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  Chapter 1




  And so it began...




  Chasing her through the alleys of New Orleans, I followed through the crowded streets running as fast as I could, pushing everyone out of my way. My gun out from its holster, I yelled, “Stop or I’ll shoot!”




  She ran into the back entrance of a hotel, the white diamond belt dangling around her small waist. When I got to the door, it was locked. Kicking it down was easy enough. Screams came from the hotel guests as I rushed into the lobby, my gun pointed out.




  Many dropped to the floor, others ran toward the exits, but I wouldn’t stop until I got her in my sight again. Through every hallway I checked and then I spied a black leather pant leg turning a corner.




  Without a second to think about it, I flew after her and discovered that it wasn’t a hall but a door on the other side. I rammed it down with my shoulder, and entered a vacant hotel room only to find the woman about to jump out of the window.




  “Stop, I mean it! Give me back those diamonds!”




  She turned. This time I saw her face. Encircled by long, raven black hair, her features were small and sweet. If I caught her on the street walking past, I’d think she looked more like a good girl than what she really was: very, very bad.




  Her brilliant silver-blue eyes flashed as she stepped down and held up her hands. “You’ve proven yourself a proper adversary,” she said.




  “Adversary?” I wondered what she meant. “Just keep them up, Lady.”




  “Let me introduce myself,” she said. “My name is Blackie and I am the Widow.”




  Slowly, she came forward and I couldn’t help noticing her large breasts stuffed into that leather cat suit. She had a figure, all right, and those eyes. She lined them like Cleopatra. I had to admit to myself, if we hadn’t met this way, I’d beg for a date since she was quite beautiful.




  “I love diamonds,” she said. “Big ones, small ones, they are all in my collection. Do you like chasing me, Museum Guard? Did you really think you were going to stop me from taking this belt prize?” Her hand rubbed over the giant gems around her middle.




  “Take it off,” I roared. “My boss would have my head if I let you get away with that ancient Egyptian piece.”




  “How about we forget you catching me at all?” Blackie stepped over to me, pushing the gun slowly down.




  “Have you no fear?” I asked her.




  “I have no shame.” She kissed my lips suddenly.




  For some reason, I decided not to push her off. She wrapped her hands around my back and I couldn’t stop myself from wanting those lips. She shoved me onto the bed and started removing my shirt. Over and over she kissed my chest and I felt suddenly helpless. She pulled a pair of handcuffs out from a leather boot and cuffed one hand to the bedpost.




  In a trance, I couldn’t do anything to resist. This woman wanted me too and I didn’t care about anything else. She could take my gun, shoot me and I knew at any moment, she just might.




  Then slowly, she took the gun out of my hand. “You’re making this too easy for me,” she said.




  “Is that what you are, easy?”




  “A little,” she admitted as she lowered her frame and began kissing my left nipple.




  I felt her nails dig into my sides and on my back and enjoyed every second of it until it came, the bite. It wasn’t painful. In fact, it had pleasure mixed in. I glanced down to my shoulder and watched her pull her teeth from my flesh. No blood came.




  “Will I need a rabies shot?” I asked.




  Then she rose off of me and smiled.




  I could hear the sirens coming and knew she was about to be on her way. It had nothing to do with me. In fact, for a brief moment, sadness crept across my face. “Leaving, already?” I asked.




  “Things to do,” she said.




  “Will I see you again?”




  “Oh, you’ve been bitten. I think so.”




  “What do you mean?” I asked her.




  Cops burst into the room; gun fire began. She cocked my gun and started shooting them back out of the room. One cop got hit in the leg and dropped to the floor. He scooted back. Then his hands went up, but she didn’t shoot him again. This gave her just enough time to jump for the window. As she did, the latch caught the sleeve of her leather cat suit, ripping it slightly. Beneath was a tattoo of a black spider with a red hourglass in the middle.




  Another officer went in pursuit to the window and looked down. He turned his head and spoke into the box next to his neck. “She’s driving a black sports car...maybe a corvette of some type? Can’t see the license, wait a minute. It’s under the light. It reads D- I- E- M- E- N-S.”




  Suddenly a smile crossed my lips. I suddenly realized what name she had given me. Blackie Widow. This woman named herself after one of the most deadly spiders in the world, the black widow.




  The cop stood over me, without my shirt on, and hand cuffed. “She didn’t bite you, did she?” he asked.




  “Why?” I wondered.




  “Where?” He frantically began searching my body.




  “My shoulder,” I told him.




  He checked the red mark and sighed. “Good, she didn’t break the skin that much.”




  “She scratched me,” I admitted.




  “That’s okay, as long as she didn’t bite you hard.”




  “What? Is she deadly?” I questioned, almost laughing.




  The cop ran his hand over the wound. “The FBI’s been tracking her for over three years. She’s stolen over four million dollars worth of diamonds worldwide, hurt twenty- six men with a stun gun. There’s a rumor associated with her with those who get too close. Trust me, you don’t want to know.”




  “What?” I wanted to. “Tell me.”




  “She’s just like the spider. Every man who’s ever been bitten dies in some kind of accident later.”




  “Rumors,” I said and laughed.




  He shot at the hand cuffs and I was set free. A sick feeling came over me as I sat up.




  “Was he bit?” Another officer who rushed into the room asked me.




  “No,” I said.




  “Good,” he replied, then bent down to assist the cop holding his thigh from a bullet graze wound and bleeding over the Persian carpet.




  “You can’t be serious about this?” I asked. “She’s just a woman. The only real damage is a broken heart, right?”




  The cop smiled, but somehow that didn’t reassure me.




  Chapter 2




  “Good morning,” a voice said.




  I knew before even looking up from the security guard’s desk that he was a player. His pants were two sizes too big and his underwear was slightly showing at the rim. The voice even had a sarcastic tone. “Who are you?”




  “A private investigator who heard you had a little visit from my girl last night.”




  This got my attention, so I glanced at his face. Short and thick, he was bald and was wearing shades even though it was night. His features were perfect. In fact, he appeared more like a man out of a fashion magazine.




  “By the look of your wrist she must have had you tied up,” he said and smiled. “You are the museum security guard that let her get away last night, right?”




  Around his neck was a large silver chain that half blinded me. “What do you want?”




  “Let’s just say information.”




  “If you don’t mind, I have a ton of paperwork. I almost lost my job thanks to the robbery last night.”




  “I hear you,” he mumbled. “My name’s Martin. I won’t take up much of your time. Just want you to answer a couple of questions, that’s all.”




  I stopped writing and put down the pen. Never met a private investigator before, even considered the profession after graduating from college. I thought that was another choice until I saw the advertisement for a museum guard. “So who hired you to ask me questions?”




  “Me. That diamond ring she wears around her fourth finger is worth two hundred fifty thousand dollars. Since your museum robbery, the reward went up to two million for the diamonds to be returned to their proper owners. There is also a bounty for her for far less, but I’m not interested in her, just the diamonds.”




  “I didn’t see a giant ring on her finger.” I remembered her hands, fondly. They were small, but perfectly shaped. The nails were short but painted blood red.




  “No, ring, huh? She don’t wear it all the time, I guess. Rumor has it she puts it on right before going to bed naked.” A grin curved across his lips.




  He’s seen her. I knew by the smile, it made a pit form in my stomach. “She has quite a circle of rumors around her.”




  “You’ve been bitten.” Martin turned to walk away. “Looks like you won’t be much help to me after all.”




  I stopped him. “She stole an ancient Egyptian diamond and river stone belt worth almost a million from the storage room of our museum last night. If you find her, I want it back. Her stealing happened on my watch. My boss has been on the phone all morning with the cops.”




  “Did she break the skin?” he wanted to know.




  I pulled down my collar and showed him. Now it was a large red mark; a slight scratch was at the top.




  Martin glanced away. “Could be worse.”




  “What do you mean?”




  “You like this job?” he asked.




  “It’s a living.” I hated being alone in this stuffy place. Sitting in a museum all night with nothing to do but stare at dead people painted on the walls and ancient items got old quick. At least working retail store security there were customers to talk to.




  “Well, turns out I’m looking for a new partner. That’s how she got away last night. She might have some friends now and I could use the extra fire power. You know how to use that piece of junk?”




  He pointed to my gun which never had actually been used, only pointed. “Yes.”




  “We get back the diamonds. We split the reward money. Several million dollars for even part of the jewelry she’s stolen.”




  “Sounds like a dangerous bounty,” I said.




  “It isn’t a job for pussy-whipped white folk, but since she scared off one of my brothers and I can’t find a permanent replacement, guess you’ll do, since you know about her.”




  “You’ll pay me a salary?”




  “I hear ya. I’ll pay double what you’re making now working at this joint.”




  I looked down at the pile of papers on my desk; the thought of another night trapped in this place, bored, didn’t appeal to me. No, this job was okay if you had a wife and kid to make your life interesting at home, but I didn’t. This was all I had, and that didn’t add up to a hill of beans. Slowly, not knowing if I was making the biggest mistake of my life, I raised my hand. “We’ve got a deal, Martin. I’ll help you return the stolen diamonds by tracking the Widow.”




  He shook my hand. “I’ve only got five rules for working with me. One, I drive the car. Two, don’t touch my ride. Three, you can have sex with as many big-ass women as possible but not mine. Four, shoot everyone who has a gun pointed at you. And the most important rule, stay the hell out of my way. Got it?”




  “I hear you.” I rose from my desk.




  “You got anything to wear other than that, white boy?”




  “Don’t call me boy. And I’m actually Italian. For the record this Italian likes big-ass women too.”




  He chuckled. “Looks like we’ll get along fine then. I was right, after all. I knew you’d take this job.”




  I walked around the desk, shrugging. “Why were you so sure?”




  “You got that bitten fire in your eyes.”




  “My name’s Romeo Maroni,” I told him. “My friends call me Rome.”




  “Don’t kid yourself, Romeo. I’ve seen it before. Once bitten, and they all get that way. Some fade away completely from the thirst of her, but you, you’re going to last until you catch what bit you.”




  “What are you talking about?” I wondered, grabbing my flashlight and gym bag.




  “Obsession, it’s a dangerous thing when it comes to Blackie Widow. Believe me, I know. I’ve never been bitten, but I’ve heard. The bite grows on you until you don’t know if you hate or love her. She’s evil and like an angel all wrapped up into one. She gets under your skin and no matter how many times you try to kill the memory, she just keeps coming back. One thing is for sure when you’re dealing with a dangerous woman, you can’t forget her no matter how hard you try. Some men relish the thought of even having her again, but others, well, just the thought makes them go mad.”




  “Save the romantic advice for someone looking.”




  “A single man’s always looking.” Martin laughed. “You’re just lookin’ in the wrong neighborhood. You should try what the brothers like to flavor. Maybe I can cure you of her venom.”




  “You really think I’ll become obsessed with the Black Widow? Come on, she’s beautiful, but not my type.”




  “Who likes a nice girl? What man wants his momma in his bed?”




  “Good point.” I laughed.




  “Trust me, that girl is pleasure but can any man survive after the load comes out, if you know what I’m saying.”




  “I took this job to get back diamonds, Martin. The money, not the girl, believe me. She doesn’t interest me at all.” Even as I said it I knew it was a lie. From the way he smiled back, I could tell he didn’t believe me either.




  Chapter 3




  The second my feet hit the pavement, I spotted the unusual car parked right in front. The vehicle was long like a Caprice with no top. The dark blue paint had specks of silver which sparkled in the sunlight. Flame décor shot from one chrome bumper to the other. With a few more steps, I inspected the interior. It was a lighter shade of blue and silver. The steering wheel looked like a giant round chain and an air freshener hung from the stereo system which had more buttons than an airplane. Instead of pine shaped, the freshener was an outlined naked woman.




  “Let me guess, your ride.”




  “It’s dope. I know.” Martin jumped in without opening the door.




  I lowered my hand to the chain door handle and quickly sat down on the flamed seat cushions. “I’m not sure if I should be seen in this thing.”




  “Don’t worry. No one ever notices my car,” Martin said, sarcastically.




  With a flip of the key, the engine roared ten times louder than any other car on the road. Suddenly the back flew up and then the front.




  “Hydraulics, you cannot be serious? Shouldn’t we blend? I mean we are private investigators.”




  “It’s reverse shrink-ism. You see. The more we stand out the less likely they’ll think we’re tracking anyone.” Martin grinned. “This is my dream ride.”




  “My nightmare.” I held on to the side of the car for dear life.




  Martin laughed for a moment and then pushed a button that made the vehicle level out. He drove from the parking lot and continued down the main road. After a few streets, his head turned at a woman walking down the street. “Hey, baby,” he said and waved.




  The woman gave him a nasty look.




  “You sure are a ladies’ man,” I said, trying not to chuckle.




  “She just wasn’t in the mood. I had her twelve times last week. Now let’s forget about the finer sex and get down to business.” Martin leaned over. “Off my police scanner last night, the cops tracked a black Corvette going into this garage. Blackie parked and took another car out. That’s when the cops lost her.”




  “They get prints off the car?”




  “Nope,” he said. “They never do.”




  He drove his hot rod into a three story parking garage. It was full of vehicles of all types, a few trucks, mostly SUVs. On the second level, Martin pulled over and parked in the only empty spot.




  “This is it, the spot. CSI taped this and took pictures.”




  Sweat dripped off my forehead, so I slowly wiped it off. As I was getting out of the car my head started to spin a little. I grabbed the door. For a second I had to lean against the largest part of the flames.




  “You okay, bro?”




  “Yeah,” I said.




  “Sure? You’re looking kind of pale.”




  “I just didn’t eat anything since last night,” I explained.




  “Diabetic?”




  I nodded. “My blood sugar’s low.”




  “I’ve got some potato chips in the glove box.”




  Wondering how long they’d been in there, I shoved my hand into the compartment in front of the passenger’s seat. Sure enough, a bag of chips sat unopened. I immediately opened the bag and began to munch away. Although I began to feel stronger almost right away, something was wrong. My head was throbbing and my knees started to tremble slightly.




  Martin didn’t pay me much attention. He was scanning our surroundings. Next to us was a garbage can which obviously had been looked at by police. It was completely empty even with all this walking traffic.




  “Nothing,” Martin said.




  “What did you expect?” I asked. “It’s not like...” Then a drainage grate below my foot caught my eye. Trapped inside, just a corner of a notebook. “She left a notebook.”




  “What?” Martin stepped over and peered in. The second he saw it, he pulled off the grate and looked at the book. It was leather and completely dry because of the weeks of lack of rain. His fingers ran over the outside. “Beautiful,” he said. “The Black Widow diary.”




  He was right. The outside was in perfect condition. Black as night, the pages opened up. Whoever wrote upon these pages, wrote in sharp red pen. On the first page was a full scale map of the inside of the museum. What followed were notes of where all the cameras were placed. “One right, two doors down. Four on the second level, avoid first floor stairs”’ it read.




  “Bingo,” Martin said.




  Suddenly I felt faint and leaned back onto the car.




  “You’re not looking so good.” Martin closed the book.




  “I’m okay.” I pulled out my blood tester. The small blue prick needle rose to my finger. It hurt only for a second. After I placed a small drop of blood on the strip, it instantly revealed my sugar levels. It read 115.




  Martin said, “My momma had that sugar disease until she grew twelve humps on her back.”




  “I’m fine. Thanks for letting me know that.”




  “I’m joshing.” Martin’s eyes twinkled. “Well if it ain’t your blood, what the hell’s the matter with you?”




  “Not funny.” A pain hit me sharp in my lower region, a soreness I hadn’t noticed before. “Ouch.”




  “What?”




  “Take me to the hospital,” I said, getting back into the car. “Take me there now! It could be my appendix.”




  Martin tossed the book into the back seat, jumped into the driver’s side and sped out of the garage. I was trying not to think of the unusual feeling I had in my lower right side and my male area. A place I didn’t want to be ill. Ever.




  I noticed how well Martin drove. He was speeding past car after car, cutting trucks off left and right. Normally, I’d be scared of any driver so reckless, but this time I was very glad to have him behind the wheel. Martin must have been in many car chases as a private investigator/bounty hunter, I decided. Ones he didn’t ever lose.




  As the car pulled into the hospital’s emergency lane, my eyes were drawn to a nurse. Her hair was tied into a bun. It was odd. The bun was not on the back of her head, but like a ball on the very top. I found it intriguing why she wore her hair like an Oriental. Was she, I wondered? Then my attention went to the features on her petite little face.




  Beautiful.




  She wore red lipstick the color of a rose, her eyes lined like Cleopatra. Those crystal silver-blue eyes shot back at me. I’d never forget that face as long as I lived. This woman before me was the Black Widow all men feared.




  “Martin,” I called, but he was running away for a nurse to get me help.




  I couldn’t move well. My whole body felt sore, like I’d run a marathon and for some reason every cut that she had sliced into my back yesterday with her red nails hurt so much worse at this very moment.




  The disguised nurse leaned over me and said, “Welcome to my web.”




  Feeling the intense pain in my lower male region, I reached out to her, but my hand came hurdling back as I slowly passed out.




  Chapter 4




  In a panic my eyes flashed opened. Inside a small hospital room, I discovered that I lay in a bed covered in white sheets. Sitting next to me was Martin, holding Blackie’s diary closed on his lap. Above him was a brilliant white light and behind him a window had shades drawn shut.




  “Where is that nurse?” I asked.




  His round, tough face suddenly smiled. “Finally woke up and had to ask about the ladies, huh?”




  “Where is the nurse, the Black Widow?”




  He chuckled. “You’re even dreaming about Blackie already. She got you bad, boy. Didn’t your momma ever tell you to turn away from the wild ones? I learned that in Bible class when I was five.”




  Sitting up, I noticed that I had an IV needle taped to my arm. A line ran up to a bag sitting on a metal holder. For a second I wondered what drugs they were putting in me, but a sudden pain made me not care. “Ouch!” My hands flew to my male anatomy and I groaned in agony. In all my years with only one urinary tract infection and a pool stick hitting accidentally there, I realized neither had hurt this bad.
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