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Chapter 1:

Ling tapped her feet in her diamante dance shoes and took a final look at herself in the mirror. Her long thick gleaming black hair was half tied, to keep stray strands from bothering her face, and her sharp eyes, an intense dark brown was carefully painted to give her a smoky mysterious Oriental look. Only her pointed nose and rose bud lips betrayed her English mother’s heritage that was mixed in with her Chinese father’s dark features.

She wasn’t wearing anything revealing tonight. Her top was a tight, body hugging ribbed turtleneck. It was as black as her hair, and the sleeves clung to the arm, almost long enough to cover her hands. What it did show was a slim figure with shapely round breasts. Her knee length skirt was made of the lightest chiffon that she knew would sway seductively when she danced.

Feeling satisfied with her simple yet elegant appearance, she then stepped on to the dance floor. This was a Salsa club, and despite her background, Ling’s soul belonged to the Latin world of music. Tonight though, it wasn’t just the music she wanted to dance to.

He was here, dancing with a friend in the corner of the dance floor. He hadn’t seen her yet, which was good. Ling turned to look at her rather ungainly dance partner, James. He looked completely opposite to Ling, blonde, blue eyed and very tall, he loved dancing too but didn’t have much grace. That was good for her plan.

She took James hand and squeezed past dozens of dancers to get to the centre of the floor. No one really took notice of this petite lady in black, until the live band began playing a slow sultry rumba, right on cue. Most of the dancers left the floor for a break, and then all eyes turned to Ling, for she had begun to dance.

She felt the sensuous rhythm of the drum beat enter her veins as she swayed and took each long sexual step. Her sinuous body dwarfed the presence of her dance partner and the spotlight lit her graceful and sensual movements for everyone to see. But she didn’t care about the others. Ling knew that now he was watching her, watching her every move as she moved around James like he was her prey, slowly weaving her web around him.

The song finally faded and when Ling turned around suddenly to leave the dance floor he was there in front of her.

"Can I have this dance?" His deep voice purred.
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