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J.T. Brannan trained as a British Army officer at Sandhurst, before deciding to pursue a writing career. A former national Karate champion, he now teaches Karate, MMA, and his own system of reality-based self-defence. He lives near Harrogate with his wife and two young children. He is the author of two high-concept thrillers, ORIGIN and EXTINCTION.
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Origin

Extinction

Destructive Thoughts (A Short Story)


Praise for J.T. Brannan:

‘A thrill a minute ride of a book’ Simon Toyne

‘Smart, sophisticated and thrilling’ Sean Christer

‘What an absorbing, rollercoaster of a read’ Elly Griffiths

‘Origin is a truly original novel, seamlessly meshing a modern high-tech chase thriller, stuffed full of guns and gadgets, with elements of ancient history to produce a book that’s both thought-provoking and relentlessly exciting’ James Becker, bestselling author of THE FIRST APOSTLE

‘Hugely authentic . . . unpredictable’ SciFiNow

‘There are shades of Dan Brown in this impressive debut novel’ Choice Magazine

‘A high-octane cross genre thriller’ Living North


Chapter 1

The man’s head exploded, smashed across the smooth concrete walkway, a look of terror still fixed on his blood-soaked features. It was a girl who had delivered the killing blow, barely twelve years old. The metal bar still hung from her little hands, slick with gore, whilst the crowd looked on in approval.

‘Brutal,’ Ben Carver pronounced as he and his family watched the news hologram that took centre stage in their living quarters. They had been following the chase through the city live for the past ten minutes.

‘He got what he deserved,’ Lily Carver said.

Ben nodded. Lily was not much older than the girl with the metal bar in front of them, who moved to one side now as the Mind Police arrived on the scene. ‘That’s true enough,’ he agreed.

‘People have to learn to control themselves,’ Elaine Carver said. Ben’s wife was always quite incredulous that citizens still had unauthorised thoughts. To her, it was close to barbarism and savagery. ‘That man simply had no business thinking things like that,’ she continued. ‘The girl did a good job with him.’

The news report faithfully replayed the dead man’s illegal thoughts, displayed across Mid New York’s network of Holovision screens for all to see. Apparently he had had the temerity to think that the Federation should pay him more for his work. Imagine! Ben shook his head. If everyone thought like that, where would they be? He was glad it had been stamped on.

When the perpetrator had seen his image flash up on the big screens, everyone’s heads turning towards him, he had done what they all did when they were found out: he had run. The chase had lasted several minutes, much better than most managed, but had ended in the same inevitable way – citizen justice, meted out violently before the Mind Police could arrive. This way, the citizenry would be rewarded by the Federation rather than punished. If those on the streets around him hadn’t dealt with him, the whole city level would have been on half-rations for the week.

‘I wonder what they’ll give us?’ Lily asked.

‘You should watch those sorts of thoughts,’ her mother chided. ‘You know where they might lead. We can never want too much, remember.’

Lily nodded her head, thinking of the instruction she’d received at school. Banned Thoughts. There were a lot of them. Anything against the government. Violent thoughts about others, outside of that expected when punishing thought-criminals. Sexual thoughts about anyone other than your wife or husband. Desiring change of any kind – within the home, at work, but especially of the system itself.

And the system was all-powerful, the Federation using Mind CaptureTM technology from PsyCorp to constantly monitor the thoughts of its citizens. A vast network of computers worked night and day analysing the data, instantly highlighting irregularities. And then – and this was the real beauty of the system, Lily’s teachers had told her more than once – these irregularities were captured and immediately displayed on the screens surrounding the perpetrator, for everyone to see, followed by a picture of the subject.

In a society where the transgressor’s home town was punished by the Federation for thought infractions, it didn’t take long for the message to become clear – citizens should discipline their own, before the Mind Police had to get involved.

Crime was now almost non-existent, workplaces were never less than one hundred per cent productive, marital discord and family strife were unheard of; society was at last fully functioning. It was perfect.

‘Citizens of Mid New York,’ came the official Federation announcement moments later, ‘each family unit will receive an extra one thousand credits this week in recognition of your efforts to keep our society perfect. Thank you.’

Ben turned to Elaine and Lily and the family hugged one another, even as the girl on the news hologram behind them continued to hover over the dead man’s body, blood dripping from her fingertips.


Chapter 2

Ben stepped off the Magnatram just three blocks away from his office. He was a mid-level manager for a large retail firm; nothing special, but nothing bad either. Like most jobs in the Federation of New American States, in fact. Like most things in new American life.

But as Ben walked down the clean concrete walkway, he didn’t consider these things, didn’t wonder about how his job compared to others. Indeed, he thought of nothing at all. Like most citizens, he had long ago been conditioned into believing it was safer that way. The years had helped; he had learnt to control his own thoughts until there were almost none left. He was an automaton, like everyone else. And like everyone else, he was ignorant of even this basic fact. But like a wild animal he was aware of the sun on his face and the breeze against his skin, and he felt good.

It didn’t matter to him in the slightest that the sunlight was not directly from the sun itself, but from an intricately engineered system of louvred mirrors. This ingenious system channelled light from the real sun, which shone only on the elite denizens of New New York, which soared high above him on the city’s next level. This was where the Federation executives lived and played, the cream of the new society. Ben had never even seen it, save for infotainment holograms about the place. Built just thirty years before, when the fruits of the Federation’s Mind Capture technology were first realised, and society had settled into its new regime, New New York was regarded as the finest city level in the New American States.

Ben had spent his entire life in Mid New York, a level that started a mere thousand feet above true ground. Its construction had begun over a hundred years ago, when crime and violence had reached fever pitch and the old city had become a war zone. It was now where most of Greater New York’s population of eighty million lived and worked, serving their masters above and living their lives in thoughtless peace and quiet. For work purposes, some were granted access to the vaunted heights of the upper level itself, and had even seen the sky and the sun with their own eyes, but Ben wasn’t jealous; it never occurred to him to be. Mid New York was quite enough for anyone, several of its own buildings reaching upwards for two hundred storeys before the next city level began.

And there were others still living in Old New York, on the original streets of the city below, cut off from the civilising influence of the Federation, forced by their own criminality and desperation to live in the slums beneath the city’s newer aspects, without even second-hand sunlight to warm them. It was unknown how many survived, or how they did so. The community there – if it even still existed – was all but forgotten.

Such a pattern was followed all across the Federation of New American States, although there were the rare cities that still existed on their original street level, and yet others that incorporated four or even five full levels. But Greater New York was the finest example, home as it was to PsyCorp, the company – now government-owned – that originally developed the Mind Capture technology.
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