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JimmyGoggle

@JimmyGoggle don’t you have anything better to do?

@JimmyGoggle, u probably live w ur mum

Keep it up @JimmyGoggle! Our community needs you

@JimmyGoggle go to hell.

@JimmyGoggle for Prime Minister!

@JimmyGoggle, mate, if I ever see you, it’s on sight…

Take a deep breath, JimmyGoggle. 

Jaden shut his eyes, letting the chaos of London seep into him. The screech of brakes, the low electric hum of black cabs, and the chatter of countless accents collided in the air. The city’s cold, sharp air carried with it a cocktail of coffee, stale sweat, and the ever-present stench of rubbish left to rot in forgotten alleyways.

He opened his eyes. The city’s sights assaulted him: blinking traffic lights, crowds surging like tides, and the gaudy, shifting colors of billboards on Oxford Street, a modern-day parting of the electronic Red Sea. Above it all, cameras perched on ancient lampposts like silent sentinels, watching but powerless against the real rot hidden in the city’s shadows.

London didn’t inspire fear anymore, not like in the old days. And certainly not like other places, where secret police and midnight knocks were the real deterrent. Here, there were just machines -unfeeling, predictable, and easily evaded. The city was a stage where its true horrors played out just beyond the reach of the cameras’ glassy gaze.

Jaden grinned, the cold air filling his lungs with purpose. Here, in this chaos, he was king.

Jaden stood tall on his electric scooter, twisting the throttle, feeling the motor’s hum through his feet, a quiet, electric thrill that shot straight to his bones. The tiny wheels, a joke to some, skimmed effortlessly over the uneven pavement, and he wove through the human tide with a confidence that bordered on arrogance. The cold air bit at his face, bringing moments of clarity and joy as he eavesdropped on snatches of conversation - banal chatter that made him feel all the more superior.

Here he was, a knight riding tall on his trusty electric steed. Here, he was untouchable. 

Turning a corner, he dismounted, now weaving by foot between tourists and commuters, dodging the street hustlers with practiced ease. Out of the corner of his eye, he spotted a woman’s hand, deftly slipping into a tourist’s bag, fishing for something valuable. He smirked as he passed. No time for that today. He was a man of fame now, and celebrity matters awaited. A king needn’t dirty his hands with every small injustice.

At the pavement’s edge, Jaden mounted his scooter once more, a quick flick of his heel and a pull of the lever sending it surging forward. He imagined the startled expressions of the local commuters in their drab suits and sensible shoes as he whizzed past, wondering to themselves: “Isn’t that…?” “Did you see him?”

Back on the street, he swerved past a black cab that screeched to a halt, narrowly missing the pedestrian in his way. Jaden glanced back at the cabbie, clearly oblivious to the near miss. Anger flared in his chest, hot and irrational. No. Not today. He tamped it down, tapped his goggles, reminding himself that there would be time later to upload the video, time to exact a different kind of revenge. For now, he had more important tasks at hand.

The commuter he almost ran into shouted something at him, words lost in the city’s din, but the venom in the tone was unmistakable. Jaden smirked, cycling through possibilities in his mind. Perhaps he’d been recognised again. The frequency of such encounters had increased, and why not? He was, after all, a figure of growing notoriety. But no matter - there were places to be, people to meet. He pressed the accelerator harder, guiding the scooter into a lazy figure-eight in the bike lane, just enough to catch a few eyes. As he passed a group of Japanese tourists, cameras pointed at a Selfridges window display, Jaden slowed, tipping an imaginary bowler hat in mock respect. But the gesture threw off his balance, and for a brief, horrifying moment, the scooter wobbled. He righted himself just in time, swerving to avoid a mother with a pram, his heart pounding as he jumped the curb and narrowly missed a group of teenagers.

Then, without warning, he heard a shout and felt a force against his side, and the ground yanked him down with brutal force. His hands scraped against the pavement, the pain immediate and sharp. He lay there, dazed, knees soaking in a shallow puddle, mind racing. Had he hit the curb too hard? No, impossible. The tires were made to withstand worse. Someone must have pushed him. Humiliation and rage flared up as he scrambled to his feet, turning back to the crowd, his heart hammering against his ribs.

One of the teenagers stood grinning among his friends, his smug face plastered with a sense of self-satisfaction that sent Jaden reeling. 

“Fucking blip,” the boy spat at him. 

Jaden tapped his goggles. Images appeared in his vision, which cycled backwards a few moments. He made a motion to stop the reversal and paused, then tapped his goggles to see the frames that followed. 

Gotcha, blagger. 

Satisfied, Jaden matched the boy’s grin with one of his own. “What you just did,” he called out, his voice laced with a sickly-sweet delight, “constitutes assault, endangering a road user, and a public order offence. You then followed that with a hate crime. It’s all on video, and I’ve no choice but to report you.”

The boy scoffed, “You must be joking.”

Jaden remained calm, staring stoically at the boy as he removed the video feed from his view with a few practiced gestures. 

“It will most likely constitute a sizeable fine, if not worse, son.”

“Go on then. It’s you who should be fined. You almost hit us, mate,” the boy said, his tone thick with the callousness and arrogance of youth. 

Jaden tapped his goggles again. “This is being reported to the police, and as we speak, this video is streaming live. The Met might even be watching, so I’d suggest you mind your manners.”

The boy’s bravado faltered. His friend, a shorter lad with a mop of ginger curls, whispered urgently in his ear. Jaden caught the name “JimmyGoggle” on his lips. 

That’s right, lad. Time to show some respect.

His friend still whispering in his ear, the boy’s cocky exterior crumbled, replaced by the fear of a schoolboy facing the headmaster. 

“Please,” he said, stepping forward, hands outstretched, “please don’t do this. I thought you were gonna hit us, just wanted to get you out of the way.” 

Jaden cautioned with an outstretched arm. “I’ll have to ask you not to come any closer.”

The boy stopped in his tracks, clearly confused. Jaden had him right where he wanted him. The expression on the kid’s face was epic. 

“You’re clearly angered and I’m now feeling threatened,” he continued, pointing to his goggles, “and this is all live-streamed, remember? Best not do something you’ll regret later.”

The boy hesitated, his arrogance drained, replaced by the awkwardness of a child uncertain of what to do next. “I’m not doing anything,” he muttered, stepping back.

Jaden surveyed the crowd, noting the growing interest from onlookers. Some of the other teenagers looked on, clearly growing unnerved. For a moment, he considered just walking away, letting the encounter pass. But no, this was too rich an opportunity to let slip through his fingers. The power, the control - he could feel it coursing through him. He shrugged, a deliberate, almost theatrical gesture, and offered the boy his most condescending smile. “I’m still going to report this,” he said, his words dripping with self-satisfaction. “The evidence in court will clearly prove your wrongdoing. Let this be a lesson for you,” he pointed to the others around him, “and your friends.”

The boy stood there, dumbstruck, his face frozen in disbelief. Something about the way his jaw hung open, as if trying to catch flies, ignited a spark of fury in Jaden. It wasn’t just the boy’s vacant expression, though that certainly grated on him. It was the entire package: the cut of his clothes, the effortless ease in his stance, the unmistakable portrait of privilege that shone on him like a cheap photo filter. Privilege that the boy had inherited by mere chance, without lifting a finger. Privilege that Jaden had never known, had to earn, inch by bloody inch.

Jaden felt a hot, bitter rage flare up inside him, something primal. Who was this kid but a lucky draw in the ovarian lottery, basking in the comforts of a gilded upbringing? The thought churned his stomach, filled his chest with a seething annoyance he could no longer suppress.

Without thinking, driven by an impulse he couldn’t quite name, Jaden yanked off his goggles, fixing the boy with a stare that could burn through steel. He leaned in just a fraction, his lips curling into a smirk before offering the boy a final, exaggerated wink. The effect was immediate and satisfying. The boy’s composure shattered, his smug veneer dissolving into something closer to fear, or at the very least, uncertainty. But while the boy faltered, his friends did not. 

“Fucking wanker!” one of his mates exploded, his voice cracking with raw rage. 

“Don’t you have anything else better to do you fucking sad, pathetic little man!” another yelled. 

Soon, a chorus of angry voices swelled around Jaden, echoing in his ears as he calmly strapped his goggles back on. The jeers and insults washed over him, insignificant, like the buzz of distant flies. Who were they to challenge a king? He turned, unpeturbed, and retrieved his scooter from the wet pavement. Fortunately, for them, it was unharmed. 

He straightened up, looking back at the group with a smirk still playing on his lips. “Have a great day, chaps,” he called out before pushing off his scooter, gliding smoothly away from the scene, leaving the chaos of anger behind him. 

Back at his apartment, Jaden settled onto his couch, the glow from the marble-chromed fireplace casting a comforting view from across the room. The room itself was a shrine to his success - expensive trinkets and paintings adorned every corner, a mural of abstract art stretching to his left, and a chandelier of white crystal sparkling overhead. He glanced at the ornate wall clock hanging above an oversized digital print of Napoleon Crossing the Alps. 

“A Pushy Pedestrian.”

No, too subtle. He needed something more exciting to attract eyeballs. 

“Pushy Poshboy Pulled a Push & Learned His Lesson.”

Better, but still not there. He needed something with a bit more punch, something that would tap into the collective irritation of his viewership. 

“Pushy Poshboy and His Venomous Friends Learn Their Lesson.”

That was it. Perfect. Viewers loved a bit of posh-baiting, and those videos always sparked the most commentary and debate among his loyal audience. More comments meant more engagement, and more engagement meant more money, straight into JimmyGoggle’s account. Jaden finalised the video by adding an appropriately grandiose soundtrack - the theme from Lord of the Rings. Copyright issues? Who cares? Worst case, they’d send a cease and desist or take the video down. It was a risk worth taking.

“Big interview soon. Need any help, Jaden?”

He turned to see Ava standing in the doorway. She leaned casually against the frame, the way she always did, her figure illuminated by the warm glow of the room. She was breathtaking, her voluptuous form accentuated by a sheer, gauzy dress that clung to her curves. The fabric shimmered faintly with each movement, revealing just enough to tantalize. Her long legs were bare, and the neckline dipped daringly, framing her features in a way that made his breath hitch.

“Hey, yes,” he straightened in his chair at the sight of her and checked the clock again. Indeed, he still had a little time to prepare for the interview. “Can you get me my notes?”

“Anything for you darling,” Ava retorted with a playful airkiss.

She handed him a notebook and he scanned through the key statistics he needed for the call. Journalists loved stats - they were the bread and butter of any good interview – and a good statistic could make for very good headlines. Satisfied that he was well-armed with data, he put the notebook away and leant back. Ava, seeming to notice he was preparing for the incoming call, kissed him goodbye and exited to the kitchen. He watched her go, admired her form as she passed his kitchen’s gleaming marble countertops, which created a soft glow from brand new state-of-the-art silver chrome gadgets neatly arranged atop them.

Right on the hour, a call came through. Jaden took a measured breath, waving his hands in a slow deliberate circle to activate its connection. The painting of Napoleon slid down in silence, revealing a large screen behind it. The image of a woman, slightly pixelated, flickered to life, her portrait framed by the banal trappings of a home office. She was using a laptop. How quaint. The fuzzy image grated on his eyes, a reminder of the old technology he had long since abandoned. 

“Hello,” the interviewer began, her crisp voice cutting through the faint buzz of her pixelated image.

“Hi there.” He replied smoothly.

“I’m Samira,” she said. “This first part is off-the-record. We’ll begin shortly. Shall I refer to you as JimmyGoggle, or would you prefer your first name?” 

Nice try, Samira.

“JimmyGoggle would be just fine,” he said. He allowed a touch of warmth to colour his presentation, knowing full well that under new data privacy laws, his personal identity was as guarded as the Crown Jewels – unless of course he chose to reveal it, and even then, his consent would need to be proven, beyond a shadow of doubt, to be freely given, without trickery or malice. 

If Samira was disappointed, she didn’t show it. She smiled politely. “So happy to have you with us at the Telegraph. Thanks for making the time.”

“It’s my pleasure, Samira,” he replied, exuding confidence. “I’m excited to be here.”

“Great. Your audio and video are coming through perfectly.” She glanced at her notes. “Here’s how it’ll work: we’ll record this for tomorrow’s podcast, and we’re also considering it for the digital print edition. There’s even a chance it might make one of our broadcast segments.”

Jaden nodded, his eyes drifting to the window by the fireplace, where the bright blue sky and sunshine brimmed with the promise of success. They’ll air it, he thought, smugly. JimmyGoggle brings ratings.

“Also,” Samira continued, “don’t worry if you make any mistakes. We’ll send you the transcript to make any necessary edits. We’ll then use your digital voice and appearance to adjust the final program. Shall we get started?” 

“I’m ready when you are!”

Samira repositioned herself, clicking a few keys on her keyboard, her demeanour shifting in an instant. The woman before him was gone, replaced by the polished, practiced persona of a full-on presenter. It was as if she now donned an invisible mask, her transformation swift and unsettling. 

“Good morning. Today, we’re speaking with JimmyGoggle, a London man known for filming antisocial behaviour and reporting it to the police. Using VR goggles, he has caught over a thousand crimes across London, and his videos, posted onto his hugely popular Twink video channel, have led to significant fines and some jail sentences. His work has led to hundreds of convictions, making him a divisive figure: some see him as a vigilante hero; others as a meddling pariah. His detractors are so numerous, in fact, that he recently ranked first in a poll of the most hated person in Britain.” A deliberate pause. “JimmyGoggle, thanks for coming on our programme.”

Jaden flashed a well-rehearsed smile, the kind that didn’t quite reach the eyes. “Thanks for having me, Samira.”

“Lets start with the obvious, what does it feel like to be named ‘the most hated person in Britain’?” 

Jaden chuckled softly, feigning good humor. “Well, Samira, it’s a badge of honor, really. If enforcing decency and order makes me hated, I’d say I’m doing something right.”

Samira’s eyes flicked to her notes. “You’ve posted over 1,500 videos, with a reported 90% conviction rate. Impressive numbers. But your critics say you’re nothing more than a voyeur,” Samira said, leaning forward. “You film people’s worst moments and call it justice. How do you respond to that?”

Jaden nodded slowly, feigning a thoughtful expression. He had expected this line of questioning and was prepared with the answer. “I read that commentary almost daily in my video feed and I’m very well aware of that point of view. The law is the law. Whether it’s littering or hate speech, these actions degrade our society. My goal is simple: accountability. I don’t make the laws; I just help enforce them. Our country’s social laws were enacted for a reason: to restore order to Britain following the devastating riots that took place over five years ago.”

Jaden’s smile hardened as he continued. “Public spaces aren’t private. If someone breaks the law where everyone can see, that’s not an invasion—it’s accountability.”

Samira’s tone shifted, a subtle edge creeping in. “Let’s look at one of your most popular videos.”

She clicked her keyboard, and the feed on his screen shifted to a video titled Thwarted Beer Putsch, posted by the JimmyGoggle account. In the video, Jaden’s point of view showed him approaching a group of middle-aged patrons standing outside a pub. A heavy-set man was standing, loudly shouting an expletive-laced speech, mostly directed at foreigners, as his friends nodded along. The video cut just before Jaden had confronted the group. 

“This was a private conversation. Where is the anti-social element here that required this gentleman to be fined so heavily?” Samira challenged.

“That man was convicted under the Public Order Act. The courts determined his words weren’t free speech—they were incitement. I simply provided the evidence.”

Samira’s eyes narrowed. “Yes, JimmyGoggle, but how is a debate, amongst friends, in a pub, inciting violence and social disorder? You must see this as a bit over-the-top, no?”

Jaden smiled. “This wasn’t a debate amongst friends. It was a hate speech, conducted by a vile orator who hates immigrants. I’d like to ask my haters one question: if they could go back in time and stop Hitler, when he was rising in the ranks within the beer halls of Munich, would they do so?”

Samira’s eyebrows shot up. “It says here this man was a scaffolder from Brighton. You seriously don’t believe you thwarted a real threat?”

Jaden shrugged. “As I said, I don’t make the laws. I simply report what is clearly illegal and anti-social. It is up to the courts to make that determination, and they did.”

“Let’s move on.” Samira continued. “Your detractors claim that most of these transgressions are minor in nature – that they include littering, noise violations, drivers glancing at their mobile phones in standstill traffic. I mean, those are very minor issues Jimmy.”

Jaden kept his silence, allowing her to finish. He knew better than interrupt – it would only make him appear defensive. 

Samira pressed on. “You’ve posted several videos online where people have simply dropped rubbish on the ground, and these have resulted in fines for many who are already struggling with London’s soaring cost of living.”

Jaden brought his palms together calmly, as he wrestled with the truth he seldom allowed himself to acknowledge - that these videos were salacious, designed to shock and provoke. They brought in eyeballs, and eyeballs meant more money - money he wasn’t willing to sacrifice, not for a shred of moral doubt. 

“We must bring things into perspective.” he began. “When confronted, many of these perpetrators refused to pick up their transgression. The fine for littering in London starts at £300, and if they had simply picked up their rubbish, the fine would likely have been waived. Statistics also show that litter is dangerous for children and pets. Rubbish brings vermin, which bring diseases and allow dangerous viruses to flourish. It is a matter of safety.”

Samira wasn’t convinced. The debate continued, her questions probing at the carefully constructed facade Jaden had built. As he answered, Jaden could almost hear the chime of cash registers in the background, the sound of every click, every view, translating into revenue. He knew his words were a smokescreen, a way to dress up what he did in the noble language of public service. But as long as it kept the money flowing, he’d keep saying it, again and again, until everyone believed it - maybe even himself.

Samira shifted gears. 

“And you aren’t worried about getting sued?”

“No, not at all. You are legally allowed to film anyone, anywhere, if they commit a crime. So, from that perspective, I am fully on the side of the law.”

Samira scrunched her face. “So, no lawsuits then?”

“Oh, there have been lawsuits.” Jaden responded, his thoughts going to so many filings that he had to get a solicitor on retainer to handle them. “Though none of them successful.”

“You are recognisable. Aren’t you concerned for your safety?”

Jaden’s smile faltered for just a fraction of a second, then returned, sharper and more resolved. “Of course. I have been verbally and physically assaulted on a number of occasions. My goggles stream in real-time, ensuring that any attack on me is immediately documented.”

Samira wasn’t satisfied. She pressed on, her voice laced with urgency. “I understand that you will catch the criminals in the act, but aren’t you worried about serious injury? Some of what you do elicits real, visceral anger.”

“Of course I am,” he admitted. “But if they want to make me a martyr, so be it.”

“Martyr?” Samira echoed, raising an eyebrow. “You sound like a vigilante.”

Jaden smiled thinly. “I prefer the term ‘citizen advocate.’”

Another deliberate pause. “JimmyGoggle. Let’s address the real issue here. Why do you do it?”

The question hung in the air, deceptively simple, yet heavy with implication. Jaden’s smile remained fixed, but inside, a defence mechanism kicked in, a wall hastily constructed. This was the moment when the façade could crack, exposing him as a Wizard of Oz Figure - just a man hiding behind the curtain. He had to keep it simple, keep it controlled.

“Because someone has to.” he replied, his voice steady. He let his words hang as a final statement.

Samira clasped her hands together, a gesture that signalled the end of the interview.

“Well, your followers are certainly glad you’re doing it. Thank you, JimmyGoggle, for taking the time to be with us today.”

“Thank you for having me, Samira,” Jaden replied, relieved.

And with just a touch of a button, the mask was gone, reverting to her pre-presentation self. The shift was subtle but noticeable, the polished veneer of the presenter falling away.

“Seriously, thank you for that. It was great,” she added, her tone even more sincere now. “Sorry for some of the harder-edged questions. We need to remain impartial, but I wanted to personally thank you for what you’re doing. My brother was assaulted in the riots, so anything to stop that from happening again is a blessing.”

Jaden’s guard wavered, just for a moment. “It’s sincerely my pleasure, Samira, and I’m sorry to hear about your brother. Is he okay?”

Samira sighed. “He was cut and bruised pretty badly. Thankfully, nothing permanent.”

“Well, I’m pleased it wasn’t permanent,” Jaden replied. 

“Oh, one more question,” Samira said, almost as an afterthought. “Off the record, of course, as we can’t include any product placement, especially given your notoriety. But I am curious about your goggles. Can you tell me a little more about them?”

Jaden paused, considering. There was no harm in giving her the basics. 

“These goggles,” he began, his tone carefully neutral, “are the latest version of the Byrell X Vista Spectral Pro line. They record in real time, with a direct feed to my secure server. High-definition, night vision, VR/AR - the works. They even contain Sonar Immersion to allow that the tech to anticipate my action. They’re designed to capture everything, leaving nothing to chance.”

“I’m not a techie so excuse the simple question. You don’t actually have an external camera fixated on you, do you?”

“No external camera, Samira,” Jaden said. “These goggles project a view of me. It’s truly amazing technology that perfectly re-creates my surroundings, showing them to me and to anyone I’m on a virtual call with.”

Samira’s eyes widened. “It’s really incredible! It’s almost as if there’s a high-definition camera positioned just a few feet away from you.”

Jaden smiled, pleased by her reaction. “Yeah, it’s pretty cool. I never leave home with them.”

“To think this is all happening without a single camera pointing at you - just the goggles.” Samira shook her head, clearly impressed. “It’s mind-blowing technology. Thank you,” she said softly, her professional demeanour slipping back into place. “I appreciate you sharing that.”

Jaden smiled again, this time a bit more genuine, though still guarded. “Of course. Take care, Samira.”

“And you. Stay safe.”

The call ended with a soft chime, and the painting of Napoleon slid silently back into place. Jaden leaned back in his chair, the faint smile on his lips betraying his satisfaction. He had handled the interview well, perhaps even better than expected. His confidence swelled as he considered the likely response—more views, more followers, more vindication. A crusader against the ills of society – preventing the decay of a nation. 

A soft, melodic voice broke his thoughts. 

“You were amazing, Jaden.”

Ava had returned to the living room and sat down near him enough to touch. She looked different now - her thick hair cascading like a dark waterfall, framed her flawless face. Her lips parted in a flirtatious smile, perfectly formed dimples appearing as she leaned closer.

“I’m so proud of you,” she purred, her voice low and honeyed. “You handled that journalist perfectly. Not too defensive, not too smug - just the right amount of charm.”

He smiled back, but didn’t respond.

“I can help arrange another interview.”

Jaden shook his head. “Not now, Ava.”

A yawn erupted from his lips and he stretched his arms, feeling the soft pain of aching muscles underneath. 

He sensed Ava looking at him intently. 

“What is it?” he asked. 

There was something in her expression he hadn’t seen before.

“Just be careful, okay?”

His brow furrowed. “What do you mean?” 

Her perfect voice had faltered, revealing a flicker in her image that Jaden didn’t care to see. “Just make sure you don’t lose sight of what you think is right.”

Suddenly, he didn’t want her to be there. He wanted to be alone. 

“I’m sorry - I’m hungry. I need to go.”

She straightened, smoothing her dress, and stood, walking towards the doorway. “Of course. I’ll let you get some food,” she said, flashing him one last glance before disappearing from view. “Just be careful.”

Jaden sighed, removing his goggles and rubbing the faint indentations they had left on his face. But as he blinked at his surroundings, the warmth drained from the scene. The soft glow of the room dimmed, replaced by the dull gray of reality. The gleaming marble floors vanished, leaving scuffed laminate. The ornate fireplace became a battered radiator. And Ava - her sultry voice, her flirtatious smile, her alluring presence - was gone.

The doorway was empty, as it always was.

Jaden stared at the faded wallpaper peeling slightly at the edges, his chest tightening. His apartment, dimly lit and sparsely furnished, huddled before him, small and bare. The only sound was the faint hum of the refrigerator, its door hanging slightly ajar. The loneliness pressed in, heavy and undeniable.

Ava had never been there. Not in reality.

He looked down at the goggles in his hands, the sleek chrome reflecting his own tired face. With a shaky breath, he set them aside, glancing once more at the empty room. For a moment, he hesitated, as if waiting for her to appear again. 

He looked around his room, the illusion fading with every passing second. The vibrant light that had streamed in from the window was replaced by the murky gloom of thick clouds casting deep, elongated shadows. It was a stark contrast to the opulence he had just been surrounded by. There was no marble-chromed fireplace, no ornate wall clock. The painting of Napoleon, along with the other trinkets and toys he had so vividly witnessed, had all vanished. The room, stripped of its grandeur, was bare; plain walls, minimalist furniture, and a sense of emptiness that matched the growing void within him.

Jaden sighed, the weight of his reality - middle-aged, single, and lonely - settling back onto his shoulders like a familiar burden. JimmyGoggle and his kingdom, with all their grandeur, faded along with the visions conjured by the Spectral Pros. He knew where to find that world again: the comfort, the prestige, the life he presented to his followers. It all rested within those goggles, waiting for him to slip back into the illusion, to surround himself with the trappings of a life that existed only in pixels and light.

But for now, he remained in the dim silence of his real surroundings, the echoes of the interview still reverberating in his mind. The glamour, the power, the carefully constructed persona - those belonged to JimmyGoggle. Unfortunately, Jaden was left with the cold truth that he had a shift at the hospital to make. The JimmyGoggle persona didn’t fully pay the bills. Perhaps it would in the future, but for now, he was resigned to return to his work as a receptionist at the local hospital.

But first - dinner. He walked into his sparse kitchen, passing the sink, which was mildewed and dirty, with soiled coffee mugs strewn about the basin. He bent over to open his mini fridge, the hinges creaking slightly. Inside, he found a half-eaten burger, a stale packet of crisps, and a can of cola. A feast for a king, indeed, he thought bitterly, straightening up with a resigned sigh.

He knew he could slip on the goggles and escape back into the world of JimmyGoggle – among the grandeur and Ava - but for now, this was his reality; a reality that, no matter how much he tried to escape it, would always be waiting for him when the goggles came off.

The next day, Jaden awoke midmorning, rubbing the sleep from his eyes. Outside, the sky hung heavy with a murky grey, draping London in its usual damp gloom.

The memory of last night’s dream clung to him, sour and heavy in his belly, like the greasy remnants of a bad takeaway devoured too late at night. The same dream he had dreamt for years now. The dream was always the same, a relentless reel of terror playing in his mind, unspooling with cruel precision. The sounds of his father’s cries as his shop was set ablaze, the flames licking at the shelves, turning the life’s work of an honest man into nothing but ash. The jeers from the crowd were louder, though, piercing through the roar of the fire - voices, venomous and full of hate, telling his father to go back where he came from. Slurs spat like curses, insults hurled like stones, as Jaden’s father watched his world burn, his heart breaking in the orange glow of destruction. It was the first and last time Jaden saw his father cry. He had promised himself then and there, standing on the cracked pavement, that he would never shed a tear, not for anything. Not for anyone. Especially not them. Not ever. 

And Jaden had kept that promise. Even when he stood by his father’s coffin just months later, his heart as heavy as the earth that would soon cover the old man’s body, Jaden remained dry-eyed and hard as stone. His father hadn’t killed himself, not really. It was them - the ones who had torched his shop, torched his hope, the ones who had stolen his dignity, leaving him a hollowed-out husk of a man. They had driven him to the edge, and then over it, with their hatred, their fear, their poisonous jeers. They had made him feel like an outsider, an alien, a blip, as if he had no right to be here, no right to breathe the same air. They had killed his father, and Jaden knew deep in his bones that they would have to pay for what they had done. After centuries of thinking they ruled the world, they needed to learn what it meant to be afraid. They needed to be reminded of their place.

He reached over and unhooked his goggles from their charging station, the cool polymer familiar in his hands. The Byrell X logo gleamed on its chrome surface as he slid them on. Instantly, the dim, cluttered room around him transformed. The walls receded, making way for a grand master bedroom bathed in sunlight. The morning glow pierced the grey, flooding the space with warmth. Birds chirped somewhere in the distance.

“Good morning handsome,” Ava purred beside him. “How’d you sleep?”

“Not great,” he admitted. 

“Oh no,” she said, leaning in to stroke his forehead. Even though he knew she wasn’t real, the touch felt almost tangible, her fingers threading gently through his hair. “Another bad dream?”

He nodded. “Don’t want to talk about it.” 

“Well,” Ava said brightly, “shall we check The Telegraph to see if they’ve posted your interview?”

Her excitement was infectious as she leapt out of bed, clapping her hands. “Let’s see!”

“Search for ‘JimmyGoggle,’” Jaden commanded, and a virtual display appeared, hovering mid-air. The screen filled with a list of articles, and his eyes narrowed as he found what he wanted. With a sharp motion, he selected it. A few thousand views already. A small smile crept across his face as he replayed his performance. 

“Oh Jaden this is amazing,” Ava said. “I’ve shared it across all our social media channels—it’s already gaining attention. My friends think it might even make the digital news stream!”

A dark satisfaction spread through him. Ava’s network was vast - worth every penny of her exorbitant subscription fee. If her “friends” were sharing the interview, the momentum could snowball into something far bigger. It could be triumphant for JimmyGoggle.

“Thank you, Ava,” Jaden said, turning to her with an awkward virtual hug. She meant everything to him, even if he knew, deep down, she was just pixels on the glass edge of his goggles. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“You’re the one doing all the hard work,” she said with a wink, blowing him a playful air kiss. She glitched again and her expression changed to that of concern. “Just make sure you don’t go too far.”

Sometime later, he was back on his scooter. The morning haze had given way to a clearer sky, and the lunch hour was fast approaching. Jaden had time to kill and a purpose to fulfil. His destination: Piccadilly, and more specifically, Leicester Square - a regular haunt of his, where the chaotic swirl of life offered him exactly what he needed.

The streets around Leicester Square were perfect for hunting. Narrow lanes, pedestrian areas, and crowded pavements were rife with antisocial behavior. At first, he had patrolled at night, prowling through the dimly lit streets. But darkness lent a sinister air to his recordings, making him seem more like a predator than a concerned citizen capturing evidence.

Daylight, he’d learned, was his ally. Crimes committed under the sun’s harsh glare were harder to dismiss, their clarity undeniable. Judges were less forgiving of hate speech and antisocial acts caught in broad daylight. And so, Jaden had adapted, becoming a daytime crusader.

As he sped toward Leicester Square, his heart thrummed with anticipation. The hunt was on. Something ugly and raw awaited him there, just beneath the surface of the everyday hustle. And he would be there to capture it, expose it, and ensure that those responsible paid the price.

An hour later, his feet ached, and frustration gnawed at him. His efforts had yielded little: a minor infraction, barely worth the bandwidth. A woman had mistakenly driven down a one-way street and parked illegally. He’d filmed the entire incident: her nervous glances, her fumbling apology as he confronted her with his practiced authority. She’d been near tears, and for once, he felt no righteous fury. She seemed genuinely sorry. The video wouldn’t stir the outrage he sought, but if the day turned up nothing else, he’d post it - pitiful as it was.

But then something caught his eye. A flash of movement at the edge of his vision, and he spotted them. He turned his head slightly, careful not to be too obvious. A group of young men, likely in their thirties, loitering at the corner of the street. They wore the unmistakable uniforms of trouble. One wore a shirt emblazoned with a cryptic symbol tied to a fringe far-right nationalist groups that had yet to be outlawed. Others sported shaven heads, their hardened faces marked with quiet disdain. 

Jaden’s pulse quickened. This was what he had been waiting for - this was his sweet spot, his goldmine. Actual, bona fide racists. He felt the rush of vindication building, the thrill of capturing what his audience craved. 

A gleam twinkled in his eye, hidden beneath the shadow of his goggles, as he approached them with caution. His heart pounded in his chest with excitement. This was the kind of footage that could make a difference, that could expose the rot at the heart of the city. He made a subtle motion with his hand, and the Spectral Vision Pro amplified the sound of their voices, tuning out the background noise until all he could hear was their low, guttural tones.

Jaden drew closer, his video streaming second by second, every muscle tense with anticipation. This was it - his moment of justice. 

He was within a few feet of them, when suddenly, everything went black. 

The world vanished into an abyss - a thick, impenetrable darkness swallowing him whole. Panic surged through him as he clawed at his face, fingers trembling as they patted his goggles. They were still there, still perched on his nose, yet nothing reached his eyes. Just black, all around him, as if the world had been snuffed out. 

For a terrifying moment, he thought he had gone blind. Desperately, he ripped off the goggles, and the world rushed back into focus, still crowded, still loud, but no longer bathed in the artificial clarity his goggles provided. The sounds around him continued, the hum of the city, the distant chatter of pedestrians, but the amplified voices of the nationalists were gone. 

He glanced around, disoriented. People were looking down at their devices, confusion on their faces. A man beside him had pulled out his earphones, staring at them as if they had suddenly betrayed him. Nearby, a car’s horn blared. Jaden noticed a row of vehicles, all stalled in the middle of the one-way street.

He turned to the man with the earphones. “Did something just happen?” he asked, his voice tight with the tension gnawing at his insides.

The man shrugged, confusion etched across his face. “No idea, mate, my music just stopped.”

Nearby, a driver stepped out of his stalled car, his voice rising in anger as he argued with a cabbie behind him. 

“Put your key in the ignition and start it, you twat!” the cabbie barked.

“It’s electric. The whole system just shut down,” the man pleaded, his voice rising with panic.

All around Jaden, the buzz of alarm was rising. People were showing their dead screens to one another, voices pitched with confusion and fear. The video screens in the shop nearby had gone dark. 

He put his goggles back on but the screen remained dead. Yanking them off in frustration, he fumbled for his phone. Its screen was blank. Nothing. He bolted for his scooter and pressed the go button, but it was as lifeless as everything else. How could it be possible that nothing electronic worked? He scanned the street, his eyes darting from one dead device to another. The crossing signals, the traffic lights, even the neon billboards - everything was blank. 

How could this be happening?

It was as if the city itself had flatlined, every electronic heartbeat suddenly stilled. The realisation crashed over Jaden, cold and hard. A widespread electronic outage. Or worse: a cyberattack. His mind raced, recalling the warnings, the endless news reports about the next kind of warfare, the kind that didn’t rely on bombs or bullets. A digital Hiroshima that could cripple a city in seconds. President Durand of France had recently made headlines, cautioning against this as the next, serious threat to Europe. Was this what he warned about? Was this what they had all feared?

He hoisted the scooter onto his shoulder, the dead weight biting into his skin, and began to push his way through the crowds. People around him were growing more panicked with each passing moment, their anxiety feeding into his own. He kept his head down, avoiding eye contact, feeling naked and vulnerable without his electronics - his protection. 

He was lost in the sea of faces. Many, he knew, hated him. He dared not look in the direction of the nationalists he had been following. What if they recognised him? What if anyone recognised him? Without his digital tether to the police, he suddenly felt as helpless as the woman he had confronted earlier.

Jaden walked with growing crowds of forced pedestrians through the streets of London, the air thick with tension. The city that usually pulsed with energy now felt fractured. People moved aimlessly, their expressions a cocktail of confusion, anger, and dread. Around him, murmurs of speculation rippled through the group. 

“Does anyone know what bloody happened?” asked an older man in a tweed coat, his voice trembling slightly. 

“It’s a cyberattack,” someone muttered. “Like the one they almost had in Paris.”

A younger man with thick glasses and a messenger bag chimed in. “I read a report a few weeks ago on Twink warning us – about the grid being weak. Makes sense now.”

“Is everything down?” demanded a woman clutching a child to her chest. 

“Seems so,” the younger man replied, grimly pointing to blank billboards ahead of them. 

A wiry man in a high-vis jacket scoffed. “Maybe the grid went down on its own. This city’s been circling the drain for years, worrying about nonsense instead of supporting our real needs.”

The group around Jaden muttered their agreement, voices growing louder as frustration bubbled to the surface. He stayed silent, his head low. The weight of their anger pressed on him but he was grateful no one recognized him. JimmyGoggle, the government’s avenger, wouldn’t last two minutes with this lot.

Beside him, A girl clutched a dead phone, her voice trembling. “I can’t reach my sister. She’s on a respirator. What if…” Her words dissolved into sobs as she melted into the crowd. 

Nearby, a group of looters smashed into a corner shop, their arms laden with electronics that wouldn’t even turn on. 

“What are they doing?” a woman nearby whispered, horrified.

“What do you think?” muttered a man beside her. “It’s starting.”

“Already?”

“Chaos doesn’t wait. It’s always been there, ready to pounce.”

Jaden’s stomach churned as he watched the scene unfold. The surrealism of it all felt heavy. More people joined the looters, prying open doors and smashing windows. 

He instinctively reached for his goggles again, his fingers brushing against the empty space where they usually sat. The urge to record, to capture the chaos, was overwhelming. But the goggles were useless now. Even if they worked, what could he do with the footage? There was no platform to upload it to, no audience to bear witness.

As they made their way through the meandering streets of Soho, the crowd around him grew more anxious, their movements jerky and uncoordinated. Conversations turned into arguments, strangers snapping at each other over imagined slights. Jaden saw two men shove each other near the edge of the group, their voices rising above the din.

“We need to stay calm!” shouted someone from the middle of the crowd, but the call fell on deaf ears. The anxiety was spreading, contagious and corrosive, eating away at whatever fragile unity had formed.

Jaden lower his head, his thoughts racing. He had always prided himself on being a force for order, for justice, but now he felt helpless. Without his tools, without his platform, he was just another face in the crowd. He only hoped no one would recognise him.

The distant shouts grew louder, the smoke thicker, and the weight of it all pressed down on him. London was unravelling.

It took Jaden nearly an hour to reach Oxford Street—a journey that, on his scooter, would have taken mere minutes. The crowd began to thin, dispersing along the wide-open lane. If Jaden felt any sense of relief, it was fleeting. Somewhere ahead, a voice cut through the din, sharp and far too close. 

“Is that you, JimmyGoggle?”

Panic shot through him. He quickened his pace, forcing his legs to move faster, but the scooter slowed him, dragging him down.

“That is you, you fucker!”

He dropped the scooter, abandoning it without a second thought, and broke into a run, shoving through the crowd.

“STOP HIM!” the voice shouted, louder now, filled with the kind of rage that sent terror thrumming through Jaden’s body. “STOP THAT MAN!”

Jaden’s breath came in ragged gasps, fear clutching at his throat. The voice was gaining on him. His heart pounded with the certainty of what was coming. 

“HOLD HIM!!! STOP HIM!!!”

An iron grip yanked him back, nearly knocking the wind out of him. He turned, terror etched across his face, to meet the furious gaze of a man twice his size, his hand locked around Jaden’s collar like a vice. 

“I don’t know what you did,” the man growled, his voice low and seething with anger, “but you’re not getting away like that.”

Jaden struggled, his feet scraping against the unforgiving pavement, trying to pull free from the grip that felt like iron had been melded onto his shirt. But another hand, just as cold and relentless, clamped down, dragging him backward, as if he were nothing more than a rag doll.

“You’re not going anywhere, mate,” a voice hissed from behind him. “Not until we find out what you’ve done.”

Jaden’s heart hammered in his chest. Around him, a crowd had gathered, their faces twisted with anger and mistrust. Eyes bore into him, a collective judgment passed before a single word of defence could leave his lips. From somewhere behind him, he heard the unmistakable sound of someone forcing their way through the throng.

“This bastard films people and gets them arrested!” The speaker pushed through the throng, venom dripping from every word. Jaden could feel his hot breath against his neck as he came closer. “Look at me, JimmyGoggle!” the voice demanded.

Jaden turned, dread rising like bile in his throat. It was him—Solicitor Joe. The man whose video, Solicitor Joe Conspiring to Bring Down the Government, had become one of Jaden’s most infamous hits. He remembered editing it, cherry-picking sound bites, rearranging fragments, and crafting a narrative that painted Joe as a scheming conspirator. It had worked. Thousands of views, countless comments—validation.

But now, stripped of his digital shield, Jaden stood exposed, face-to-face with the man he’d reduced to a caricature. Joe’s eyes burned with rage, manifesting here and now as something raw, something terrifying. 

“This bastard cost me my job and my marriage,” Joe spat, his words pelting down on him in cold, thick lumps. He turned to the crowd forming around them. “This is the guy that films and shames people online, acting like a hero.”

Before Jaden could react, a fist connected with his face, the force of it sending him reeling. Pain exploded across his cheek, a hot, throbbing agony. His hand flew to his face, the skin burning beneath his fingers, likely flushed with the sting of the blow. He looked up to see Solicitor Joe looming over him, fists clenched, his body trembling with rage.

“You ruined my life!” Joe’s voice was a roar now as he pushed away those in the crowd seeking to restrain him. “You didn’t just take away my career,” Joe spat. “You made sure my son saw me as a monster. He won’t even look at me now. All because of your damn video.”

One of the larger men in the crowd pulled Jaden to his feet, positioning himself between Jaden and his attacker. For a brief, fleeting moment: hope. Perhaps there would be order. Perhaps this man would save him, protect him, take him home. 

But the man leaned in close, his breath hot and sour in Jaden’s ear. “I know you,” he whispered through his gritted teeth. “You got my mate’s son six points on his license for glancing at his phone.”

The pain came again, sharp and sudden, this time in his stomach. Jaden doubled over, nausea rising, his legs buckling beneath him. He crumpled to the ground, his hands instinctively covering his face as he felt the man’s knee slam into his temple. The world tilted, then spun, as he fell face-first onto the cold, unforgiving pavement. He tried to stand, but his body betrayed him, crumpling back to the ground like a puppet with its strings cut.

“Help me,” his words barely a whisper.

“Help you?” Joe spat. “You didn’t help me when I begged you to take down that video.” 

A woman in a worn coat stepped forward. “I know you! You shamed my granddaughter online making her suicidal! You call that justice? Shame on you!” 

Jaden tried to speak but the crowd swelled around him, their jeers and boos a monstrous tidal wave crashing over him. In their taunts and venomous shouts, Jaden heard the echo of every hateful comment, every death threat that had ever filled the comment sections of his videos. But now, it was all too real. Where were his supporters? Where were the JimmyGoggle fans who had cheered him on, who had praised him for making the world safer? 

Blow after blow landed, each one a drumbeat of pain that blurred his vision. Without his goggles, without his digital armor, he was nothing. Just a man—broken and exposed—at the mercy of a mob bent on revenge. He recalled his father standing silent as the crowd destroyed his business, and vowed to be different – to stay strong. 

But Jaden wasn’t his father. His father had built his life on hard work and sacrifice, on quiet resilience. Jaden’s life was built on shamelessness and the intoxicating thrill of power—of wielding control over those who deserved none. For a split second, as the agony threatened to swallow him whole, a question surfaced: Did he deserve this? Was this justice? What if they’re right? He thought. What if he’d been nothing more than a parasite, feeding on their mistakes and flaws?

No. This wasn’t justice. The mob were nothing but animals, released from their cages, showing their true, bestial natures. Hateful, spiteful, and scared. And yet, through the haze of pain, a strange clarity took root. 

He wasn’t like them. He didn’t let chaos rule him. They might hate him, but he was the one who could restore what they didn’t even know they’d lost.

As the blows rained down, Jaden made himself a promise. He would fight. He would survive this day, and tomorrow, he would rise, whether as JimmyGoggle or as Jaden, to fight another day – and keep fighting. He wouldn’t cry out, no matter how much it hurt. He wouldn’t give them that satisfaction. 

He wouldn’t shed a tear. Not one. Not for anyone. 

Especially not them. 

Take a deep breath, he told himself, as the darkness closed in.

Take a deep breath, JimmyGoggle.

High above the Earth, a constellation of satellites glided silently, their cameras capturing London’s chaos. One feed locked onto JimmyGoggle.

Blood pooling beneath him, he looked skyward, his breath shallow. For a moment, his lips twitched, a fleeting hint of a smile.

And then he winked.

Still watching, are you?
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