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AUTHOR'S NOTE

This is a work of fiction that was conceived and drafted before the tragedy in Grenfell Tower. While I did my best to ensure that this remained a work of fiction, the awful events that happened in 2017 loomed large in my consciousness. I hope the residents of Grenfell get justice soon and the government takes their plight seriously.
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11.42 p.m.

Sim stares at his laptop screen. He can’t quite believe what he’s watching. It’s definitely Mr Johnson. And him. That man. With the angry voice. Unmistakeable. Sim can’t focus on the words he’s shouting at Mr Johnson, he’s too surprised to see the man there. The blows to Mr Johnson’s face, his chest, sound painful. Sim winces. He wants to look away but he can’t.

He feels tears froth in his eyes.

He rubs at his newly shorn head and feels the bristles against his fingertips. He lets the tears come. How could that man do this to his mentor? That man from NextGen Properties was beating on Mr Johnson. Then, into frame comes another face Sim recognises. A copper. Inspector Blakemore.

Sim looks around the top deck of the bus that’s taking him back to his neighbourhood. No one is there. Not at this time of night. Sim’s head is all over the place.

This NextGen guy’s supposed to be a businessman, Sim thinks. This violence. It’s just … it’s too much.

But it proves Mr Johnson is innocent.

Sim feels an angry burn in his chest as the bus nears his stop. He ejects the USB stick containing the video files and buries it in the pocket of his long puffa coat. He stands up, steadying himself on the back of the seat in front of him. His knees feel weak.

NextGen, Sim thinks.

He steps off the bus and looks over at Firestone House, his home since the day he was born. He hears the low murmur of people across the road. He nods when he sees it’s CJ and one of his guys. Sim walks towards Firestone House, unsteady, trying to process what he’s just seen. The video. He was surprised enough to hear from the sender, but never in a million years did he expect this. What does it mean? And how did the sender come across it in the first place?

And what in god’s name should he do next? He has to confront Patterson, surely. Give the man an opportunity to come clean before he’s exposed. Get Mr Johnson free.

Sim approaches the entrance to his tower block, looks up the fourteen floors to the top and blows a kiss, like he always does when he comes home.

‘You’re late,’ he hears.

He spots Taran, in the shadows, leaning against a wall. She smiles and readjusts the cap on her head. She walks up to him, arms outstretched for a hug.

Sim accepts the hug, linking his fingers around Taran’s back. As she rests her cheek on his chest, he stares at the ground over her shoulder, unsure what to do now, knowing that what he has just seen on the screen of his laptop is going to change everything.
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