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LEGAL DISCLAIMER

The author in no way represents the companies, corporations, or brands mentioned in this book. The likeness of historical/famous figures have been used fictitiously; the author does not speak for or against or represent these people and any information used in this book can be found on a public domain. All opinions expressed in this book are  fictional. This book does not intend to hurt or harm anyone. It is fictional and purely written from the imagined perspective of someone living in 1987. Yes, this is a disclaimer, given the century we live in. 

This book is dedicated to


My siblings who will never know what a great era the 80s was. And to anyone who ever had to use a pencil to wind a cassette tape back into its spool. 



Author’s Note

Writing a book about 1987 while living in the actual future is a bit like trying to explain a rotary phone to a cat: it’s frustrating, largely ignored, and someone usually ends up getting scratched.

When I first sat down to chronicle the accidental "Big Bay Leap," I had to ask myself some tough questions. Questions like: How did we survive without Google Maps? and Why did we think shoulder pads were a good idea? and If a man from 1987 sees a TikTok dance in the middle of a 2026 sidewalk, does he legally have the right to call for medical assistance?

The characters in this book: Daphne, Dwayne, and poor, confused Jeremy, represent the best of us: people who were just looking for a burger and ended up in a world where you can’t even pay for a fry with a physical dollar bill without getting a dirty look from a barista.

While the science of the "Prescott Induction Plate" is, for legal reasons, entirely fictional (please do not stand on glowing platforms at your local convention centre), the confusion is very real. This story is for everyone who feels like they woke up in a century they didn't order.

If you find any historical inaccuracies, just assume a time traveller went back and changed them while I was finishing chapter four.

Enjoy the ride. And watch your step, the platforms are live.

Reviews from the main characters


"I expected the future to have flying cars and world peace. Instead, I found a society of people staring at glowing bricks who think 'investigative journalism' is filming yourself eating a spicy chip. If this is the future, I’d rather go back to the Cold War. At least then we looked each other in the eye while we were panicked." — Daphne Mutton,  Investigative Reporter, Channel 8 News (1987)



"A total hit job. If Daphne wrote this, tell her she still owes me for the lunch I missed while she was busy getting 'beamed up' or whatever happened. Also, do people really stop wearing shoulder pads? That’s the real tragedy."  -George Fray, Partner at Fray & Associates Ad Agency (1987)



"Five stars for the parts about the cocktail wieners. One star for the future. You can't even find a decent payphone to call a guy about a thing. It’s all 'apps' and 'clouds.' You can't eat a cloud."  -Dwayne Phillips, Professional Drifter and Accidental Chrononaut



"Whatever. It’s fine, I guess. At least in 2026 people don't freak out when you wear a concert tee to a 'government gala.' Can I go back to sleep now?"  -Jeremy Reed, 11th Grade Menace
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Chapter One 
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“George, we need to talk.” The voice crackling through the receiver sounded like it had been dragged through a gravel pit. 

George Fray didn’t do ‘desperate.’ He stood up, stretching the coiled phone cord to its limit as he drifted toward the floor-to-ceiling view of Big Bay. Outside, the capital of Monty was showing off. It was a high-definition summer: birds carved loops through a sky the colour of a swimming pool, and the streets below were a neon fever dream. Between the boom boxes blasting break dance beats and the fashionistas strutting in ruffled pink minis and acid-wash denim, the city felt less like a capital and more like a three-month victory lap.

“Sounds heavy, Dave. What’s the damage?” George asked, cool as a cucumber. He fished a wad of gum from his mouth and flicked it into the bin with practised precision. As a rising star in Monty’s ad-world, George dealt in vibes, not crises. “Everything okay at home? Is it your old man?”

“No. Meet me at that caffeine-hole near the Burger Den downtown in an hour. ‘Coffee Hustle,’ I think.”

George pulled a face. “The downtown dive? Isn’t that where the sidewalk dwellers congregate?”

“Exactly. Don't be late.” The line went dead before George could even mutter an excuse. George slammed the receiver back into its cradle, the plastic clack echoing off the glass walls of his office. "Desperate," he muttered, adjusting his cuffs. Dave was a solid guy, a reliable anchor in a city of drifting sails, but he had a flair for the dramatic that usually involved a bad investment or a girl who didn't appreciate his collection of vintage stamps.

He grabbed his keys, the heavy brass ring with the Opel logo, and caught his reflection in the window. He looked like the decade felt: sharp, expensive, and invincible.

The elevator ride down was a symphony of synthesized music that George hummed along to, his mind already spinning a pitch for a new hairspray account. “Hold the Moment. Hold the City.” He’d sell it to the board on Tuesday.

Stepping out into the Monty heat was like walking into a neon-coloured sauna. The street was a chaos of progress. A group of kids on the corner had a sheet of cardboard rolled out, their limbs blurring in a windmill of break dance moves while a Panasonic boom box blared "Rockit." George skirted them with a practised sneer, protecting his suit from any stray scuff marks.

His Opel Kadett sat at the curb, the red paint shimmering under a layer of summer dust. It was his pride and joy; the physical proof that he’d made it. He slid into the bucket seat, the leather warm against his thighs, and twisted the ignition. The engine didn't just start; it cleared its throat and purred. He popped a cassette into the deck, something upbeat, something with enough drum machine to drown out the doubt Dave’s voice had planted in his ear.

The drive downtown was a gauntlet of 1987's finest excesses. He cruised past the new mall, where the windows were stuffed with ruffles and shoulder pads that could stabilize a bridge. The city was growing too fast for its own skin. Scaffolding clung to the sides of historic brick buildings like metal parasites, stripping away the old Monty to make room for glass towers that reflected the relentless blue of the sky.

As he turned onto 4th Street, the scenery began to fray at the edges. The neon signs here had letters burned out, flickering like dying heartbeats. 

The "Coffee Hustle" was wedged between a pawn shop and the Burger Den, a place where the scent of charred meat and stale urine fought for dominance.

George slowed the Opel, his eyes scanning for a gap. He saw Dave’s brand new sedan parked crookedly near a fire hydrant. Typical. Just as he was about to give up and park three blocks away, a silver sedan began to nose out of a choice spot right in front of the cafe.

George didn’t signal. He didn't wait. He saw the opening and gunned the engine. The Opel chirped its tires, sliding into the space with an aggressive, predatory precision that forced the other driver to slam on his brakes. A middle-aged man in a wrinkled tan suit leaned out of his window, his face turning a shade of purple that matched George’s tie.

“Hey! I was waiting for that!” the man screamed, his fist shaking.

George didn't even look at him. He checked his hair in the rear view mirror, flicked a stray speck of lint off his lapel, and stepped out of the car. He clicked the door shut with a satisfying thump and tossed a wink at the fuming driver as he activated the alarm.

“Early bird gets the worm, pal,” George called out over his shoulder. “Maybe try a faster car.”

He smoothed his double-breasted jacket, feeling the weight of his wallet in his pocket which was a comforting anchor. 

He hopped out, smoothing his double-breasted suit as he passed the Burger Den, with a predatory grin of successfully cutting off a frustrated commuter. The place was a zoo with corporate sharks hunting for grease alongside a charity line of locals getting a free lunch from the staff.

Inside ‘Coffee Hustle,’ the air was thick with the smell of burnt beans and local gossip. A pack of teenagers were currently holding a summit over the jukebox, debating the merits of the latest synth-pop hit. George spotted Dave huddled in a back booth, looking like he was trying to disappear into his own black T-shirt. He looked terrible. And in George’s world, looking terrible was the only unforgivable sin.

“Hey,” George announced, sliding into the vinyl seat. “What’s so top-secret that I had to ditch a meeting with a very pretty, very interested client from IBM? I'm out in the sticks here, Dave.”

“Coffee?” Dave asked, his eyes darting around.

“Pass. If I have another drop, I’ll be vibrating through the floorboards.”

“Too late,” Dave muttered, gesturing to Lucy, the curly-haired waitress already hovering with two steaming mugs.

George took a sip and blinked. “Okay, wow. This is actually drinkable. Why was this a secret?” Then, he looked down. Dave’s leg was jackhammering under the table. His knuckles were white against the ceramic mug. “Is this about that weather girl you’re seeing? Did she forecast a breakup?”

“I wish,” Dave whispered. He leaned in, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial hiss.

George pushed his dark, wavy hair back and loosened his yellow-striped tie, matching the "secret agent" energy with a sarcastic eye-roll. “Spit it out, man. What’s the drama?”

“It’s the boss,” Dave began. “He’s... he’s concerned about the future.”

“He and the rest of the planet,” George retorted, rolling up his sleeves. “If he’s so worried about tomorrow, he should fix today. What does he want from you? A psychic reading?”

Dave took a massive, shaky gulp of coffee, looked George dead in the eye, and dropped the bomb.

“He wants me to take a crew to the year 2026. He wants to know if the future is even worth visiting.”

George let out a bark of a laugh, waiting for the punchline. He searched Dave’s face for a wink, a smirk - anything. Instead, he found a look as grim as a cardiac arrest. George’s laughter died in his throat. He started nervously scratching his cheek, his brow knitting into a confused mess.

“Okay, who are you and what have you done with my best friend?” George asked, his voice dropping an octave. “I’ve known you since Jacky Edwards gave you that black eye in kindergarten, but right now? I feel like I’m talking to a stranger.”

Dave remained stone-faced. The silence in the booth was deafening.

“Fine,” George sighed, leaning in. “Walk me through the insanity. What exactly are we talking about?”

“Like I said, the boss wants a crew. They go to 2026. A reconnaissance mission. We need to see if the future is a dream or a dumpster fire so we can manage Monty’s trajectory.”

“And since when did you become a time-traveling travel agent?” George snapped. “Everyone knows the Mayor has lost his marbles, but this is a new level of unhinged, even for him.”

“He’s just the messenger, George. This comes from the big boss. This is top-of-the-food-chain stuff.”

George turned to the window, his finger hooked over his upper lip as he watched the 1987 sun beat down on the pavement. He started giggling a high, incredulous sound. “You’re going to have to do better than that, Dave, before I call the men in white coats to come collect you. Of all the suits in the government, they chose you to run this? What are you, the leader of a temporal street gang?”

“You’re missing the point!” Dave hissed. “It doesn’t matter who leads it. It just matters that it gets done. Fast.”

George slumped back, defeated by his friend's sincerity. “Fine. Who’s on the hit list? Who are the lucky souls visiting the next century?”

“I’m staying behind to act as the tether. You know, the man on the inside reporting back to the big wigs. The team will infiltrate the main pillars of society for four weeks. We’re looking at a few locations... starting with Babylon.”

George didn't blink. He just flagged down Lucy. “I’ll take a burger and fries. Make 'em extra greasy.” He then fished a coin out for the payphone, called his secretary, and scorched his entire afternoon schedule. Sliding back into the booth, he smirked. “All right, Dave. Which unsuspecting Montians are you going to sacrifice to the future?”

Dave offered a small, sympathetic shrug. “First up... remember my nephew, Jeremy?”

George groaned. “The tenth-grade menace? The kid who used to shake people down for lunch money?”

“Eleventh grade now,” Dave corrected. “And he’s...well, mostly mellowed out.”

“Well, at least your sister will get a vacation from him. Who else?” 

“I have a few people in mind. See that guy outside with the boom box?”

George squinted through the glass. “Yeah, I see him. He called me an asshole three minutes ago.”

“That’s Dwayne Phillips. Brilliant mind, just fell through the cracks of the system. And for the media angle, I’m thinking Daphne Mutton.”

“The bloodhound from The Big Bay Times?” George whistled. “She’d sell her soul for a scoop, let alone a trip to 2026. She’s young, she’s sharp, and she’ll sniff out the headlines before they’re even written.”

“Exactly. The Mayor said we should keep the circle small, but...”

Lucy arrived, sliding a steaming plate of fries onto the table. George looked up at her, a mischievous glint in his eye. “Hey Lucy, quick question for you.”

“Shoot,” she said, popping a bubble of gum.

“Do you ever wonder what the year 2026 will be like?”

A blank, exhausted expression washed over her mocha-toned face. She looked at the crowded cafe, the spinning jukebox, and the grease-stained tickets in her hand.

“Honey, it’s 1987, it’s a Friday afternoon, and I’m double-shifted,” she sighed. “I don’t even know if I’m gonna make it to five o'clock.”
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Chapter Two
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The invitation to the Big Bay Convention Centre hadn't been an invitation at all for Daphne Mutton. It had been a challenge. Dave Prescott had leaked just enough information using words like "paradigm shift" and "national security" to ensure Daphne would be there with her press pass pinned to her lapel like a shield. She didn't care about the Mayor’s "educational initiative." She smelled a cover-up. She had her Nikon draped around her neck and enough ink in her pen to take down a cabinet minister. If there was a scoop buried under the fluorescent lights of the South Hall, she was going to dig it up before the evening news hit the airwaves.

Meanwhile, Dwayne Phillips was there for a much more practical reason: the smell of cocktail wieners. He had been loitering near the loading docks when he’d overheard a caterer, sent by Dave, mention "unlimited hors d'oeuvres" for the government gala. To a man whose last three meals had been "gas station pretzels" and "hope," the Convention Centre was the Promised Land. He’d smoothed out his long grey coat, ensuring ample space in its pockets to make a grab and hoisted his boom box onto his shoulder, keeping the volume low enough to be "background ambiance" and slipped through the service entrance. He didn't care about the humming machinery or the men in lab coats; he was just tracking the scent of high-grade mustard.

Then there was Jeremy Reed. Jeremy wasn't looking for a scoop, and he certainly wasn't looking for cocktail wieners (he’d just crushed a double cheeseburger). He was there because Uncle Dave had promised his mother that a "special government demonstration" would be "educational" and "character-building."

"It’ll look good on your record, Jeremy," Dave had pleaded, adjusting his tie for the tenth time. "Show up, look respectable, and I’ll tell your mom you were an absolute scholar."

So, Jeremy stood near the edge of the platform, looking about as scholarly as a kid in a faded concert tee and scuffed sneakers could. He was bored out of his mind, counting the ceiling tiles and wondering how much longer he had to play the part of the "reformed nephew" before he could go find a real Friday night.

Three people. Three motives. One very misunderstood floor plan.

The Convention Centre was a cavernous hall of echoing concrete and humming fluorescent lights. In the centre of the room sat a massive circular platform, draped in thick, ribbed cables that looked like giant pythons. Scientists in white lab coats scurried around with clipboards, their faces illuminated by the green glow of oversized computer monitors.

“This is it?” George Fray asked, adjusting the lapels of his white linen jacket. “It looks like a oversized disco floor, Dave. Where’s the champagne? Where’s the press?”

“There is no press, George. This is black-budget stuff,” Dave Prescott hissed, his eyes darting toward the heavy steel doors. He looked like he hadn't slept in a week.

Nearby, the rest of the ‘crew’ stood in a disgruntled cluster. Daphne Mutton was scribbling furiously in a leather-bound notepad, her eyes scanning the machinery for a hidden trick. Dwayne Phillips sat on the edge of the platform’s perimeter, looking at the scientists with deep suspicion. Jeremy Reed stood beside him, hands shoved deep into his denim jacket pockets, looking bored, though the way he kept glancing at the humming cables suggested he was anything but.

“Listen, Dave,” Daphne said, stepping forward. “I’m all for a story, but I’m starting to think this is just an elaborate way to get me to stop investigating the Mayor’s tax returns. Is this thing even safe?”

“Safety is a relative term, Daphne,” Dave started to explain, but he was interrupted by a sharp crackle-pop from the overhead speakers.

“Calibration check in T-minus sixty seconds!” a voice boomed.

“Look, I’m not sure I’m signed up for this,” Jeremy muttered, stepping onto the raised lip of the platform to get a better look at the technicians. “This looks like a microwave for people.”

“He’s got a point,” Dwayne said, standing up and joining Jeremy on the glowing strip of the platform. “I’ve seen better wiring on a toaster.”

Daphne marched over to join them, pointing her pen at a sparking terminal near their feet.

George stayed back with Dave, a smirk playing on his lips. “See? They’re right. It’s a junk pile. Come on, Prescott, let’s go get a real drink and forget this.”

“Warning: Perimeter breach detected,” a robotic voice droned loudly. It wasn't the smooth, helpful AI voice of a modern movie; it was a flat, tinny recording that sounded like it was coming from the bowels of a haunted vending machine.

“Wait, guys get off that section!” Dave shouted, his face going pale. His voice cracked, losing its government-official polish. He lunged forward, his loafers skidding on the polished concrete. “That’s the active induction plate! The floor is segmented for a reason!” Jeremy didn't move, not because he was being stubborn, but because he was mesmerized. Beneath his scruffy sneakers, the frosted glass of the platform wasn't just glowing; it was breathing. A rhythmic, ultraviolet pulse was thrumming through the soles of his shoes, making his socks feel like they were full of needles. “What? I’m just standing here!” 

“The wrong side!” Dave screamed, lunging forward, his hands outstretched as if he could physically pull the air back into place. “Get back to the neutral zone!”

Daphne Mutton didn't run. Her instinct, the one that had won her the 'Journalist of the Year' runner-up trophy, told her to document. She raised her Nikon, the heavy metal cold against her cheek. Through the viewfinder, the world was turning into a kaleidoscope. The scientists in the background weren't scurrying anymore; they were blurring, their white lab coats stretching into long, ghostly streaks of light. “Is that supposed to be smoking?” she asked, but her own voice sounded wrong. It was deep, slow, and distorted, like a record being played at the wrong speed.

Then, the hum shifted. It moved from a low, vibrating growl in their stomachs to a piercing, high-pitched shriek that felt like a dental drill pressing against their molars.

“My radio!” Dwayne yelled. His beloved boom box, perched on his shoulder, began to emit a terrifying sound. The cassette inside, a bootleg mix of synth-pop, was being shredded by an invisible force. The music sped up, distorted into a demonic chipmunk chatter, and then the plastic casing began to glow a dull, angry orange.

Dwayne tried to set it down, but his hand was stuck. Static electricity, thick as cobwebs, was tethering him to the machine. “It’s biting me! The damn thing is biting me!”

George lunged for Daphne’s hand. He could see the terror in her eyes; the moment she realized this wasn't a PR stunt or a tax cover-up. He reached out, his fingers inches from her sleeve, but the air between them suddenly solidified. It felt like trying to punch through a wall of frozen gelatin.

A shock of blue static, jagged as a lightning bolt, leaped from a floor terminal and struck George in the chest. It didn't burn so much as it pushed. He was thrown backward, his heels leaving the ground, and he slammed into Dave. They collapsed in a heap of linen and polyester, the breath knocked out of them.

Through a haze of pain, George looked up. The trio on the platform: Daphne, Dwayne, and Jeremy were no longer solid. They looked like bad television reception, flickering in and out of existence.

“George! Help!” Daphne shouted, her voice sounding like it was coming from underwater.

George lunged for her hand, but a shock of static electricity threw him backward into Dave. The platform erupted in a blinding flash of white light. Dwayne's boombox let out a final, distorted squeal of a synth-pop beat. 

The room smelled suddenly, violently, of ozone and scorched hairspray. A blinding dome of white light erupted from the centre of the platform, turning the cavernous hall into the surface of the sun. For a split second, George saw their skeletons; three glowing neon frames frozen in a scream....and then, with a sound like a vacuum seal being snapped open, the light imploded.

The silence that followed was worse than the noise. It was heavy, ringing, and absolute.

George scrambled to his knees, his vision swimming with purple spots. He crawled toward the platform, his hands shaking so hard he could barely plant them on the floor.

When the spots cleared from George’s eyes, the back half of the platform was empty. No Daphne. No Dwayne. No Jeremy. Just a few wisps of smoke and the lingering scent of 1987 hairspray.

George stared at the empty space, his jaw hanging open. He slowly turned to Dave, who was clutching his clipboard so hard his knuckles were white.

“So,” George whispered, his voice trembling. “I’m guessing they didn't just go to the Burger Den.”

Dave checked a blinking red light on the console. “Target year: 2026. They... they’re gone, George. They’re already there.”
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Chapter Three
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Dave Prescott was standing in a room that looked like the bridge of the Starship Enterprise, trying to convince a group of men in white lab coats that he was still in charge.

“Gentlemen, let’s circle the wagons,” Dave said, clapping his hands together. The sound echoed off the sleek, metallic walls. The three scientists, all of whom looked like they hadn't slept since the 1987 launch, stared at him with vacant, bloodshot eyes.

“Mr. Prescott,” the lead scientist, Dr. Aris, croaked. “They shouldn't even be breathing that air. The temporal displacement is...”

“The temporal displacement is a PR win, Aris! Focus!” Dave adjusted his tie, though his shirt underneath was starting to wilt. “I told the candidates this was a four-week mission. I told the board this was a four-week mission. Which means you have exactly twenty-eight days to turn that... that giant microwave back on and pull them home.”

“Twenty-eight days?” Aris let out a hollow, manic laugh. “Sir, the flux-capacitor, or the 2026 equivalent, which is currently a cloud-based quantum processor hasn’t even finished calibrating the local GPS. We don't even know if they’re in the same dimension, let alone the right year.”

Dave leaned over the glass table, which immediately illuminated with a dizzying array of blue holographic maps. He jumped back, nearly tripping over a rolling chair.

“Jeez! Warn a guy before you trigger a light show!” Dave hissed. He straightened his blazer. “Listen to me. Jeremy thinks he’s on a field trip. Daphne thinks she’s winning an award. If they find out the 'four-week mission' was just a number I pulled out of my tailpipe to pass the safety inspection, they’re going to mutiny. And Dwayne? Dwayne will probably just walk into traffic. We need a win.”

“We need a miracle,” a younger scientist muttered, tapping a transparent tablet. “The 1987 technology we used is... well, it’s garbage, Mr. Prescott. My calculator has more processing power than the entire launch console we used at the convention centre.”

Dave pointed a finger at him. “That ‘garbage’ got them there, didn't it? It’s called craftsmanship, son. You’re telling me you can’t plug a few wires together and reverse the polarity or whatever it is you people do?”

“It’s not about wires!” Aris shouted, slamming a fist on the holograph, which flickered into a diagram of a collapsing wormhole. “They are stranded in a world that has moved on. If we don't find a way to sync our 1987 frequency with the current Babylonian grid, they aren't coming back in four weeks. They aren't coming back in four centuries.”

“I believe in you, Doc. You’re the best in the business. Now, find a way to jump start that toaster. I’ve got a few years left on my mortgage, and I’m not letting the bank repossess my house just because of a little math problem.”

As Dave strutted out of the lab, his heart was hammering against his ribs. He had four weeks to save their lives, and he had absolutely no idea how he’s going to explain to his sister, a top lawyer, that he’s sent her son away for four centuries. 
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Chapter Four
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The air didn't just change; it folded. One second, Jeremy was reaching for a stray firework in the school parking lot, and the next, the smell of ozone and cheap hairspray was replaced by a sterile, unscented vacuum.
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