly to
Canada for her first job. I, in the other hand, would be flying
back to NJ to continue my vacation while waiting for the final call
from the company I applied here in LA. I could wait here for the
call but I wanted to spend the remaining time with my family while
I still could.

"Are you sure you're ok?" I glanced and
gave her my usual smile to ensure her that I was fine before
returning my attention back to my driving.

My fingers were clutching the steering
wheel tighter than I should while my heart was hammering in my
chest. Against my better judgement, I knew I'd be alright. In fact,
I was more than alright. I was excited. Giddy. Ready!

My parents instilled in our heads that
a woman should hold herself for the right man to come no matter how
absurd to society that sounded. They believed in the sanctity of
sex, being shared better with the person we felt dearly to us.
That's why they kept urging us to enter a relationship, getting
ecstatic if they heard one of their children getting involved with
someone. They always urged us to go and explore the world and
hopefully find love. My parents were hopeless romantics.

But I had no plans in falling in love.
Not yet anyway. That's why I shunned away from guys who seriously
pursued me and they accused me as frigid in return. Unbeknownst to
my family and even Holly, I secretly craved for the forbidden
fruit. Getting fucked and used without the messy pressure of being
emotionally involved. I've fantasized countless of times during my
wakeful dreams of being ravished, indulging one night stands, and
getting away with it. The high expectancy of upholding oneself and
getting straight in line were just some of the prizes of being a
McBride. Hence putting these fantasies into backseat, even buried
deep down the trunk.

I told Holly about my predicament of
wanting sex but no entanglements. Thus the online dating site.
Well, it wasn't really a dating site. More like a place where
people could blow out steam creating an illicit temporary affair
with the person fit to their requirements. I was reluctant at first
and rejected her proposal, listening to the McBride voice inside
me. But I was done listening to that boring voice and agreed with
Holly's plan in the end. Still, I felt anxious and having some
doubts. That's why Holly came with me to give me a harder push and
to finally make up my mind and seal my fate.

The site was very strict and precise
with their requirements having the clean bill of health as the
priority. They were the ones to hold the medical exams and screen
every applicant with their background. Divorced people were
welcomed but married ones were not. Even those people whose divorce
papers were on the process were not allowed to apply. Yet. I was
torn between questioning the morality of the site since they were
open to sexual services after all. But then again I'd have their
regulations to thank for. At least I wouldn't be messing around
with a family man if that was the case. Of course, secrecy was the
topmost brand they're not ashamed to brag about. So it should be
fine with me. My identity would be safe.
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I fumbled on my night table, annoyed at
the shrilling sound of the clock that morning. I never remembered
setting an alarm for this day because I planned to sleep in the
whole morning. I finished my book last night even if my eyes were
already protesting for the need to rest. Because I just couldn't go
to sleep thinking what would've happened on the next
chapter.

Grabbing the clock, I slammed my fist
on the button but the sound just kept resounding, bouncing around
my room and annoying the shit out of my eardrums. I screamed on my
pillow and sat up on the bed, squinting around the room for that
freaking sound. My eyes widened realizing it was my phone that was
persistently ringing to wake me up. I reached for it and fumbled
with the screen.

"Hello?" I answered while trying not to
sound hoarse from sleep.

"Yes hello, good morning. Confirming if
this is Ms. Gold Arabella McBride?" A woman asked in the other
line.

"Yes, this is she. Who's calling,
please?"

"I'm from Stoned Phoenix Corporation, I
was instructed to call you for a final interview with the CEO
secretary herself. Would be ten o'clock today convenient for you,
miss?"

I cleared my throat. "Yes, of
course."

I glanced at my clock, relieved to see
it was still eight fifteen. That would be a lot of time to prepare.
The woman gave me instructions before she bade her
goodbye.

Putting the phone back on my night
table, I dropped my body heavily back on the bed. My head spun from
the mention of the company. It was one of the high rise and high
paid companies for jewelry in the city. They scattered around the
world with its branches, which by the way, only the elite crowd
could afford. Even mom only had a few earrings from them and a
diamond necklace. I owned a pair of stud from the company, too, as
my father's eighteenth birthday present for me.

Stoned Phoenix
was also the mother company of the
Hardened Dragon, who
sold different engines from cars and vehicles to heavy loader
trucks. And there was Entice, a clothing apparel which
really mirrored its name because of its rare and very exotic kind
of fashion.

I clutched my chest to feel the erratic
beating of my heart. My God! I never expected to be qualified in
such prestigious company. After I took their exams and short
interview, I was sure I wouldn't be able to get the position as the
CEO secretary, noting my competitors that day who looked by so far
experienced and smarter with their cream and well pressed suits. I
may be a daughter of a billionaire myself but I wasn't good at
dressing up. I looked plain and so simple just like
myself.

My father wanted me to have an
experience in another company before absorbing me in his own, given
if I desire work in his company at all. Which of course I did want
to. But he was right that I should try other companies first to
earn the position he would eventually give me. I didn't want to
just sit on an executive chair just because I was the daughter. I
wanted to earn and deserve it. Blowing a deep breath, I finally
stood to start preparing for the interview.

~~~~~ooooo~~~~~

"Miss McBride?" A woman's head popped
out of the door, calling my attention back to the
present.

"Hi." I stood and smiled at
her.

Nervous would be an understatement of
what I felt today. But I tried not to show it by occasionally
taking deep breaths to calm my nerves. She gestured her hand
telling me to step before her after opening the door for me into
another room.

"Please take a seat and make yourself
comfortable. Would you like something to drink?" She
inquired.

"Water would be fine, please. Thank
you." I answered shyly, needing to quench my thirst that had been
disturbingly making my throat itch for the past hour.

The girl nodded and exited to the door.
When she returned, she sat the glass of water on the table and
asked me for anything else but I just shook my head and thanked
her.

"Mrs. Routh will see you in a moment."
She said before leaving the room.

I took a sip from my glass while
casually looking around the place. This was, for the luck of words
to describe it, neat and spacious. There was another door at the
right corner of the room which had a glass partition. This means
that both people owning both offices could see each other through
each sides. Wow, there was no privacy in here at all. Another more
minute and the door opened again, this time another woman came
inside the room beaming with smile.

"Goldy!" She declared.

I gasped after recognizing the woman.
"Georgina!"

I stood, opening my arms for her. We
hugged but I was surprised seeing her bulging stomach which
prevented me to give her a proper embrace. We laughed at the slight
awkwardness.

"Oh, my God! How are you? It's been so
long. And look, you're pregnant! How far are you
already?"

She rubbed her tummy gently and smiled.
"Another three more months to go. That's why I need to call for a
time out because the doctor said to lessen stressful work now that
the baby's coming out. Please take a seat Gold."

She gestured me back to my chair and I
stopped realizing who she really was. My mouth fell open but I
quickly covered it with both hands.

"You're the Mrs. Routh? Oh, my God I didn't
know!"

Georgina laughed and slapped me
playfully on my arm. "Shut up, Goldy! Yes, I had once been a Mrs.
Routh but not anymore. People are just used to calling me that name
even after the divorce."

I was confused and wanted to ask what
happened but I chose to shut my mouth instead. Knowing her to be my
possible employer would definitely make me sound out of the
line.

Georgina worked for my father before
when I was still on seventh grade. I frequently visited dad where
Georgina was the receptionist there. She was a fresh graduate back
then and that was her first job. We eventually bonded together even
with our age gap. She was the one entertaining me, after all, if my
father wasn't yet free from his schedules. But she left after three
years and I didn't hear from her since.

Well, she did send me a card on my high
school graduation which really made me happy. And another one on my
eighteenth but both have no return address. I was dismayed because
I really liked her and wanted to see her again. She was an
equivalent to Holly at present.

"You make me feel old, Goldy. Look at
you, you've grown up. Oh, my God and I'm practically interviewing
you for a job." She laughed merrily and I smiled at her.

If I wasn't mistaken she's probably
around her middle age. If she had been divorced, then this baby
would be born in a broken family. I kind of felt sad about
it.

"You don't look old at all." I said
sincerely.

"That's what I always liked about you,
you know. You're so honest." She laughed again. "Sorry, these
stupid hormones are killing me. Sometimes I just want to throw
punches to anyone I met. Right now, seeing you again makes me laugh
frequently. Oh gosh!" She dabbed a hanky at the corners of her eyes
and settled herself on the seat. "So you're ready to enter into the
business world?"

I searched her face and that nervous
feeling I had earlier rushed back to me. "I am." I frowned and
stared at her. "Am I hired, Georgina?"

She grinned. "Of course you are! You
topped the exams. This is just for formality sake."

I didn't, couldn't, respond to what she
said, surprised more than ever to hear the news. Oh, God! I'm
actually hired!

She proceeded in her explanations on my
new job, giving instructions and rules. She required me to return a
week after for my orientation. By then, she would look after for me
in a week or so depending on how quick I would be to pick up the
tasks. For the meantime, I was required to study the background of
the company and some portfolios she handed to me. We talked more
before she excused herself for an open line meeting she had for
lunch. I kissed her again before I left the building still reeling.
Well I guess I need not go back to NJ after all.
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"I'm so happy for you, girl!" Holly
cheered that same day when I arrived home.

I grinned at her and we immediately
celebrated the good news of me being hired in the company I really
wished so hard to be part of. I was yet to tell mom and dad about
the news. It'd definitely make them prouder of me.

"Thank you, Holly. You know how much I
hoped for this and now I actually got it, I still can't believe
myself."

"Hush! You are in no position to doubt
yourself, Goldy. You're smart, I always knew you'll get the
position."

I shook my head and smiled at her. "If
you only saw the other applicants there, they looked way more
experienced and smarter than I am."

"Looks can be deceiving." She wiggled
her brows and I laughed remembering our first meeting at
school.

When I first met Holly on our freshman
years, she avoided me like a plague which I also reciprocated with
a sharp turn whenever our paths crossed. Until one day, our
professor teamed us up for a project but kept our protest in
silence and went with it. Turned out, we made the best partners one
could make because the project was a success and received high
commendation from the rest of the teachers. We also discovered to
ourselves that what we first thought of each other were
wrong.

Holly only avoided me because she
thought I was a typical rich brat who only picked friends who I
could easily manipulate to use as bullies to other girls. Little
did she know that I could be the one being bullied if not for the
intimidating name I carried with me.

While I, in the other hand, thought she
was a flirt and an attention whore because of her constant cheerful
attitude. I realized then that she was just a happy-go-lucky girl,
sweet and sincere. We made that day as our friendship
anniversary.

Right now, we were talking and laughing
animatedly over Pizza, ice cream and wine while watching an action
film on the screen, celebrating my newly found job. It was around
five in the afternoon when my phone rang again, registering an
unknown number. Holly quickly turned the volume down and urged me
to pick up the phone.

"Hello?" I answered
hesitantly.

"Lily Smith?" Said the woman in the
other line.

My spine went stiff realizing where
this call came from because of the fake name I gave them. Well, it
wasn't exactly fake since my grandmother was a Smith and Lily was
from my real name Arabella, my father's pet name for me when I was
still a kid. But I only use it when alias was necessary especially
with our financial status.

"Yes speaking. Who's this, please?" I
asked feigning innocence.

"I am calling for Crimson Inc. We have
found a match to your requirement from our lists. There was a
slight problem though. We tried to talk him over with it but he was
adamant with his own needs. We can't find another matching person
for you and so is for him, too. We were thinking maybe you both can
agree and settle things over for a meeting."

"What's the problem?" I asked slowly
before looking at Holly who was also listening to the conversation
since I turned the loud speaker on.

"He is requesting for a three-night
week scheduled meeting within three months’ duration."

Holly covered her mouth in shock, her
eyes went round. I specifically put on the form that I only wanted
the meeting to be a onetime deal. If I ever changed my mind and
wanted for another meeting, I would call them again. I opened my
mouth but I saw Holly waving at me so I shut it again.

"Can you hold on for a moment, please?
Thank you." I covered the mouth piece and whispered at Holly. "What
should I tell her?"

"You have to go for it, but not that
frequent, Goldy. He must look awful to be greedy with sex that
often and no woman would want him with his looks." I froze and
Holly laughed evilly. "Kidding. Surely, they would screen the faces
of the applicants, too. Besides, you don't really need to know how
he looked like, you'll gonna wear a mask anyway."

"What if he's a maniac?" I asked,
horrified now that I realized just now how dangerous and stupid
this whole thing actually was.

"Then the better. What kind of man do
you think you want to tear your hymen, a priest? Besides, let's
look at the brighter side here. Remember, all applicants are being
screened." She answered, referring to the intensive medical
screening which included mental and physical checkup of the
candidates.

I stared at her for a moment and blew a
deep nervous breath. "I'm fine with three months meeting but tell
him to make it once a week. I have a job, I don't want to
compromise it by appearing tired and aching every
morning."

The woman chuckled and confirmed her
understanding. "What day should I be telling Mr. Wight for your
convenient meeting night then?"

I frowned and saw Holly gesturing with
her hands again and I quickly understood her. "Friday
night."

"Duly noted, Ms. Smith. We'll be
sending you a copy of Mr. Wight's profile as well as yours to him.
Please read his specifications carefully so there'll be no problem
before we enter into the contract. We will also call you again for
the schedule and details of your meet up. Thank you."

"Right. Thanks." I answered in haste
before tossing the phone on the table. "Oh Holly, I'm nervous! I
think I might withdraw from this arrangement." The excitement and
nervousness I felt made me want to puke.

"You'll be fine, Goldy." She scooted
closer and hugged me around my waist.

The gesture instantly calmed me down
because Holly just knew me from inside out. Her affection and sweet
gestures always reminded me of home. I was always greedy for
affection right now because homesickness was eating at me.
Adjustment was yet a thing I needed to learn in living alone
nowadays because my family wouldn't always be here for me anymore.
I'm a big girl now, going out to the big bad world. I held my
friend close while my mind wandered into my wild imaginations of
what's to come.
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"You look so delicious, Goldy!" Holly
declared using a sultry voice which I only answered with a nervous
laughter.

Mr. Wight and I have finally agreed on
a fix schedule for our meetings which would be every Friday night
for the next three months. And tonight would be my first night to
meet him. Holly helped me pick my wardrobe, arguing with her for a
moment over my underwear. She made me strip off my simple floral
pink underwear and showed me her newly purchased slutty matching
black lace Victoria's Secret which, by the way, didn't really
covered anything at all.

"I still looked slutty on this." I
whined.

The red dress was too fit around my
ribs I could barely breathe. It had a clasp around my neck which
was the only support to hold it around my body before it dropped
along my slender frame. The back of the dress was open which
prevented me from wearing bra. The soft exquisite material ended
just a couple of inches from the apex of my thighs which I believed
would show everything I have underneath with just a slight bend.
There's no way this thing should be called a dress! How could this
thing be so little, yet it cost so much?

The material was soft and felt good on
my skin yet it didn't look good on me. At least, I thought it
didn't look good on me because it wasn't really me at all. This was
more like my sister Viola than Gold. I looked at the woman closely
in the mirror. Her wide green eyes were shining as if in shock.
Holly spent too much time enhancing my eyes saying it was my asset
before smearing my lips with light pink gloss. She also curled my
hair and made me apply her lotion which glittered when shone by the
light. The black stilettos were too high for my taste it was
difficult to walk on them. She twirled me around once before
declaring me delicious and ready to be devoured. She playfully
swatted my ass that I yelped more in surprise than the
sting.

"You absolutely looked slutty! Isn't
this the point for tonight? To be someone you're not. To be free of
yourself just once. To enjoy the night with a man you don't know.
To throw your inhibitions and pretend to be the wild woman you
couldn't stand to be with." She laughed at her last
line.

I pursed my lips and took a deep
breath. "To be a bitch. To be a vixen and to be a sex goddess." I
continued her line and we both laughed. "I'm ready." It was spoken
breathlessly as I stared at myself in the mirror.

Holly drove me to the hotel where the
Crimson appointed the meet up and wished me good luck before I
stepped outside the car. She would fetch me when I send her a
message or a call. I blew a deep breath
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