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  Preface



In this follow up to Fatal Beauty emotions run high while tempers flare out of control.




From the brutal actions of a woman scorned to the husband and mistress that drove her into rage— a binary fury savagely on the rise.




Violent repercussions stir the pot of a dish on the menu called revenge that in this quandary is best when served either hot or cold.




Nothing held back, and no one is spared from the deadly wrath of a mother hell-bent on payback for the vicious/malicious attack on her beloved daughter, Delilah Jaxon.
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Thursday November 11th ,1993




Dutton Turner stepped from the front door to his luxury home at Gray-Port Manor in Myrtle Grove, Queens, New York.




He waited for one of his chauffeurs Alistair Penn to bring the cashmere-grey-pearl colored Bentley from around the circular driveway of the custom garage.




When the Bentley Continental Coupe arrived at the street in front of the stairs ahead to the portico, Dutton—with briefcase in hand dressed in business suit attire—did not recognize the man behind the driver’s seat.




“May I ask who you are?” The fifty-two-year-old man of medium build and brown eyes asked, ducking to get a closer view through the rolled-down window to the grandeur car. “Where is Alistair?”




“Respectfully, Sir—there was a change of plans,” uttered the fair-complexioned man with a narrow face, pale-blue eyes, and thick mustache. “Mrs. Turner arranged for me to take you to your meeting at the Vorticella Building instead of Mr. Penn. She had an urgent unexpected affair to attend and obtained his services.”




The man behind the wheel, who appeared roughly about in his late fifties—who Dutton had never seen before—struck him as unusual. Something felt dishonest.




What was this about? Dutton had said to himself. Jacqueline and he had seven trusted long-standing chauffeurs on the payroll with seniority well-known to them for a decade why not have sent one of them? Why did she summon this stranger from out of nowhere?




Dutton did not have the time to figure it out, to resolve the issue with his wife, or to beckon one of his regular drivers now.




The man had to get going. There was an important business deal he had to close in Prairie Town Irvington, New York by 10 am sharp.




Dutton entered the back seat of the Bentley on this mild winter morning of November. When the man who sat up front powered on the latch system to the doors of the vehicle Dutton asked him his name.




The man who wore a professional black cap and uniform glanced at the billionaire in the spotless glass of the interior rear-view mirror and uttered, “Bellamy. Bellamy Shearman.”




From there, silence dominated the space between the two men while the chauffeur pulled off on the mass property out the steel-black automated security gates that slid open at the push of a remote.




Once out of Myrtle Grove, Queens they entered Pinehurst, Long Island then onto exit ninety into the county of Bamburgh that eventually ran into the city of Irvington, New York in the county of Chatland.




While upstate in Bamburgh County through the town of Readington Falls where tall pines trees, shrubs, wildflowers, wildlife birds, mammals, butterflies, moths, amphibians, reptiles, fungi, and North Halton water trails inhabited Bellamy turned onto the mountain cliff road necessary to get to their destination in Prairie Town.




The steep, narrow lane of El Hampton Road with tight curves in heights of dizzying elevation, gravel surfaces, and no guardrails to protect stood 11,100 feet above sea level at the turning point on Passion Hills.




As only one car could fit at a time on the dangerous roadside with high altitude, sharp turns, brutal dirt road sections, and perpendicular drop-offs— that occupied in the surrounded area of breathtaking scenery— travelers risked their lives daily in the pursuit to venture out toward these mountainous city lands bountiful in the beautiful Chatland County.




Light breeze funneled through the slightly cracked left-side window of the Bentley Continental Coupe. Exiguous wind wafted through the mane of Dutton’s silky white head of hair that sat primp with the fingering and pats of his hand. 




Amid him sprucing up his crown and his unfamiliar chauffeur, Bellamy Shearman, uneasily navigating hairpin turns on the narrow stretches of El Hampton Road, the gorgeous cashmere-grey-pearl colored automobile in an instant blew up in flames to tumble over from the mountain cliff down into its final exit.




This premeditated event carefully orchestrated by the hands of the vicious and vengeful Mrs. Jacqueline Turner who had connections with a mafioso had a bomb planted under the car.




The woman sent one of her henchmen on the street a day ago to find the perfect random crackhead to clean-up and charade for a day. When Bellamy, whose real name was Moe, adopted the role of her husband’s chauffeur little did he know he was being set up to die along with the intended target— as neither he nor Dutton suspected the hit—though Dutton did know something odd and off about Bellamy and the situation at first glance.
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While Jacqueline had been accessed by a doctor, Dutton had not. He did not know that he had contracted HIV, nor did he know Delilah had given him the infection before or at the time of his premeditated incident/accident.




The last time he had seen his physician there was nothing that showed up abnormal in his routine blood work.




Dutton died for reasons unknown to him and for not keeping his penis in his pants since his infidelity with the wrong woman had gotten him to transfer a deadly sexually transmitted disease to his infuriated wife.
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Six Months Later


Friday May 20th, 1994


Lorelei Jaxon walked up the path of lane at Golden Gate Memorial Park Cemetery with a set of clean, crisp, classic beautiful white orchards in hand.


On the acre of land that featured vibrant flowers, impressive trees, and flowing fountains on the pristine-cut lawns in front of the single upright grey-colored granite headstone engraved with the words: Gone But Not Forgotten In Loving Memory of Delilah Amayah Jaxon January 9th to November 2, 1993, stood a thirteen year old girl.


She appeared haunted and absorbed.


The tall, ivory-complexion teen with long, straight black hair dressed in catholic school uniform turned around startled when a light-brown skinned woman with long dark-brown hair, and slim frame approached from behind.


The girl whose brown eyes had fixed intently at the monument for about eight minutes in her brief arrival took off the second she spotted the visitor who carried flowers in the grip of her right hand.


Lorelei laid the long stem floral arrangement of orchards to her sister’s grave while her pensive eyes followed into the direction of this young white girl that she caught gazing at Delilah’s headstone.


In the passenger’s seat of her daughter’s light-beige metallic Buick LaSabre custom Sedan by the curb across from the cemetery with the window rolled down Nylah saw a teenage girl rush over to a luxurious frost-blue colored Rolls-Royce Phantom parked up ahead on the left-hand side of the street.


The long-haired juvenile in the plaid

















