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Chapter 1: Nyla’s Flight 
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I dropped to my knees on the cool tile, yanked his zipper down. His thick, uncut cock sprang out. It was leaking. 

I swallowed him to the root, throat relaxing and nose buried in his pubes, the way Jamal had thought me during that eventful training session.

He groaned, fingers tangling in my honey-blonde hair. 

I pulled off with a wet pop and stood up, simultaneously pushing him onto the king bed. 

I climbed over his face. “Eat me first. Taste how lonely I’ve been,” I teased him.

He needed no further invitation. His tongue speared me, hungry, lapping six weeks of frustration from my clit. 

I ground down, squirting in under a minute, hot pulses flooding his mouth. “Drink it, baby. That’s the headline.”

The actual fucked surprised me. From his frail appearance I never realized he had so much stamina.

He flipped me onto my back before the aftershocks even stopped, threw my legs over his shoulders, and slammed home in one brutal thrust. 

I screamed, back arching, nails raking his back.

“Six weeks, Rafael. Six fucking weeks without a real cock. Ruin me.”

He did.

He fucked me like a man possessed, hips pistoning, balls slapping my ass, bed frame hammering the wall. Every stroke kissed my cervix; every withdrawal left me empty and begging.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass, forcing him deeper.

I came a second time, harder, squirting so hard it splashed his thighs and the sheets, a wet spot spreading beneath us.

He pulled out, flipped me over, and straddled my chest. 

“Open,” he commanded. 

I did. 

He shoved his cock down my throat, fucking my face with short, savage thrusts until he roared and unloaded, thick, salty ropes painting my tongue, spilling out the sides of my mouth.

I swallowed what I could, let the rest drip down my chin onto my tits.

He collapsed beside me, panting.

I rolled on top, straddled his face again, and ground slowly while he licked me clean of both of us.

Two days later, all prominent newspapers carried an innocuous piece of news – “Women falls off yacht, body lost to sharks.” The report mentioned a girl matching my description having drowned when on a solo yachting expedition. The report continued that the search party couldn’t find anything. The body was probably devoured by sharks.

The day before the news of my death broke out, I set sail. But I had no intention of drowning. Seducing Rafeal Cruz, the pussy starved journalist was a part of the plan – a red herring that would stop my pursuers in their tracks and make the trail run cold. Apart from the sex, I had also paid that young journalist handsomely to keep his trap shut if someone came asking. But even without any payment he would stay mum - unless he wanted to commit career suicide by admitting he fabricated fake news for personal benefits.

It was a crazy plan, I knew – around 280 nautical miles of a dangerous voyage across the ocean, to Cuba, of all places. No crew, no witness, and no one or no way to call for help if anything went wrong. It was risky as hell, and foolish for someone with a net worth of over $12  million. But it had to be done. This was the only way to make the trail run cold.

My former bank would be more interested in a cover up than waste more time and money trying to catch me up. Having been in the senior management, I had been trained to think in their perspective. 

Even if they located and caught me, what for? An explanation and an apology?  It wouldn’t change anything.  The regulators wouldn’t waive off the fine and the bad press had already happened. 

And as for the money, it didn’t belong to bank in the first place. It was proceeds of illicit drugs and trafficking. No one was going to come and claim it unless they fancied spending the rest of their lives in a Supermax prison. The bank would surely have forgotten about me and moved on by now.

But the Glacier Cartel would definitely be on my trail. $12.7 million wasn’t exactly loose change, even for a well entrenched drug cartel. In fact, I was living on the hope that the loss of such a big amount would have crippled them to the extent they wouldn’t have any further resources to come after me. But still, I couldn’t take chances. Spending the rest of my life worry-free depended on a closure, with no lose ends.

After fucking Cruz, I had gone straight into Bay Shore Marina and rented a 32-foot Bertram sportfisher. I signed the paperwork in my real name, Nyla Marie Reynolds, flashed my actual driver’s license and paid with my platinum Amex card. I even smiled for the dock camera. I told the kid at the desk I was going deep-sea fishing alone, “clear my head after the divorce.”

The next day, I cast off from Nassau before dawn with the running lights on, VHF radio crackling with good-luck wishes from the harbor master. 

The boat smelled of salt, diesel, and bait. I wore a white bikini, oversized life vest for the cameras, and a GoPro on a chest mount recording every second, until it wasn’t.

Six miles out, past the drop-off, I killed the running lights. 

The GoPro came off my chest, memory card wiped clean with a magnet, then tossed into the black water. I stuffed a spare life vest with my old bikini, smeared pig-blood on the collar, half-deflated it, and let the current take it. By sunrise it would be the only “body” they’d ever find.

The boat rental company would file a missing police complaint. The insurance would pay for the losses. After due investigation, everyone would conclude that the crazy blonde committed suicide thanks to her divorce and the serious charges against her.

Meanwhile, I turned the sportsfisher south, throttled it up to 26 knots, and pointed her bow at Cayo Cruz, Cuba. 

It would take anywhere between twelve to sixteen hours. I needed to there after sunset but before midnight. Otherwise the plan would fall apart and I would be stranded in a hostile nation with no friends and no identification. 

The Bertram ran on a twin Cummins 550 hp engine that, according to the log book would burn about 1.2 gallon per nautical miles at the fast cruise of 26 knots.  The Bertram listed the tank capacity at 407 gallons, which would mean I would make it comfortably.

The Open Atlantic was scary, but the day went uneventful. I made a few diversions to steer clear of any ships. Each diversion increased my anxiety of whether I would reach on time, or worse, if the fuel would get over. 

It turned grim by evening. The sky turned bruise-purple. Soon I starred at thirty-knot winds and ten-foot seas. 

The boat pounded, spray exploding over the windshield. I lashed myself to the helm in nothing but a rain jacket, open, tits bouncing with every slam. 

Lightning cracked so close I smelled ozone. 

I screamed into the storm, and literally pissed down my legs from raw terror and power. 

The storm eased after sunset. I had my pre-packed dinner, fully drenched. 

As I eventually neared the Cuban waters, I shut off all lights. Just outside twelve nautical miles from the coast, where the territorial waters started, I opened every seacock on the sportsfisher and cracked the bilge pump fuses. Then I activated the scuttling charges - two M-80-sized bricks of C-4 wired to the engine seawater intakes, with a five-minute timer.

I rushed to launch the now inflated orange life raft and paddled fast. I watched the boat go down from the distance. 

Progress was slow and agonizing, but the current was aiding me. There was no coast guard in sight, and I wondered if I had been over cautious in scuttling the boat too far from the coast. 

Finally, just after midnight, the raft scraped sand in the shallows of the Playa Cara beach. 

I crawled out on all fours, water streaming from my hair, my nipples, and my cunt. There was no one in sight. I collapsed face-down, ass in the air.  Then I rolled over the side, naked, shaking, laughing, and kissed the warm Cuban sand with lips that still tasted of diesel. 

Nyla was officially dead, eaten by sharks – but only if things went to plan. Otherwise, I had no option but to resurrect her and somehow explain how I landed in Cuba without an immigration stamp in my passport.
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Chapter 2: The Cayo Cruz Orgy
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I dozed off in the humid beach, but then suddenly woke up with a startle.

I knew I had no time to relax – not yet. 

I was already running late. 

I took my waterproof backpack and slipped into dry clothes before someone came along.

I walked along the dark beach road, my GPS as my alley. There were sounds from nearby resorts and houses, but the roads were deserted.  The walk to the resort where I wanted to go was a good five kilometers. It would take the better part of the hour.

I hoped I was not late. The party – a clandestine orgy through the dark web, would have started by 8 pm, but my dark web contact had assured me it would pick up steam only by midnight. I would be horribly late nonetheless. And there was no way I could risk hiring a vehicle at this hour, even if one was available. 

I walked fast along the broken asphalt, the moon a thin blade overhead. The darkness and the black micro-dress made me almost invisible. My thighs still trembled from the crossing, but my cunt was already wet again; anticipation is a better drug than cocaine.

I reached the service gate of the Sol y Arena resort fifteen minutes past one. The dark-web invite had told me it would be unlocked. A lone guard looked up, saw my tits straining the dress, and just waved me through with a lazy grin.

A masked guard patrolled the door and
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