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  Tim is in the A team, professionally trained to investigate allegations of the potential mass hypnosis of the nation… But Tim is bored and horny. Who wouldn’t be? The office is full of idiots, and summer just keeps getting hotter and hotter. Reality starts to blur, screensavers come to life, and before he can say jiggyjig, he finds himself cavorting with a chain-smoking foul-mouthed merman.


  Tim’s training is forgotten as he becomes immersed in fishy hedonism and office shenanigans. Can he save the day? Or will the team be forever lost in shameful acts of bouncybounce?


  Find out in this tail of office boredom and surreal fun.


  Warning! This story does not reflect realistic relationships with mermen or sharks.


   


  Part of Seasons of Love Anthology.
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  Chapter One


  Monday, it was bloody boiling, the air stale with sun and apathy, both weighing heavy on my limbs and eyelids. Even the screensaver fishes seemed sluggish, limping past the coral reef like they couldn’t be bothered. I watched the same shark for a while flirting with a dolphin, too tired to wonder about the possibility of sharkphin babies. The night before, I’d had a dream about Jaws and being chased through the ocean, both terrifying and exhilarating.


  Around my desk, it was much like being inside the screensaver image. Particles of dust floated in the air like debris in water, and my colleagues’ voices were muffled and booming. My head was swimming.


  Eventually, I dragged myself away, determined to turn to more useful pursuits. “Bring me joy, Machete Betty,” I implored my computer, so called because of her tendency to swallow important files. I was sure she sometimes read my mind, seeming to know my mood and inner desires. On cue, Betty took me instantly to my favourite dating site. Grinning faces, beards, glasses and lies offered me happiness by way of a date. After seriously considering Jack ‘own house and pension’ Campbell and Philip ‘Rohypnol in polyester slacks pocket’ Lewis, I snapped back to the duties of the day.


  “Is anyone getting weird dreams?” The team was trained to spot bizarre anomalies, including physical manifestations—side effects of studying subliminal messaging online—and while a dream about Jaws wasn’t anything to worry about, still I needed to check. As a highly professional team, we were constantly on the lookout for symptoms of irritation and squabbling, attraction, losing touch with reality and doing unexplained things. For anything out of the ordinary.


  “Nope.”


  “Naw.”


  “Niet.”


  “En garde!” Tash, the manager, shouted suddenly, brandishing what looked like a cardboard sword. Fuck sake. She waved it around, making me ache to remind her that only yesterday she had sent out a frosty email about time-wasting and professionalism. “Gabbagabba!” Tash gushed and then poked me in the shoulder with the sword. “Gabbagabba, Tim.”


  “Not today,” I said coldly, attempting to convey iron messages of hostility. “I’ve too much to do.”


  Betty flickered a message from the dating app. Immediately I clicked, expecting to see yet another smiling older chap by day, serial killer by night. Not that I wouldn’t consider dating someone like that. Of course not. As long as he washed his hands. Beggars couldn’t be choosers, after all, nor was ‘judgemental’ my middle name.


  However, instead of a potential date, the front cover of a book flashed repeatedly. In, out, in, out, shake it all about. I watched it so long it began to look like dancing. “Is that Shakespeare? I can’t quite see the title. Can you see it, Tash?”

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
NEPTUNE FLOWERS





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg






