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                        by G. L. Parry 

     When he finally summoned the courage to walk through the revolving doors in Regent Street a stone’s throw from Piccadilly Circus, finding the receptionist to be a human being--a young and very pretty one--took Sean by surprise.  Then it made sense.  Anybody rich enough to wear a Second Skin wouldn’t sit behind a desk for eight hours a day doing drudge-work like that.
     Instead of looking him dubiously up and down she inquired politely, “Can I help you, sir?”

     Sean wasn’t sure what to say.  His tongue didn’t look like it was going to be much help, and he found himself stuttering like a halfwit.  “I-I’m not quite sure.  I guess I’d like to see someone about...you know.”

     “You’re thinking of making the Change?”

     “Uh, yes.  I’ve wanted to for ages, but I never had the money.  Then a couple of years ago I won the New Year’s lottery, so now...”

     Recognition dawned.  “I thought I knew you.  You’re Sean Pritchard, right?”

     He smiled self-consciously.  “’Fraid so.”

     Amazing how everybody knew who you were once they found out you were worth 15 million Newpounds.  Even by 26th  century standards it was a lot of money--the equivalent of nearly 300 million, before the Second Revaluation.  Sean was philanthropic in a modest sense and more than generous with family and friends, but had ended up having to hire a secretary to handle his financial affairs and the sackfuls of beg-letters that arrived every week, politely asking for a slice of his fortune if he could see his way to helping them ‘just this once’.  Partly as a disguise he wore jeans and cheap sneakers in public, which helped him pass unnoticed.  But there were limits, and he was beginning to understand the isolation the famous and mega-rich surrounded themselves with.  Jealously played its part.  He had felt that way himself before the ticket-machine at his local newsagent played its cheery little tune and his life changed forever.

     “Congratulations on your win.”

     “Thanks,” he replied automatically.

     There was a brief, awkward moment.  

     “Take a seat and help yourself to the snacks and drinks,” she said, smiling mysteriously.  “Mister Chauhan welcomes most of our prospective clients.  I’ll let him know you’re here, so he can show you around and explain what we’re about.”                

