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Before all this absolute utter nonsense with my deliveries, them apparently being delivered in the future and so much more, I honestly thought I was a perfectly normal, happy man, but now I’m seriously doubting that.

But I’m sorry, my name is Henry Lee. I’m a computer technician at a local school and I have a wonderful husband called Garry who’s been working so hard lately in his big corporate job that he’s been a little stressed of late. 

Sounds perfectly okay, doesn’t it? 

Well, that quickly went to utter shit as soon as I thought I would be the perfect husband and order him some of his favourite flowers. Yea, that really made my life go from great to utterly shit.

As per normal, by 10 o’clock in the morning on one of my days off, I had already said goodbye and kissed Garry goodbye. And I was sitting at my wonderfully smooth wooden table in my conservatory with the bright boiling-hot sunshine beaming down on me.

I loved the warming sun and I loved the piping hot mug of strong bitter coffee in my hands that filled the entire room with the amazing hints of bitter coffee, hazelnuts and honey leaving a strong bitter taste form on my tongue.

The sound of birds singing, the wind gently blowing and some of my neighbours talking in their back garden made me realise how perfect this day was going, and I had a sneaky suspicious Garry was going to take me out for dinner tonight at a very fancy restaurant.

Which was just flat out perfect. He really was the same amazing man that I married all those years ago.

Originally I was fully intending to do some gardening, maybe go and see some friends for a very light lunch and spend the afternoon reading. I really did love reading, especially science fiction books. There was just something about their exploration, hopefulness and action-packed nature that I loved.

But that was clearly never ever going to happen when I heard my phone buzz in my pocket. Now my phone never buzzes, it can ping, pop and sometimes my ringtone goes off.

Yet it never buzzes. So needless to say I was already rather curious about this.

I fairly quickly realised that wearing skin tight jeans with a black t-shirt and black socks definitely didn’t make it easy to get my smartphone out. But I managed, just about.

As I looked at the message, I really did smile because it was an email from Time Traveling Deliveries (such a stupid name for a parcel service) saying that my delivery would be here today.

That was amazing news because I really did want to be a good husband and it would make Garry’s day when he saw those flowers. (He better considering the price of them!)

And I’m actually rather glad the parcel was coming early because it would give me some time to arrange the flowers before he came home. 

Then I got another email.

This one mentioned that my parcel had been delivered. That was brilliant news, so I got up, glided through my rather large house and opened the massive black door to pick up my parcel.

Now I thought that was a perfectly logical assumption. If a delivery person says your parcel has arrived, then I expect my parcel to be there.

But oh no, as I stood at my front door staring out at my long red bricked drive, I couldn’t see a parcel. I couldn’t see, hear or smell a delivery person either.

All I heard was the sound of the neighbour kids going round on their bikes, and I knew they wouldn’t steal from me. I was good friends with most of the parents so I knew I was hardly a target for theft.

But I still didn’t have a parcel.

I went out onto my drive and quickly realised it was stupid to walk on boiling hot bricks only in socks, but I quickly looked around and there was still no parcel.

Clearly the delivery person didn’t put it anywhere here, I knew they couldn’t have thrown it over the back so I just couldn’t understand why my parcel had apparently been delivered when it hadn’t.

My worse fear was that the delivery person had stolen it and just reported they had delivered it so they looked good to their company. It had only been a few months ago since I experienced that.

It was an utter nightmare trying to get my refund back.

Then I decided in case the delivery person had added a note to the email, I checked it and I noticed something I flat out couldn’t understand. The email said rather clearly that my parcel had been delivered today at 12 pm. 

That’s two hours away.

So how the hell was my parcel meant to be delivered?

I didn’t have a clue but if I wanted Garry to have a great present when he came home tonight.

I needed to find out.

And quick.
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I really have no idea what people were meant to do in these sorts of situations so I thought I would reasonably give that stupidly name delivery company the benefit of the doubt, so I gave them until 12 pm.

I did some gardening, house cleaning and I watched a science fiction programme on the telly. 

But about 12 pm, I sat back out in my wonderfully warm conservatory watching a large group of Bluetits hopping about on the grass with another large cup of coffee. And I just knew that my parcel wasn’t coming.

It might have been the way how the room didn’t smell of bitter coffee, hazelnuts or honey anymore. Or it could have been the way how the world just seemed to become slower and a bit sadder, but I just knew that my parcel wasn’t going to come.

But that meant I had another problem, I obviously needed to contact the flower firm who would chase up the delivery people, yet what would I say?

Hi there, I got a weird-ass email about my parcel being delivered but it was actually delivered in the future. Can I please have a refund?

No. Just no, I was so not going to be one of those crazies because I really wanted these flowers for Garry.

So I decided for a very different approach because it clearly wasn’t the Flower People’s flaunt that my parcel didn’t come, so why should I bother them and not the people in charge of delivery?

There wasn’t a reason, so I went online, found the phone number for Time Traveling Deliveries (really hate that name) and I called them. Of course, I was expecting to have to jump through twenty-thousand hoops but I didn’t have a lot of other things to do, and I needed those flowers.

Strangely enough, my phone couldn’t even ring once before the company picked up.

“Time Traveling Deliveries, I’m Lisa. How may I help you?”

I just rolled my eyes. It was typical when I needed actual help, I was basically going to be talking to a mindless corporate drone.

“My parcel was apparently delivered but it wasn’t,” I said.

“What time, date and era are you calling from?” she said.

What sort of fucking question was that? I just wanted to know where my parcel was! But fuck it, I decided to play along.

“It’s 12:05 on the 22nd June 2022,” I said.

“Thank you,” Lisa said.

I was really expecting her to laugh or something, but she honestly sounded pleased to know that like it was really important. 

Believe me, I was never ordering with these people again.

“Right Henry,” Lisa said, “your flowers were delivered five minutes ago in your time,”

I wasn’t even going to think about how the hell she knew who I was and my order, I just wanted some actual answers.

“Lisa, I’m sorry. But I haven’t got my parcel and I really need it,”

“Mr Lee, all our computers, Travellers and systems show that your parcel was delivered,” Lisa said.

I was just shaking my head at this point. 

“Oh,” Lisa said. 

“What?” 

“The computer systems experienced a glitch earlier, and these are the computers that tell us where the parcels are in this exact moment in time and space,”

I didn’t have a clue what she was talking about.

“I’ll tell you what,” Lisa said, “call me back in three of your days and I should have an update for you,”

What the fuck was going on? I just needed my parcels, and what on earth was she talking about three of your days for? Days are days right?

“I need my flowers today,” I said.

“Three of your days Mr Lee,” Lisa said as she cut the line.

I put my phone down and I was just shocked. My mother had worked in customer service for years and she never would have spoken to someone like that. And I seriously needed those flowers tonight, so there was only one option.

I had to go to the company.

I had to find my parcel myself.

No matter where it was.

I had to find it.
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It turned out that Time Traveling Deliveries wasn’t too hard to find on the internet and I was really starting to utterly hate the company. 

I stood outside a massive iron gate with wire fences growing off of it like the gate was alive with the boiling hot sun beaming down from behind me and I was standing right in the middle of a large road.

“Excuse me,” someone said.

I looked around to see if anyone was about, but it was only me, the road and a few rabbits that were hopping along in the field behind me.

“Look at the fence,” the voice said.

Then I noticed a very small intercom system that the drivers probably used to get the parcels in for processing.

“Hello,” I said, “I’m looking for a parcel and I’m not leaving until I get it.”

I felt a hand grab my shoulder from behind. I jumped.

I could have sworn that I didn’t hear anyone coming up behind me, and I was certainly alone a moment ago.

But when I looked around I was utterly stunned to see Garry with his massive sexy smile, stunning longish blond hair and his wonderful fit body just standing there.

Wearing something I couldn’t even begin to describe. It looked like some sort of sci-fi crap that nerds wore to conventions.

“Babe?” he asked.

Then I noticed he was carrying three small parcels under his left arm and two of the shipping labels were printed onto the boxes, but one of them had an almost holographic shipping label attached.

“What the hell?” I said, failing to contain my confusion.

“Um,” Garry said. Even now his voice was sexy as anything.

“Mr Lee,” the intercom voice said.

Both me and Garry looked at the intercom and we both smiled.

“This is my husband,” Garry said, “I think he could help us actually,”

I just gave him a sideways glance.

After a few moments the intercom voice huffed.

“Are you any good with computers?” the voice asked.

I laughed. Of course I was, I was basically the Head of IT at the school I worked at, but I felt like I needed to be a little more polite here.

“Yes. One of the best,” I said.

“Do you trust him to keep our secret Gar?” the voice asked.

Garry looked and I stared for a few moments into those damn sexy eyes and Garry gave me one of his most amazing smiles.

“I do,” Garry said.

“Bring him to me,” the
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