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                            by G. L. Parry

     By the time Rick’s autocab drew up outside his favourite watering hole it was sheeting down so heavily the far side of the street was almost invisible.  Only the nightclub’s red-and-yellow anthropomorphic logo shone forth valiantly, casting shimmering neon patterns through the unseasonal summer deluge.  He waved his card to pay the charge, pulled his jacket over his head and splashed through leaping puddles as he ran for shelter on the sidewalk.  

     In a sign of the times the goon stationed at the door was a black panther--a real one, too, not some poser on a nostalgia trip about the organization founded by Bobby Seale way back in 1960’s America.  Below sloping shoulders his biceps bulged like a weightlifter’s and a pair of tight riding pants displayed his corded thighs to prominent advantage.  He was wearing a T-shirt bearing a parody of Michelangelo’s iconic image of God reaching out to touch Adam, only Adam was now a reclining leopard instead of a man.  He was only outside the club a few nights a week, but Rick wasn’t surprised to see him.  Four-legged Superpets had served in parallel roles throughout history, harkening back to the early days on pre-Expansion Earth when gene-crafted dogs and cats with enhanced intelligence and longer lifespans were first created.  Assistants, Nurturers, and Pleasure-models established themselves as the commonest types, in addition to the less genetically interfered-with Security types favoured by the military.  

     The bouncer was taller than most of the humans shivering in line, where a canvas awning over the entrance provided limited protection from the elements.  Seemingly unbothered by the foul weather he looked Rick up and down, pupils flashing green as they caught some passing headlights.  Recognizing a regular, he stood aside to make way.  Rick nodded gratefully and dived through the proffered opening into the warmth and noise of the trendiest bar in the entire colony of New Earth: Tawnie’s.  

