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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 Five


  The director adjusted his glasses. The clock on the wall ticked and a bee buzzed over by the window. Even now, four weeks later, I kept digging my nails into my palms to check I was still in reality. “So. I’d like to remind us all why we’re here.” This was the first time the team had been back to the office. I’d seen Tupp a few times in the hospital as we recovered, but that was all. I hadn’t seen the others since arriving a few moments ago. Everyone sat with eyes downcast, presumably thinking of the events of a month before.


  Nudity.


  Sex.


  Nudity.


  More sex.


  Much, much more sex.


  My underpants twitched. I risked a glance at Tupp sideways. He looked back and smiled, bushy eyebrows shooting up. Of course, by now, I was fully free of the group hallucinations that had caused the catastrophic failure of the A-team, but yet I thought for a second I saw his tail once again and smelled the riverbank.


  His eyes were shining, that strange combination of brown, red, and gorgeous. The top button of his shirt had come undone and red hairs were climbing to be free.


  I blinked against the sudden barrage of images of him on top of me, in my arms, kissing, running, laughing…


  “Tim!” the director said sharply. “Put Tupp down!”


  “Sorry, sir. It’s a little difficult to focus in this heat. Perhaps it would have been better if we’d all had the opportunity to meet informally first?”


  “So you could ogle?” he snapped. “The hospital got sick and tired of chasing you, preventing you breaking into each other’s rooms every night so you could.” He rubbed the bridge of his glasses. “It’s fucking amazing nobody got pregnant.”


  “Well, I…” Tupp said, deliciousness pouring from his body like bright-red love hearts. “Actually, I believe…”


  Underneath the desk, something nudged my foot. I sat back and looked to see what was rubbing my shoe, then up my leg. Tupp’s toes wriggled up, like waving. I suppressed my smile and began slipping off one shoe so my toes could join his.


  “Where do I start? You were all trained, meticulously trained! Yet not one of you saw the warning signs—or if you did, you chose to ignore them. Machete Betty was screaming Code Red at full blast, but still nobody raised the alarm. For one whole day, you endured hallucinations which led to orgies and—” he stopped to weep “—more orgies. Disgusting shows of affection and sexual deviance…”


  “I say…” I began indignantly.


  “I knew something was wrong,” Queen Tash said quietly. I remembered her and Emma making Crack scream with multiple orgasms, Emma one end, she the other. “I admit, I—”


  “Why?” the director shouted suddenly. “Why didn’t anyone say the code word? Do you have any idea how this makes me look? By the time Tim initiated shutdown, you were all completely gone. When the ambulance arrived, they found the whole team locked—I say locked—in pleasure. Craig was in—” he paused to pucker his face into an ugly shape “—handcuffs and duct tape, sporting a fox-tail butt plug! If this gets out, the department is ruined. On the way to the hospital, the staff reported multiple orgasms. Shameful!” He began to sob quietly.


  “Let’s take five minutes.” I pulled on Tupp’s hand.


  ***


  In the staffroom, the clock ticked loudly. “Tea?” The hum of the fridge seemed overpoweringly loud but not enough to squash the awkwardness. Crack, Emma and Tash had gone into the other meeting room, so it was just Tupp and me.


  Gently, he took the cups from my shaking hands and led me to the plastic sofa that made noises like farts. “No, I don’t want tea, and neither do you. What I want is what I’ve wanted for months. To talk to you, Tim, to really talk.” He pushed me down, amidst atrocious noises.


  “Do you really hate water?”


  He laughed. “Yes! And I smoke, but don’t tell my mum.” He sat close, but not close enough. “What do you remember about it?”


  “You were half fish, and you swore a lot.”


  “And you were a tiger man,” he grinned wolfishly. “And when we banged, I…”


  He pulled my head to his and then we kissed. This time, there were no sharks or river, only heat and longing. I found my hands in his
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  Love follows no rules. Like sun in winter and rain in summer, love can blossom in the most unexpected places. This richly diverse collection of stories proves that love is as universal and as varied as the seasons.


  The Stories:


  
    	Tourist Season – Deven Balsam


    	Machete Betty and the Office Sharks – Neptune Flowers


    	Once Around Seven – Ofelia Gränd


    	Winter Blossoms – Paul Iasevoli


    	Year of the Guilty Soul – A.M. Leibowitz


    	The Great Village Bun Fight – Debbie McGowan


    	A Springful of Winters – Dawn Sister


    	Out of Season – Bob Stone


    	Seashell Voices – Alexis Woods


    	Courting Light – A. Zukowski

  


  


  Available as a complete anthology (ebook/paperback)


  and as individual stories (ebook + longer stories in paperback).


  For more information/purchase links, visit:


  www.beatentrackpublishing.com/SeasonsofLove



  About Neptune Flowers


  Neptune Flowers is a British author, best known for short stories and pub poetry.


  Beaten Track Publishing


  For more titles from Beaten Track Publishing,


  please visit our website:


  


  http://www.beatentrackpublishing.com


  


  Thanks for reading!
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