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It is fate that I’m good at this job.
Passion has nothing to do with it.

I look at him sitting at the other end
of the bar. I’m wearing one of my favorites, a slinky black number
that I knew he’d just love, and I can already see the gears turning
as he thinks about how I fit into it and how he’ll work me out of
it and…

Well, there’s some passion, too. It’s
been so long, I’ll let myself feel it this time. I’ll only be here
on Cuniculus one more night, so why not?

She said I was just the type he dreams
of, and she was right. I see him glance my way; each time our eyes
make contact, his rabbit off in some other direction, searching for
someone else to focus on. His eyes light on the pair of Nymphos
girls at the bar, as though considering whether he can handle them
by himself. He might be able to; there are things I’ve heard about
Cuniculs that make it seem likely he could. But the point is moot;
he doesn’t want them – he wants me.

You know you do, my eyes telegraph to
him. I can feel an undeniable connection with this one; I’m not
letting him get away.

The next time he looks up I let the tip
of my tongue flick past the corner of my mouth, and this time I’ve
secured a lock; he won’t be looking away from me again. I smile and
tilt my head away slightly and reel him in. He picks up his
carrot-bourbon cocktail and saunters to the empty seat next to
me.

“Is this seat taken?” he
asks.

He says it as though he hadn’t noticed
that it’s been empty ever since I first came in. I smile and shake
my head, let my straight black hair fall over one eye. I can feel
his heart quicken, see his pupils dilate. He fills the seat
quickly.

He’s so cute in the way he tries to
seem suave, and yet there’s something very appealing and – so
unmistakably virile about him. Suddenly I feel flushed, and I turn
away to keep him from seeing the color blossoming on my cheeks.
It’s been a long time since I felt this way about a male, and I’m
enjoying this far more than I intended.

I watch him nursing his drink, studying
me in the mirror behind the bar. I like that he can’t keep his eyes
off of me.

“You’re a Cesillian,
aren’t you?” he asks.

I freeze. I deliberately had a shading
job, a bluish tan tint to soften my otherwise moonlight complexion,
just to conceal my race. And yet he’s caught on so
quickly.

“What would make you
think…?” I ask, ready to go into denial, but he turns toward me and
runs his hand up my arm to my shoulder and smooths me into a
different kind of tension. His fingers slide back down to my
elbow.

“Relax, I want you to be
Cesillian,” he says. “I’ve heard interesting things about your
type.”

His fingers toy with mine, make
promises I hope he can keep.

“Don’t believe everything
you hear,” I say.

“Unless it’s from your
mouth,” he smiles. “You wouldn’t lie to me, would you –“

He’s fishing for a name. I consider a
lie, but a lie is so impersonal. And I want this to be so
personal.

“Manti,” I say.

“Manti. I like that. I’m
Gerald,” he says. “Manti.”

It gives me goose bumps to
hear him say it, as though rolling me over on his tongue. It has
been so long since I’ve felt this, my next breath comes in sharper than I
would let it if I wanted to be hard to get. I don’t want
to.

“So Manti, is it true,
what I’ve heard?”

“That depends on what
you’ve heard.”

“That you have certain
- proclivities,”
Gerald says, still rolling the words around in his mouth as though
enjoying the taste, and he has me enjoying his
enjoyment.

“I need you to kill
someone for me,” he says.

“Oh, that,” I say, and I
don’t bother to hide my disappointment. “You had me hoping we were
talking about other proclivities.”

“We could be,” he said
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