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Introduction

 

Well, I did it again. I jumped into a story that should have gone in one direction, but quickly twisted into another. No apologies. More of a heads up. 

 

The Dungale Bothy is very closely connected to my Reviver series, as are many, nearly all, of my dinosaur short stories. This one is a little different in that it is set in the future after many things have happened. I say many things in a vague, rather offhand way, as I haven’t written them yet. This story evolved from a short story I posted online. And if I am going to take the blame for going off on a tangent, then it’s only fair that I blame Dave for encouraging me. 

 

Dave, you know who you are. Thank you!

 

Chris 

May 2024
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1

 

It was to be a birthday to remember, and the drone wanted to help.

The drone was a new addition, something the company promised would be unobtrusive, but essential if everything was to be recorded, as per the contract Lucille Hampton had signed the day she and her son had formally been placed in the care of the ever expanding and increasingly powerful ShanuTek corporation. Luci’s service rep assured her it was the best deal she was ever going to get, and that since the advent of social media and smartphones, round-the-clock surveillance was nothing new, and certainly nothing to be worried about.

Luci, silently, did not agree.

The drone – slightly larger than a tennis ball, with a lazy aperture over its lens that could easily be mistaken for a reptile’s eye – had free rein of the ShanuTek house on the coast, phut phutting through the austere and sensor-packed rooms with what Luci described as tech farts. Hadi, her four-year-old and soon to be five son, giggled every time she said it. He couldn’t know the effort it took to make light of their incarceration, and Luci had no intention of telling him.

When he’s older, she thought. When we are free.

Freedom was not a dream, but a plan. One could hope to be free, but Luci knew that hope was not a strategy, and while there were times in her past when explosive action had made up for a lack of a plan, motherhood, and life in the ShanuTek prison, had forced her to think differently, and now she considered herself more of a plotter, quietly working on a grand plan.

It started with her morning routine, and the day of the birthday was no different.

She woke with the sun each morning, as the ShanuTek patented glass reacted to the great orb rising in the east, tempering the strength of the sun’s rays. Unlike photochromic lenses, the ShanuTek windows could be dialled up and down, allowing for more or less light to penetrate the glass. Luci had the settings as low as possible, to allow the full strength of the sun to warm her face each morning as it once did in the deserts of Libya, waking her with memories of prehistoric beasts striding through the desert, and the image of a man, Hadi’s father, the dark tones of his skin, his wispy beard, the sheen of sweat and the scratch of salt on his skin. Fahd Najjar, the Libyan panther, was still wanted by ShanuTek, and a host of agencies from a swathe of countries, but unlike Luci and his son, Fahd was free.

Luci blinked in the sun and then slipped out of bed, bending over Hadi to brush a lock of dark hair from his brow as he slept on, warmed by the sun, but resistant to its waking call. He was a late sleeper, and Luci let him sleep each morning until she was finished with her morning routine, combing the knots from her blonde hair, using the snag of the brush as a physical trigger to run through her plan as she stared into the mirror. ShanuTek assured her the mirror was not a lens, that the bathroom was a private space, her one sanctuary in the two-storey beach house. But the insistent thumping of the drone on the bathroom door – the only door inside the house – told her otherwise. And, tired of the thumps, she let it in.
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