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SYNOPSIS






The McBride series can be read as
standalone novels. Here's another story that'll definitely ruin
your underwear. I suggest not wearing one at all.






One failed mission brought Mike and P
together in a secluded very far away land. The hope of coming home
was slowly diminishing, despair and panic crippled their
hearts.

During their time together though, they
found themselves clinging to each other both for warmth and
comfort. Literally, because one of them was struck with weird
illness.

Follow their story as they both escape
death traps of enclosed cage, mad villagers, cold, wild mother
nature and scorching love they developed through their
journey.
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Prologue






P stumbled inside the room while
giggling like a teenage girl. She was struggling with her too high
boots -- the kind of shoes she wasn't use to wear. Her nimble
fingers searched for Mike's fly, desperate to open it with a sharp
tug. She felt delirious with lust and excitement to finally touch
his extra hard and super thick cock with her hands. Their mouths
were noisy with their frantic smooches, tongues clumsily dueled and
sometimes missed, landing wetly around their faces. They couldn't
stop laughing and giggling while still trying to tear off each of
their clothes.

"Fuck, P! Where's the goddamn zipper of
this thing?" Mike asked, referring to her slutty leather dress that
was so tight around her ribs.

The dress was made to make P’s breasts
lift invitingly which didn't really hide her nipples that much. The
skirt ended just below the apex of her thighs, letting the world
see what's hidden beneath with just a slight bend. Her underwear
was already missing, making her slippery cunt too sensitive with
the wind blowing underneath. Her arousal flowed down her thighs
unabashedly.

"There's no zipper, Mike!" P giggled,
unable to stop herself from laughing. "Pull the strings!  It's
a crochet!  I mean corset!" She laughed again with her
mistake, feeling light as Mike roughly twirled her around to
quickly pull the strings behind her back.

"I hate this thing! From now on, you
won't be needing any clothes, ok?" Mike tugged the strings loose
and twirled P to face him again before grasping her hair on her
nape. "You hear me, my little slut? You're not wearing clothes in
my presence." He dug his hand down the top of her tubed dress
before pulling the material off her body and P sighed with relief
to be finally free from the confines of the dress.

"Yes, Mike.” P nodded her agreement,
her voice suddenly turning into a purr like a cat in heat. “I won't
be wearing anything in your presence. I'm your slut!"

P reached for his face and captured
Mike's mouth into hers again. They kissed while Mike cupped her
pussy, furiously rubbing the wet entrance with his three fingers.
He withdrew from the kiss to lick his wet fingers, groaning at the
taste of her. He resumed rubbing on her sleek lips while P bucked
eagerly with his masterful fingers. His other hand kneaded her
breast like a baker molding a dough with his palm. P mewed sexily
before raising her one leg around his hips to give him better
access to her cunt. He got impatient and tore off his clothes in
record time.

Mike carried P on the bed and dropped
her there unceremoniously. P squealed but her screams immediately
died in her throat when Mike's mouth claimed hers again. He then
rained wet kisses on her face, neck, taking a little too much time
on her twin mounds, nipping and tugging at her nipples. She writhed
and moaned so loud as the sensation made her pussy wetter. Mike's
tongue continued to travel down her tummy and lower still until it
reached the apex of her thighs. She bucked her hips as she felt the
first swipe of a hot wet tongue on her slit.

Mike used two fingers to spread her
vulva and lapped at her pink flesh greedily. He sucked and nipped
at her bud following a lapping motion of his tongue repeatedly
before sucking again. P couldn't hold her screams as she came in
just no time at all. Mike instantly went back to her mouth to let
her taste her own juice.

They kissed and sucked each other’s
tongues while Mike raised P's legs and rested them on the crook of
his arms. The head of his cock dipped once along the opening of her
pussy and they both shivered at the sensation, moaning and groaning
in ecstasy.  He did it again, and on the third dip, he put
extra force to thrust inside P.  But the pussy was too tight
that prevented him to get through the very core of her. He withdrew
and pushed forcefully again that P screamed in pain as she felt
something popped inside of her.

"Aww! That hurt!" P exclaimed and dug
her fingernails on his back.

"Fuck P! You're a goddamn virgin!"
Mike’s voice couldn't get any more surprise.

Pressing a hand on her abdomen, he made
sure P felt him deeply seated inside her. His breathing was harsh
in an effort to control his nuts from blowing off. He pulled again
and thrust once more, doing it repeatedly in frenzied
rhythm.

"I love how tight you are, P! Oh, God I
love fucking your pussy! Oh, P! Take my cock! Take it! This cock is
yours! Take it all! Can you feel me, huh? Answer me, P!" He forced
P's jaw to face him.

"Yes!" She hissed while trying to
catch the rhythm over the pain she felt.

"Call me master. Let me hear it, P."
Mike grunted in between thrusts.

P was trembling with too much lust. It
was painful but delicious, too. Despite the sting, she somehow
liked the feel pleasure with some pain.

"Oh yes, master!  I can feel you!
You're so big! Yes, your cock is mine! Mine! Oh Mike, do me good!
Yes, yes! Deeper! Oh, I love that! Ugh! Harder please!" She laughed
and wailed at the same time.

The lust was so strong that it consumed
her entire being. P liked it when he went so deep, making her
vision double. He was so big that her tissues clung to him when he
pulled and made a wet erotic sound as he pushed back in.

"That's right, P! I'm yours! Only
yours! And you're mine, too! You're only mine. Tell me who owns
this pussy!" He ordered between heavy thrusts.

"Yours! Oh, Mike! Master, this pussy is
all yours! Take it! Please take me more! Ah! Aw oh! That's so
good!"

Mike only grunted and concentrated on
fucking P beneath him. He adjusted his position, sitting on his
folded legs before pulling P's thighs to straddle him. This way, it
sent him deeper inside her. She was just so fucking small and he
loved it but hated it all the same. He loved the feel of the
bottleneck tight rubbing but it was also goddamn painful he thought
his cock would peel off.

He began to time P but she came again
after his ninth stroke. He sped up, rocking atop P so fast that the
bed protested eerily. He leaned his hands at the sides of P's head
and focused on his own release. P continued to writhe beneath him
while leaving claw marks behind his back as she dug her nails on
his skin.

P screamed once more just as her
channels closed its walls to pump generous amount of liquid along
his length that he was ready to come, too. He stabbed her one last
time and knocked at the door of her womb before he unleashed hot
copious load inside her with a loud feral groan.

They both collapsed on the bed and
succumbed to total darkness without really knowing what had
occurred between them.
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I finally put down the application form
I just finished answering before climbing up on the stage. The
guitar was propped up on the wall which I took for my presentation
tonight. With false confidence, I took a seat on the stool and
started strumming as I played the Creed's One Last Breath but
omitted the singing. My eyes were trained at P while I masterfully
tickled the strings.

According to what I heard, P managed
the bar but I thought he was just a runner or something. He
couldn't be any more than twenty with the way he looked. His pink
hair was cropped but long on the top, making it looked like a messy
nest of a bird perched on his head. He was wearing eye glasses but
instead of making him look old, he looked like a trying hard boy
who couldn't wait to mature. He had three piercings on the left ear
and a tattoo crept up on his neck, probably a tribal thing. He
looked just like the next rebellious teenager on the streets
waiting for a fix.

This guy, P, was holding an audition
for new band members to play in the bar, Ocher. I needed to have an
access inside the facility because the office believed that it
reeked anomaly. Rumors said, the shady bar actually served private
services and dealt drugs, too. Well, the private service wasn't the
reason why I came here. It was the drug thing. This had been said
to be a silent drug cartel in the city and it needed to be stopped
ASAP!

However, allegations would remain as
such since there was really no actual evidence of it in particular.
Hence my being here to investigate the place. A task I could only
do if I'd be admitted in the club since getting a VIP pass was so
fucking long and slow process. The screening to get one was tight
as shit. If it wasn't really doing anything fishy, why put people
in such hassle. It was only pure luck that I discovered the
audition on the right time. And the right time to shut this
motherfucking drugstore and put the people behind this to
jail.

I casually scanned the place while my
fingers still busy plucking the strings. It was a grand place for
such a bar. No wonder only elites could get inside. My musings were
cut short when P raised his hand signaling me to stop. I put down
the guitar before eagerly going down the stage to approach
him.

"Am I hired?"

The lanky guy jerked his head back
before his eyes took a quick glanced at me and signaled for the
other applicant to start playing. I didn't move from where I stood
so I was blocking his view of the applicant now playing a number of
rock song with an electric guitar.

"Move aside!" P said with a frown on
his face but I didn't budge.

He scowled at me before slamming the
pen down the table and stood to show me his flexed chest. At least
that's what I thought he was doing as he arched his back to appear
taller than my six-five. He could be tall alright, the tip of his
hair reached my chin but his body was just so poor looking on his
loose shirt and loose pants with tattered sneakers on his feet. I
didn't think I want to fight with a boy, not with my built and
age.

"Do you have a problem?"

"No. I just want to know if I'm
accepted or not." I answered calmly.

"Did I ever say you are?"

"No, but…"

"Exactly! Now move!" He yelled on my
face like I was the dumbest person in the universe.

His face was hard as he dropped his
thin body back on the seat, swiping his tresses that fell on his
left eye. Drawing a deep breath, I returned to my seat and waited.
I needed to get this job. I needed it like yesterday. The audition
went on as I patiently waited for all the applicants to finish. As
soon as they're wrapping up for the day, I stood, noticing the
doors were starting to close. Only two members were needed for the
band and both slots were already filled. Unfortunately, I wasn't
one of them.

"Hey, can you at least consider me for
another slot? I really need this job." I pleaded while walking
after the lanky boy.

"You could've saved your sweat, and
left the place earlier. You're not qualified." He answered without
even glancing.

I exited the building together with the
rest of the people while struggling to get P's attention. "Please,
man, I can do better than them."

People were now gradually leaving the
place with their rides. I didn't know what made P snapped his head
at me but he gave me a strange look, eyes wide as if shocked. He
took the keys from the man who pulled the roll ups who I assumed
was the assistant runner. Well, I still couldn't wrap it up my head
of him so young managing the Ocher so I would stick to believing P
as the chief runner. He bade the man goodbye before turning to face
me.

"That attitude alone made you worse
than them. I know you have a potential, but I need a performer. Go
look somewhere else for a job. I believe you can still look for
another one. I'm really sorry." His voice didn’t even sound
apologetic that I scowled.

P turned around and got inside his car,
leaving me with his dust trail. A fog of a goddamn Mercedes Maybach
S650. I huffed. Must be nice.

I kicked my booted toe on the ground in
frustration. How would I ever investigate something that I couldn't
even penetrate through its doors? I lit a smoke I pulled from my
pocket and sucked on it while thinking of other ways to get inside
the club. I needed a very credible alias to become one of the elite
members of the club. But then again, they already saw me during
audition so getting a VIP was no longer an option.

Throwing the cigarette to the ground, I
killed it with my heel and snorted in disgust. I wasn't really a
smoker. I wanted to practice since being a punky badass band member
was a smoker, drinker and also a user. Well, that's how I thought
of the general of them, anyway.

I crossed my arms over my chest while
still trying to figure out some other ways to get inside the tight
security but found none in my head. I blew a deep breath before
hopping on my Harley and drove off from the place, still a little
agitated with the upsetting result of my day.
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Halfway from the main road, about five
kilometers from the Ocher, I saw P's car parked haphazardly on the
curb. Thinking to just not give a damn and passed through it, my
guilt told me to stop. I sighed and reversed my engine to where the
car was before examining the vehicle. I saw the driver's side of
the window was smashed but it’s obvious not a result from a
collision. Someone intentionally broke it judging by the way the
glass shattered. The bumper was dented, too, and the tail light was
broken.

It hurts seeing such beautiful car
ruined like this. I quickly scanned the place, noting that this
particular road had no lamp post. Trees and shrubs were scattered
at each side of the street. Checking on the ground, I noticed shoe
marks for obvious struggle. I moved a few steps back and saw trails
of tires but it was difficult to tell whether it was the owner of
the person who assaulted the poor guy or other vehicles who used
this road earlier. This was the only road leading to the club, so
high possibilities that these trail too were tire marks of the
people who auditioned earlier.

A sharp cry echoed from the woods,
making me snapped my head around. Unmounting my bike, I rolled it
from the road and laid it over the ground hidden by thick shrubs.
With stealth movement, I ran towards the darkened woods where the
scream came from, using the narrow light of my penlight as my
guide.

"You gotta pay for this! You have too
high standards for a fucking lousy band!" A man was grunting after
each of the word spoken.

Hiding behind the bushes, I peered at
the scene and saw three guys were beating P who was now curled on
the ground while clutching his stomach and covering his
head.

"We should finish him! If another
manager will hold an audition, maybe then we'll be admitted."
Someone suggested before taking a knife from his pocket.

"No, please!" Lanky guy
pleaded.

"Or maybe you can leave him alone and
go home to your mamas." I interrupted before emerging from the spot
I was hiding.

This wasn't any of my business but as
an enforcer, I couldn't just let any misconduct go off without pay.
And they’re about to commit crime for sure and my duty was to stop
it before it happened.

"Who are you?" The guy with a knife
asked.

One guy elbowed him and nodded towards
my direction. "Hey, that's the old guy who also auditioned. Men,
even his number was old."

They all laughed with his joke. What
the fuck was wrong with my song? Taking a step closer to the group,
they instantly fell into defense as if threatened with that simple
move. I rose my hands up to show them my surrender.

"Hey I don't wanna fight, just let the
poor guy go. Believe me, I don't like him either for not taking me
in, too. But I have to accept it. You should, too."

"Don't make it sound like we're on the
same level! You're too far behind us, old guy! And hey, we wanna
fight!" He advanced and strike me with his knife.

With a swift whip of the side of my
palm on his wrist, his weapon was thrown to the ground.

"I told you, I don't wanna fight." I
warned before raising both my hands up in the air again.

"You, son of a bitch! Did you just see
that? He's a fucking gay, man. He slapped me!" They all laughed
again.

Another bully came close with clenched
fists. He swung it, obviously aiming for my jaw. But I quickly
caught his arm, pulling his shoulder to turn him around before
giving a hard kick on his back. He staggered and fell to all
fours.

"What are you doing there, huh? Are you
going to push up or you want to be ass-fucked? Look at him!" I
laughed at my own joke as I tried to imitate their
bullying.

I mentally frowned because I didn't
feel any satisfaction from the shit. I wondered why hassling
someone else in the first place? They all turned their heads at
their fallen friend then their angry gaze returned to me. Whoa!
Exciting!

They attacked me together. I ducked
from a swinging fist and elbowed his chin from beneath where he
instantly fell to the ground. Swinging a leg, I struck the last one
with a roundhouse kick on his jaw and he doubled over before
falling hard on his back. The first man who attacked with a knife
was now crawling slowly towards his weapon but I quickly pulled his
collar up and kicked his sorry knife away. I dragged him towards
lanky guy who had the same sorry name of P. What kind of parents
even named their son as P? Was his name Pinocchio?

"Say sorry to him." I demanded while
shaking his body by the collar.

The bully sneered at me and spat on my
face. Closing my eyes, I wiped away his saliva before bending to
pick up P from the ground. The poor kid had a bleeding nose and cut
lip. In total, he seemed intact though.

"Please do the honor to punch him on
the face or his balls, whichever way you like."

P staggered as if trying to regain his
balance and shifted his feet. Whoa! This one knew his fighting
stance.

"Am I allowed to kill him
though?"

"Ah, I don't think that will be
necessary."  I answered.

P clenched his fist and quickly blew
his opponent's nose with a straight punch. Releasing my hold on the
bully's collar, he instantly dropped to the ground with a loud
groan. Like a melted ice cream, P dropped to his knees as well,
breathing heavily with just the slightest effort.

I retrieved twines from my pocket while
P coughed and heaved on the ground. Binding the three sons of the
bitch around their wrists and ankles, I dragged them towards the
tree trunk and secured them tightly there. After I made a fast and
final inspection in the scene, I pulled P up and slung his arm over
my shoulder.

"Can you walk?" He just groaned as if
in pain. "You must've broken a rib or something." I
guessed.

"Why did you helped me?" He asked
instead.

I paused just for a second before I
spoke. "Well, so you will feel indebted to me and hire me as a band
member. How's that for an answer?"

"Maybe that's your ulterior motive for
setting this rescue mission." He accused without
conviction.

"You know I can always leave you here
right now and let those fuckers loose to finish you once and for
all." Really, how ungrateful could this kid gets.

He shook his head but didn't answer
anymore. I helped him settle in his car and dialed 911 to report
the incident. Minutes later, sirens blared around the place and
medics assisted him with his wounds. Police found the tied punky
nerds and brought them to jail. All these happened but I was no
longer there to witness it. When I heard the police coming, I
quickly left the place because it wouldn't be good for me to be
involved in such scene.
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"Hello!" I snapped at the person who
had been relentlessly calling me that early in the
morning.

"Michael Banes?" Said the voice from
the other line.

I quickly sat up when I remembered that
voice. I smiled silently, noting his voice may be deep but not as
deep like a real man sounded. The kid was yet to grow
up.

"Yeah." I answered while waiting for
him to talk.

Let him think I wasn't expecting his
call even if in reality I have been goddamn edgy the entire week
waiting for my phone to ring. About damn time anyway.

"It's P of Ocher." He
supplied.

"Oh, yes P! How are you?" I answered in
a cheerful tone.

"Healing. Thanks by the way for helping
me. I didn't notice you left when the police came." There was no
suspicion in his voice just plain curiosity.

"I'm sorry. I was in a hurry that
night. I had another audition to attend to."  I
lied.

"Oh, is that it?  Did you get the
job?"

"Unfortunately, no."

"Oh, great! I mean not really great,
great. I was actually thinking to add you in the band. That if,
you're still interested." He asked.

"What!" I exclaimed as if surprised.
"Are you kidding me? Of course I'm still absolutely interested. So
when will I start?" I eagerly asked.

I didn't really know how a newly hired
band member sounded like. But I suddenly realized punky and dudes
didn't get too enthusiastic, did they? They were
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