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Again, I would like to thank God for his favor and mercy. He has helped me in countless times. Without him, none of this would be possible.  I write because it is something I love to do. I enjoy creating stories for readers throughout the world.  I began this journey of writing a number of years ago, and I have to say your responses have been awesome. I will continue to push out stories and improve along the way. I would like to thank you for purchasing my work. IT IS MUCH APPRECIATED. I dedicate this story to my longtime friend Mr. Tracy Lamb. I MISS YOU BRUH! REST IN PEACE. 
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A promiscuous woman is as dangerous as falling into a narrow well. She hides and waits like a robber, eager to make more men unfaithful.

Proverbs 23:27-28
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CHAPTER 1
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JODIE

What is Julia’s next move?  If only I knew her whereabouts? To find Julia I must think like her. My mother insists she’s after money. She’s been sleeping with Julius for God knows how long. I pray to God she hasn’t touched Jeffrey. If she has, I will be terribly disappointed. Maya never talked of Julius having any substantial amount of money. He has a decent job to make a living, but that’s about it. Does he have some kind of inheritance? Did he hit the lottery? What kind of money can he actually have?  I know for a fact Maya has told me everything about him. But then again, maybe she hasn’t. Does his money have something to do with her? I bet she deliberately kept it from me so she wouldn’t implicate herself? Is Julius involved in something illegal? I know he played collegiate basketball and could have gone professional, but the injury thing prevented him from going any further.  What were his career options after basketball failed to pan out for him? Most athletes today do not have a backup plan if the athletic rode doesn’t work out. It must have hurt him entirely knowing he wouldn’t be able to play professional ball and have a chance to accumulate millions.  Did he settle for illegal money instead?  How much money does he actually have? And how did he attain it?  Today, you can google everything. I pick up my I-phone and google Julius Miles of Georgetown University. It reads Julius Channing Miles suffers a torn ACL which ends his collegiate basketball career and chances of turning pro. His attempts at rehabbing his knee went unsuccessful and he eventually dropped out of college. Two years later Mr. Miles was arrested for selling heroin on the streets and served time in jail.   A drug dealer, that’s it? Julius has drug money and probably lots of it to attract my kleptomaniacal sister. 

Where does he have it stashed? Maya never spoke of it. She probably doesn’t know where it is or any clue it exists. How does my sister know? How does she know about Julius’s supply of cash?   I have to warn Julius. I have to let him know I have a twin sister. He will probably think I’m insane; nonetheless I have to give it a shot.  I tap in his cell number. He answers on the second ring. 

“Hello?” 

“Julius, we need to talk.” 

“Jodie, you’re becoming a living nightmare for me. I just saw your whorish ass with Mr. Reed. Why the hell are you calling me?  Mr. Reed is the wrong person to play games with. I’ve said what I had to say already. You’re really out there.  Stay away from me. You hear me! Stay the hell away!”

“You saw my sister.”

“Your sister?”

“Yes. I have a twin, and I can’t believe she’s involved with Mr. Reed.” 

“A twin? You mean to tell me there are two of you bitches?”

“I’m the good one Julius.”

“And how am I supposed to believe that?”

“You just have to trust me on this.”

“I don’t trust anything that comes out of your mouth woman. I’m done with your lies. Do you think I’m a fool Jodie, or is it Abigail?”

“Abigail? Why do you think my name is Abigail?” 

“You tell me. That’s what Mr. Reed called you, isn’t it?”

“He called my sister that.”

“Cut the sister crap out! It’s you. It’s always been you.”

“It’s never been me Julius. To prove it to you, let’s meet somewhere so I can explain.”

“That, I’m sorry will never happen. I can’t trust you. No more, not ever.”

“Were identical twins, but my sister has an identifying mark that separates us from birth. It’s a small discoloration inside of her eye. It’s only apparent when she looks to her right side.  It’s the left eye. Make sure you look at that one. It’s the only way to tell us apart.”

“You expect me to believe this shit, a mark inside your sister’s eye? Woman, you will come up with anything won’t you?” 

“Julius, you have to believe me on this. My sister is dangerous. She’s after the money.”

“What money?” 

“The drug money; the money you made when you sold heroin on the streets.” 

“The money is long gone and there’s nothing left.” 

“Julius, I believe there’s a lot of it left. I believe it’s hidden somewhere.” 

“Are you done woman? I have to go.”

“I’m not done Julius. I want you to listen to me. You need to pay close attention. My sister won’t stop bothering you until she gets the cash.  I can help you though.  Better yet, we can help each other and put an end to her plans.”

“Look, you’re wasting your time.”   

“We need to act on this in a hurry before it’s too late. Knowing Julia, it’s probably already too late.”

“Ok, even if I did have a stash of drug money as you’re suggesting, I would never let you near it, or anyone else for that matter.” 

“Please just listen to me. I know my sister. She will clean you out.”

“Look Jodie, Julia, or is it Abigail? Like I said, leave me the hell alone. I’m finished with you. Don’t you get it? It’s over. Walk away before I permanently force you to walk away.”

“If that’s how you want to play this, then good luck. But mark my words, when my sister is finished with you, trust, you will beg for my help.”

“Is that it? Are you done?” 

“Yes, I think I am. But Julia sure the hell isn’t.” 

Julius is a stubborn bastard. Why wouldn’t he listen to me? I did my best to make him understand. When will men ever listen to us? The only time men pay attention is when our legs are spread wide apart for them.  Forget Julius, he will come looking for me in a matter of time. For now I have to find Julia. Mr. Reed owns half of Baltimore. He is well known and well disliked by most of the residents. It’s rumored Mr. Reed has a particular obsession for white women. How convenient for me considering Julia has her hooks in him already. I can show up at his place pretending to be Julia. He will never know the difference. I just have to make certain Julia is not around. She’s been pretending to be me for God knows how long. It’s time I return the favor. Mr. Reed will never suspect anything. If I can get close to him I will find out where Julia is staying. Mr. Reed owns a popular night club on Crenshaw Avenue called Club Ecstasy.  

It’s one of his prized establishments where he is highly visible.  I just need to be me and I can get inside the club without much of an effort. Once they see my face, Mr. Reed’s bouncers will assume I’m Julia, or her street name, Abigail. Friday night will be perfect. Its ladies night and the first fifty women get in free before ten o’clock. I will wear something enticing. When I strut inside Club Ecstasy everyone will take notice. I will have to turn up my sophisticated act in the presence of Mr. Reed. I hope he doesn’t want anything in return. I don’t believe in sleeping around. I just need information and then I’m out of there. It won’t be easy pretending to be someone as heartless as my sister. She has no morals, manners, and not an ounce of empathy for anyone, including her family.

Julia’s world of deception must come to an end. It’s time for her to pay for what she has done to others.  My sister has committed her last crime. I will put an end to everything.  Julia, it’s time I give you some of your own medicine. I wonder how it will taste. I hope it burns a hole in your twisted black heart.  It would have been nice to have a normal twin sister identical to me in every form and fashion.  You could have been my youthful playmate, my trusted friend, a motherly voice, and a sister there for me in any circumstance. I had your back, but you never had mine.  As the saying goes; revenge is a bitch.    
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MAYA

Dalilah sits nervously at the front desk contemplating her next move. She runs her business in a professional manner. Her girls work around the clock to fulfill her reliable customers. When the call came in from Darius her instincts cautioned it would be troubling, although she couldn’t refuse his demand. Dalilah works for his father. Mr. Reed protects her business from the feds. Customers with substantial bank accounts and deep pockets keep her brothel running problem free. Dalilah’s relationship with her paying clientele remains professional at all times. She has rigid standards for each of her girls to follow.  Dalilah never involves herself sexually with the clients. She never mixes business with pleasure. Men entering the brothel choosing their woman of choice oftentimes are interested in Dalilah more so than her girls. At fifty years of age Dalilah has a curvy figure and enticing misty brown eyes. She is frequently mistaken as one of the call girls instead of Madame of the house. Not long ago a call girl herself, Dalilah learned how to maintain her exquisite form and undeniable pure attractiveness.  People close to her say she resembles the actress/singer Vanessa Williams. As Dalilah sits at the front desk she worries about the woman Darius brought in a few days ago. How is she expected to run her business with this major distraction? She prides herself into pleasing men and not kidnapping and rape. Darius’s stringent instructions is to have this woman drugged twenty-four hours a day and allow his men to do whatever they please with her. 

As a woman herself Dalilah absolutely disagrees with this. How can she permit this female to be raped inside of her brothel each day? She discerns it’s wrong but dare not go against Mr. Reed. He has a strong hold on every business in the city. Whatever he wants he usually gets or the consequences will be severe for many of the proprietors in the city. Darius informed her he would send a different goon each day. The ill-fated young woman is beautiful to Dalilah. What a shame she reasons. Every few hours before the drug wears off Dalilah dreads sticking the syringe filled with heroin deep into the woman’s veins. 

Most of the men Darius sends over are nothing but low life scum to Dalilah, preferably young ignorant drug dealers still wet behind the ears. It hurts her to know their raping this woman inside of her establishment. What has she done to warrant this atrocity? She must have family. Someone has to be looking for her.  They have probably filed a missing person’s report. Dalilah doesn’t need the police snooping around her place. Whatever this woman has done Darius needs to get her out of here immediately. She refuses to go to jail over this. It has taken her years to construct her profitable business. 

She will not let it crash and burn to the ground because of Darius’s carelessness. The young thug inside the room where the woman is being held has been inside over an hour.  Normally these inexperienced fools come out in at least fifteen minutes. Dalilah dreads going inside the room, but she has an unnerving feeling something terrible has occurred. If she has died, what will she do with a dead woman inside of her brothel? She never wanted this trouble brought to her. It’s just too risky.  Dalilah reaches for her 9mm Glock and silencer positioned securely underneath the front desk. She attaches the silencer taking off the safety and heads down to the basement.  Dalilah travels prudently along the corridor stopping in front of the desolate looking room.  She puts her ear against the faded red door.  Dalilah hears the sounds of intense pleasure coming from the young thug. As she listens more intensely she overhears subdued screams coming from the woman.   Dalilah turns the door knob opening the door delicately.  She stands in the doorway in terror from what is occurring. The woman’s hands and feet are bound together by a thick piece of rope. 

Her mouth is gagged with a dirty white cloth as the young thug violently sodimizes her.  The sight of this atrocity occurring in her brothel is more than Dalilah can tolerate.  Dalilah runs a sexual business, and she takes care of the women working for her. She has strict rules men must abide by if they want pleasure. Her girls are not animals, and she would never allow them to be treated like one.  Dalilah’s rage begins to escalate from this horrific spectacle. Her thoughts drift back to when she was brutally raped by her stepfather as a child.  Her mother never believed her. He took away her virginity and destroyed her childhood. 

Dalilah snaps out of her trance. She hears the woman’s faint screams more clearly as the thug continues his malicious act on her body. How can he commit such a crime on this beautiful creature while ignoring her severe pain? Dalilah’s rage is apparent as she lifts and aims the gun in the direction of his head.  In his all-out lust he is unaware of her presence behind him. Dalilah has never killed anyone, but the sight of this monster raping an innocent woman has pushed her over the edge. His dark skinned back is covered in sweat as he continues to force himself inside of her. She screams louder with each thrust. Dalilah steps forward as she begins to see red. 

He takes his right hand pushing the woman’s face down into the mattress to smother her screams while telling her to shut the fuck up.  In that moment Dalilah then loses entire control. She fires five shots into his back as he yells out in agony. His body jolts as the hot lead penetrates his posterior. Blood streams from his body as he falls over the bed. She lets the firearm fall to the floor. Dalilah unties the woman and removes the gag from her mouth. She helps her to sit up on the bed. The poor young woman is terrified.  Dalilah wraps her arms around the woman and consoles her. The young woman immediately breaks free from Dalilah’s grasp. She springs off the bed and quickly picks up the gun off the floor.  She aims it in Dalilah’s direction with both hands trembling. Apprehension grips Dalilah’s core.  Will this young woman kill her?  If she does she has every right to Dalilah considers. She drugged the young woman and kept her hostage for these animals. Dalilah raises both arms in the air pleading to the woman not to kill her.  Dalilah closes her eyes to embrace her demise as the muffled shots ring out repeatedly. Dalilah prepares for her untimely death.  But to her amazement she doesn’t feel anything. 

She opens her eyes and witnesses the young woman emptying the 9mm clip into the thugs head. When the last shot is fired off the woman stands there in shock.  Dalilah walks over to her removing the gun from her hand.  Thereafter, Dalilah has her team of girls discard of the stained bedsheets, strip the carpet, and clean up the room thoroughly of any blood remaining. The girls also wrap his body in sheets and place him in an abandoned room until Dalilah can figure out what to do with him next.  She doesn’t have much time to consider. Darius will be sending another reject over soon, and he will also want her to report in. She decides to discontinue drugging the woman. She needs answers. Dalilah realizes it won’t be easy to get the heroin out of her system. The woman is most likely dependent and her addiction will be hard to break.  Dalilah decides to bring her to a street doctor who weans addicts off their dependencies. She has used this same doctor to help her with some of her girls addictions. In the meantime she has to come up with a solution to keep Darius away from her and the woman.

Baltimore Police Department

“You expect me to sit here and be patient while my daughter is still missing? I will not! Do your job and find my daughter!”

“Honey, they’re doing the best they can.”

“If they’re doing their best, why is my daughter still missing then? Can you answer that?”

“Mrs. Landen, were doing the best we can with limited man power.  With the recent riots in the city our police officers are stretched out all over to prevent uprisings. It would help us greatly if you could give us something more to go on,” the short haired African American female detective asks.

“If your white officers would stop killing innocent black men there wouldn’t be any riots in the city. Black lives do matter you know! All this killing is senseless.”

“Honey, now is not the time to argue over police brutality. We didn’t come here for that. We came to find Maya, remember?”

“Stop being so fragile, I don’t care if everyone in here is staring at me offended. They need to feel offended. Where is the justice in our city?” The female officer shrugs off her flare-up.

“Mrs. Landen, can you give us anything more that can help us into finding your daughter?”

“I’ve told you what I know. What more do you want from me?”

“Maybe you haven’t told us everything. Who was your daughter with before she went missing?”

“How am I supposed to know that? She doesn’t live with me. She has her own place.”

“What about her friends? Who does she hang out with most of the time?”

“I really don’t know.  Wait a minute; she did have a girlfriend she talked to regularly, until her girlfriend slept with her no good fiancé. Now they’re distant.”

“Do you know where we can find this fiancé of hers along with her girlfriend? It may help.”

“Her fiancé’s name is Julius Miles. He works for the Baltimore transit, and her girlfriend Jodie Abrams lives in the Towers at Harbor Court.” 

“We will get on it right away. What can you tell us about these two individuals? Do you think they would be capable of kidnapping your daughter?  And if so, what would they gain from it?”

“I wouldn’t put anything past the both of them. Julius wants her back. He cannot accept the fact she doesn’t want him after what he did to her. It’s possible he took her away if he couldn’t have her.  Jodie on the other hand is a green eyed devil. She’s seducing Julius and may want Maya out of the picture.” 

“I believe what you just shared with me can assist us into finding your daughter.  We will give it our best effort. I will stay in touch with you.”

Hours have passed by since their arrival to visit the doctor. He forewarned Dalilah he would not be responsible if the woman dies. He is only doing her this favor for helping him in the past with his sexual requests. The woman has been sleeping for the past two hours while hooked up to an IV in a spare bedroom of the doctor’s home. Dalilah is seated in front of her. While the woman sleeps off the drug Dalilah takes a brush out of her bag and brushes the woman’s hair. It distresses her to see this beautiful creature looking unkempt in her presence. 

“Honey, how did you end up here? You don’t belong in this place. You look like you’re someone important.  Most of my girls live in poverty. The lives they lived before I took them in were filled with hopelessness and despair. I saved them from the treacherous streets. I made them feel confident about themselves. Now, each one of my
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