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Criminal Defence Lawyer Tim Lovejoy sat at his large wonderful wooden desk inside his delightfully large office that was simply perfect for him considering his so-called wobbling, stumbling and gentle banging into things according to his assistant Stephine. Tim naturally didn’t believe he did anything of those at all and his little rake-thin assistant was just being so dramatic.

Granted being so dramatic was their delicious bread and butter in the criminal defence world but she just had to be wrong this time.

Even if she was right, Tim enjoyed that his office was easily the size of most flats with only a grey metal filing cabinet, some cheap holo-art that flickered every so often because it was too cheap and his wonderful desk. Most clients instantly believed that it was too bare and Tim was some strange lover of the minimalism design scene.

None of that was true at all.

He just loved having the space to move elegantly about, or apparently stumble and wobble about according to his assistant. But Tim was one day going to prove her wrong and hopefully she should simply put on a bit of weight herself. She was too thin, too damn thin.

The sound of Stephine on the phone outside made Tim roll his eyes. Soon there would be another case to defend and bang his plans for the afternoon would go.

Within minutes too-thin-Stephine would probably bounce happily through the newly painted brown wooden door of the office and tell him of a case, Tim wasn’t sure he actually wanted a case today to defend. He had wanted to sneak out for lunch to some sensational fried chicken place two blocks away. He of course wouldn’t tell his wife about his lunch because she was obsessed he needed to lose weight, he didn’t but she believed it, and Tim wanted to live in peace too much to argue with her.

So the top-secret fried chicken lunches with none of that salad crap would have to be the compromise. A compromise Tim would happily live with.

Tim wasn’t too sure but somehow his wife must have gotten Stephine involved in her little scheme because his office smelt so strange, difficult and awful today. There wasn’t a single hint of fried chicken, deep fried shrimp or potatoes. The office just smelt so plain of lavender, lilacs and some earthy perfume that Stephine must have sprayed.

Little assistant.

Tim heard Stephine finish up on the phone call outside and he almost got up and “wobbled” over to the silly door but he didn’t need to move. Stephine would come to see him and then they could have a great debate about why he needed to defend a case instead of having a sensational fried chicken lunch.

Of course, Tim loved defending cases. He was normally in court five times a day, six days a week because the seventh day of the week was devoted to his wife. He loved defending innocent murderers because the law was so much more sophisticated these days compared to the barbaric 2020s so his job was so amazingly fun.

“Good morning Tim,” Stephine said as she came into the office bouncing along like she always did.

“Morning what you got for me today,”

“A great one. A truly great case that will be right up your alley. You get to defend the first man ever accused of the Future Law,”

Tim laughed. He had heard of the Future Law a couple of times in the past week because two months ago the UK Government had bought it in allowing the police to arrest people who were believed to be about to commit a crime in the future. It involved a lot of guesswork and evidence gathering and many in the law community wasn’t sure about it at all but it was a fun idea.

Tim had no idea how someone could be prosecuted for a crime they haven’t committed yet. But clearly someone was now.

“And as you know all Future Law cases don’t go to trial,” 

Tim nodded. That was something else that the law community had flat out hated about the new law and because of that little detail lawyers weren’t needed in these situations unless the accused (or guilty to be honest) managed to convince a judge that it was needed.

And Tim supposed that because this was the first time the law had been used he didn’t exactly imagine that convincing was very hard at all.

“Damn you Sep. I’ll grab my coat,” Tim said as he got up, grabbed his coat and marched out the door.

And the very idea of being the first ever lawyer to test out the law excited Tim a lot more than he ever wanted to admit.
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After a quick stop at home to pick up his dataslate because it had access to the most recent legal library of the UK (something his so-called laptop wasn’t compatible with these days), Tim arrived in the very dark interrogation room where his client was meant to be meeting him.

The interrogation room wasn’t where Tim liked to meet clients but with people accused (or convicted there was no difference in this law) of Future Law crimes not having access to privacy or confidentiality, the interrogation room was the only place where they could meet. 

With the cops and judges listening to their every single word.

When Tim had started law in the 2010s he had loved helping clients in secret, talking to them in private and he just knew that it seriously helped him as a lawyer. But he never would have imagined those rules would be gone 30 years later and the impact on his work was becoming clearer and clearer.

It was so much harder to help an innocent person these days. 

The interrogation room was basically in pitch black except for the two bright yellow bulbs that shone down over the grey metal table that Tim’s client was chained to.

The client was called Mr Bobby Franklin, a very well liked man who taught at a local primary school, he had a husband called Edward and three kids that loved him and he had never committed a crime at all. He donated his money to charity most of the time and he coached a children’s football team on weekends.

He was the perfect person.

But apparently the UK Government believed that he was going to murder his best friend and fellow schoolteacher Miss Abagail Johnson. Bobby denied the charges and the evidence was weird.

Tim had never seen these pieces of evidence before, so the prosecution’s case relied on the search results of internet history that showed Bobby was researching decomposition, he had bought a shovel and he had bought a bottle of bleach in his weekly shopping.

Tim had no idea how the hell that convinced the government Bobby was a criminal, because Bobby had explained that he was teaching the kids science at school, him and his husband were doing gardening and he had bought the bleach for the family’s toilet.

Now Tim had to admit he didn’t really know how much weight the bleach argument held considering all toilets were self-cleansing now and most gardens were monitored and styled by artificial intelligence.

Tim had to find out more.

“You’re my lawyer then?” 

Tim nodded and he really wished there was some case law or something for him to investigate so he had a starting point for this initial meeting. But to be honest this was probably the only meeting he would ever have with this client.

“I’m not guilty or anything you know. I wasn’t going to kill my best friend and I would never kill someone,”

Tim smiled and leant forward. “Why did you buy the shovel?” 

“Because of the garden I was born before Artificial Intelligence and I helped out my parents in the garden when I was a kid. I wanted to share the experience with my kids,”

That was a good argument but again because there was no damn case law Tim didn’t know if that was a legally good argument.

“What about the bleach?” 

Bobby laughed. “This is ridiculous. Our self-cleaning function broke and me and my husband cannot afford to take time off to wait for a repair person to come. I bought the bleach so we could have a clean toilet until we can have it repaired,”

It was a good point and Tim had done that a good few times himself because no one liked waiting in for a repair person. It was probably the damn bane of his life waiting around. Yet he had to admit waiting around did mean he often got to eat more fried chicken.

“What’s going to happen to me?” 

As much as Tim just wanted to lie
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