3
                                             Parry / Registered Owner /


                     Registered Owner

                              by G. L. Parry  

     “Never in my life have I observed so many people in such dire need of my special services,” Gabriel announced sorrowfully, shaking his head from side to side. 
     “For Heaven’s sake, keep your voice down,” Clinton Ravenscroft hissed.  He was worried about being overheard, but the coast was clear.  Certain he was going to regret it, he couldn’t help asking, “What do you mean, exactly?”     

     “Before we met I was confidant and ‘houseboy’ to the Solar System’s ninth-richest person,” the big cat reminded him as he padded alongside, shoulder blades pumping like pistons.  “I quickly learned how human beings new to money harbor grossly unrealistic expectations about its influence over others.  Many delude themselves into believing it renders them irresistible to members of the opposite gender, and deal very poorly with the unwelcome realisation that it does not.”

     Spoiled or not, Ravenscroft was offended to hear his fellow citizens categorized so clinically.  “These people look happy enough to me, and why shouldn’t they?” 

     “Alas, it is impossible for you to drop your mental filters and perceive fellow members of your species as they truly are.”

     Stiffly, he asked, “And that is..?” 

     Gabriel had the good manners not to wrinkle his nose at the half-naked humans swimming or sunbathing beside the pool.  “Lonely and unfulfilled, even if they cannot admit it to themselves--hence my declaration.  They ignore the possibility of true sexual adventure even when it strolls past right under their noses.”

     As in insight into Pleasure-model philosophy, Ravenscroft refused to believe it.  “What are they thinking when they look at us, then?”  

     As always, Gabriel had a ready answer.  “They see only myself accompanying a ranking member of the constabulary, with all the insecurities that stirs up even though none of them have anything to hide you or I might be professionally interested in.  That we are involved together physically is conceptually invisible to the lot of them.”

     Ravenscroft knew Gabriel possessed no interest in money or personal possessions, but if those didn’t buy happiness what was the point of being alive?  He also knew the futility of looking up who amongst those relaxing nearby owned Pleasure-models.  The companies who produced such luxury creatures operated under privacy laws the likes of which history had never seen, but even those had their limits.  Assuming it were possible for somebody to crack the quantum-encryption protecting Gabriel's own biofile, the tell-tale ‘P’ betraying his Pleasure-model pedigree would be conveniently absent.  

     His original owner, Third-Citizen Boris Zelinsky, had managed to have that telling detail illegally erased.  Gabriel was listed as a vanilla Security-type: complete and utter nonsense.  Most people registered only the potential for the latter, and acted accordingly.  Should she bother, only Zelinsky’s widow could divulge the truth.  Ravenscroft hoped she was still on Phobos, where she spent much of her time enjoying old age in her low-gravity penthouse.  Running into her would be the most awkward moment of his life.

