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      I sock Merlin in the arm. "What. Did. You. Do?"

      I'm enraged, which is putting it mildly.

      Merlin (my hot wizard companion), Vicky (my bitchy lawyer cousin), and me (your friendly neighborhood influencer) are strapped into the jungle boat of Jurassic Park: The Ride.

      We'd just plummeted eighty-five feet into what would normally be a big SPLASH…

      Except there was no splash.

      Or a water tank.

      Or ride attendants.

      We're in a giant dirt field, surrounded by sagebrush and weeds. The water tank could have cushioned our fall. Now I have whiplash and my body aches like a battered birthday piñata.

      We're still at Universal Studios Hollywood — a bare bones version of the theme park. Where's the big crowds? The food vendors? The Wizarding World of Harry Potter? There's only a dated version of the tram tour and a thin line of guests, all of them dressed like they walked right out of the '80's:

      Pastels and perms.

      Oversized T-shirts and spandex tights.

      Side ponytails and neon friendship bracelets.

      Acid wash jeans and scrunched up gym socks.

      Any normal person would think we dropped in on '80s Day at Universal Studios.

      I am not a normal person.

      I have seen some shit.

      My name is Laurel Kirby. I used to be an influencer with 125k followers until I met Morgaine le Fey, an evil sorceress with epic cheekbones and mad hacker skills. She installed MorgVPN on my phone and sent me back to Camelot, where I had a brief stint as the royal influencer to King Arthur. At court I taught Merlin, Arthur's sexy advisor, to read the internet. He's been my time-traveling companion (re: thorn in my side) ever since.

      I whack Merlin across his rock hard stomach. "Don't tell me you reprogramed MorgVPN!"

      Merlin's sexy sinister face is the picture of bewilderment. "I did not touch MorgVPN." He pushes on the safety bar of our boat and hops onto the dirt. He offers me a hand.

      I clamber out after him. "Well, if you didn't, who did?"

      Merlin twists his neck from side to side. Pop goes his muscles. He groans in relief. "I do not know."

      I check the seats behind me. "What happened to the other people in the boat?" We were packed in with at least seven other riders who have all mysteriously vanished. Hopefully they were not turned into time dust.

      "What's the date?" Vicky groans beside me. Her attention is pinned on a kid holding a Rainbow Brite doll.

      I yank out my iPhone and check the lock screen. "November 13."

      "The year!"

      "Allow me to answer that," says a familiar husky voice.

      A woman with blade-like cheekbones stands before us, her mile-long legs planted apart in a warrior-stance. Her raven-black hair has been permed and teased like Hairstyle #3 in those dated beauty salon posters. She's wearing a slinky gold cocktail dress with a giant bow at the waist and enormous shoulder pads, black nylon stockings, and matching gold pumps. Her eyes are ringed in heavy purple eyeshadow and her cheekbones, already her most prominent feature, are slashed with lavender blush. I know contouring is all the rage, but Morgaine le Fey is taking it to the next level.

      "Ever heard of blending with a beauty sponge?" I ask, unable to take my eyes off her cheekbones.

      Morgaine props a hand on her trim waist. "Laurel Kirby…" she says with a shake of her permed head. "Still concerned with trivial matters while the world burns around you."

      I sniff. "I hardly think a bad make-up job is trivial."

      Morgaine's gaze passes over me and lands on Merlin. "Nice shorts."

      Merlin is wearing a pair of shorts from Zara Men (shout-out to Zara Men!) because he kept complaining about the hot Los Angeles weather. And okay, his legs, while shapely from years of horseback riding, are on the pasty side. It's not like he can help it. He's lived in the Dark Ages all his life.

      Merlin yanks off his sunglasses. "Le Fey, you bloody witch! What manner of vile magic have you inflicted upon us now?"

      Morgaine shoots him a patronizing smile and shifts her attention to my cousin.

      Vicky stands up and glares at Morgaine. Not long ago (and by that I mean yesterday), Morgaine kidnapped Vicky during her wedding and spirited her away to Regency England, where they became lovers until Morgaine shrank her into the size of an action figure. It's a long story… suffice to say, Morgaine just earned a top slot on Vicky's shit list.

      Morgaine gives Vicky a scant nod of acknowledgment. "Victoria."

      Vicky shakes the dust out of her sleek corporate bob. "Bitch."

      Morgaine shrugs. "Nice to see you too."

      "Cut the crap, Morgaine," I step in. "Where the hell are we?"

      Morgaine crosses her arms, flexing her powerful shoulders pads. A stray breeze blows back her fluffy perm. "You're in 1987."
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      1987?!

      "This is bullshit!" Vicky says.

      Merlin slaps his forehead. "The future! We're in the future!"

      "Stop it," I lower my voice. "You're embarrassing me. 1987 is not the future."

      "It is to me," he says.

      What can you expect from a time traveling companion from the Dark Ages? He's excited by indoor plumbing and surprised that we've banned torture by hot oil.

      "1987? This really sucks." I rake my fingers through my hair, letting the date sink in. I was just a twinkle in my parents' eyes. "Why? Why in the world would you send us here?"

      Morgaine comes forward with beseeching eyes. "I need your help."

      I poke myself in the chest. "Me?"

      "You."

      "Seriously?"

      "Totally."

      I snort. "I bet you do."

      "I do." Morgaine nods. She sounds sincere enough.

      Here we go again…

      Morgaine's been obsessed with me ever since I walked into her gift shop and tried her ridiculously easy challenge of yanking a fake sword from a fake stone. All I wanted was my picture on the winner's wall. I got more than I bargained for. Morgaine somehow got it in her thick skull that I'm the rightful Queen of England and has been stalking me ever since.

      I was dumb enough to get sucked into her royal takeover plan in Regency England. We ended up kidnapping and shrinking the King, Prince regent, and a handful of Parliament members and stuffing them in my purse. Boppin' men on the head and shrinking them to the size of toy soldiers is both weird and mean. It's an experience I'd rather not repeat.

      "You're set on another royal takeover, aren't you? Because if you brought me back here to take out Princess Di and marry Prince Charles, I'm not doing it. He's not my type and you're going to have to kill me before I wear that wedding dress!"

      "I didn't send you here to take over the British throne," Morgaine says, "though if you felt inclined that would be a bonus…"

      I exchange a three-way eye roll with Vicky and Merlin. "Nope."

      Morgaine shrugs. Can't knock an evil sorceress for trying. "I brought you back to 1987 because I need help with Mordred."

      "Mordred?" I meet Merlin's gaze. The mention of Morgaine's secret baby with her brother Arthur is a sore spot for Merlin. The king's incest baby was pretty bad for royal PR, and I'm not 100% convinced Merlin isn't still planning to — you know — get rid of Mordred.

      I know. I know. Baby murder sounds horrifying to our modern sensibilities. It's totally a thing in Merlin's world where everyone and their mother indulges in a little bloodshed just to stay alive.

      Merlin has never mentioned his past, so I did a little internet sleuthing. I'm not completely dense. I can Wikipedia with the best of them. Someone tried to murder Merlin in the crib and he thwarted an assassination attempt on infant Arthur Pendragon. Baby murder… a toxic cycle amongst the royals.

      "Who's Mordred?" Vicky asks.

      Yikes! I forgot that Vicky was not a part of our Medieval adventures.

      "My son," Morgaine says.

      Vicky's eyes widen. "You have a son?"

      Uh oh. Guess Morgaine failed to mention her baby baggage when she was seducing my cousin. "You'll never guess who's the father," I add. I can't help myself. I like gossip. It's a sickness.

      Vicky glares at Morgaine. "Who?" She whirls on Merlin. "Him?"

      Merlin scowls. "Ha! I would rather have my eyes gouged out by a rusty nail than bed that witch."

      Morgaine rolls her eyes. "You flatter yourself to think I would ever bed an old goat like you."

      "Nay," Merlin says, slipping back to his native tongue (English with a touch of Shakespeare). "You would rather bed your own brother."

      Sic burn.

      Vicky gasps. "You slept with your brother?!"

      "Half brother. We were at a festival!" Morgaine sighs.

      "I was at Coachella," Vicky says. "But I didn't sleep with my brother."

      "No offense," I point out, "your brother isn't hot."

      "I wouldn't sleep with Leon even if he was hot because he's my brother."

      I turn to Morgaine. "What's the matter with Mordred? Is he colic? Diaper rash?" I have fond memories of Baby Mordred. He was so cute and he smelled good for a Medieval baby (most of them stunk to high heaven). I can't wait to kiss his chubby cheeks and pinch his bread roll arms. "Where is he? Can I hold him?"

      "He's in Miami."

      "Miami! What's he doing there? I hope you left him with a reputable nanny."

      A dark squall passes over Morgaine's face. "He's not a baby anymore."

      "Right. Why did I think Mordred’s still a baby? He must be pushing fifteen hundred years old."

      "Fourteen hundred and eighty-eight, to be exact," Morgaine says.

      "They grow up so fast."

      Morgaine and I share a bittersweet sigh.

      "Is he well?" I ask. "Why is he living in Miami?"

      "Because he's a dumbass." She clears her throat. "Mordred got mixed up with a bad crowd."

      "Like a gang?"

      Morgaine nods. "Something like that. He's…" She lowers her head and bites her bottom lip.

      "Morgaine?" I step forward. "Are you…?" Omigod. She is! I see tears. Real human tears. Her make-up is a mess.

      "He's mixed up in drugs," she says.

      I gasp. "Mordred? Drugs? Like pot? Heroin? Coke?"

      Merlin whispers, "I have sampled Coke. It is good."

      "Not that kind of coke," Vicky says.

      "Mostly cocaine," Morgaine says. "He's snorting it like it's going out of style."

      "Ew." I'm shook. "Baby Mordred's junkie?"

      "No! Yes!" Morgaine chokes back a sob and seizes me by the shoulder. "That's why I brought you back, Laurel. I need you to come with me to Miami. He's out of control! He won't listen to me, but he'll listen to you."

      "Me?" I frown. "Why me?"

      "You were his favorite."

      "He remembers me? He was three months old."

      "You two had a special bond," Morgaine says. "And he always stopped crying when you held him."

      I stand a little taller. Babies love me. I give off comforting vibes.

      "What about Merlin?" I check over my shoulder and take a gander at Merlin's brooding face. "He bounced Mordred on his knee once."

      "Him… not so much," she says. "But he can come too. I need all the muscle I can get."

      That sounds ominous. Is she expecting to find Mordred in a cocaine rage?

      "And Vicky? She's coming too, right?"

      Morgaine eyes her former lover. "Believe me, Mordred will need a lawyer after this."

      "I'm a divorce attorney," Vicky says.

      "Close enough."

      Vicky folds her arms across her chest. "Then you're getting a bill."

      "Will you do it?" Morgaine presses me. "Will you help Mordred?"

      "I don't know… Last time we worked together you called me a numbskull and had your pterodactyl attack me, amongst other things…"

      Morgaine holds up her palms, calling for a truce. She's sporting blood red acrylic nails. With a flick of her wrist, I'm sure she could scratch my eyes out. I keep my distance.

      "I solemnly swear I will do no harm in 1987," she says. "Please…" her eyes searches mine. "It's my son we're talking about."

      "I don't know what to say to Mordred. I barely know him."

      "You're an influencer. Influence him! Tell him to just…" She furls her hands into fists as she searches for the right words to convince me to join her rehab campaign. "Just say 'no' to drugs."
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      Just when I thought I was out, Morgaine pulls me back in.

      After she chased me around London on her pterodactyl, I swore I would never team up with her again. Yet here I am: part of Morgaine's entourage. It's like an abusive relationship. Morgaine literally knocks me around and then woos me back with empty promises. Except this time it's different. Morgaine is not after world domination. She's just a mother worried about her son.

      I'm doing this for Baby Mordred.

      What's the point of being an influencer if I can't use my powers of persuasion for a good cause? Besides, I have bigger things to worry about than Morgaine betraying me again.

      We're huffing through the theme park to keep up with Morgaine's power walk as she leads us to the parking lot.

      I keep my eyes pointed straight ahead. No big movements. I like attention. The good kind of attention. Right now I feel like the dorky new kid walking down the hall to math class. Avoid eye contact. No sudden movements unless I attract the notice of a bully who's itching to give me a wedgie. By the way, do bullies give wedgies anymore? Is that a thing? Okay. It's been a long time since I've been in high school and my memories are heavily influenced by Back to the Future and Saved by the Bell.

      "Is it me? Or is everyone staring at us?”

      Merlin and Vicky glance around. Merlin scowls at a group of gawking middle schoolers. The leader, a kid with preppy Ken Doll hair, points at us and his minions laugh.

      Vicky edges closer to the pack. "Why are people staring at us?"

      My influencer senses are on high alert. I'm having major flashbacks…

      Sophomore year of high school. I'm wearing last season's neon pink skinny jeans while everyone was dressed in neutral colors. We're talking blue, black, and military-green denim. I stood out like a sore thumb. And while no one said anything to my face, my 'friends' mocked me behind my back and bullied me on Twitter.

      I'd made a major fashion faux pas and it's haunted me for years. Years!

      Between you and me, I still get nightmares about it. Like I'll wake up in a cold sweat and immediately have to take an intensive inventory of my closet, making sure every item is still in style.

      This trauma is the reason why I thrived as an influencer. I'm attuned to trends, terrified of being out of style. You'll never catch me rocking slouchy riding boots over tights like it's 2010.

      As more people silently judge our outfits, I glance down at my clothes.

      I'm in a plain white crop top and cut off denim shorts.

      Vicky is in a black T-shirt, jeans, Birkenstocks.

      And Merlin is in a comfortable yet monochromatic blue-grey outfit.

      It's not like we coordinated our theme-park outfits, but we just naturally gravitate toward a minimalist color palette. Less is more. We're on trend… in our time.

      I take a closer look at everyone around us.

      Lace.

      Pastels.

      Neon.

      Leather.

      Chains.

      Leg warmers.

      Big hair.

      Heavy make-up.

      I check out Morgaine's perm, glitzy cocktail dress, and heels. She fits right in whereas the three of us stick out like a sore thumb.

      "Oh my God…" I cross my arms in a self-conscious attempt to hide my outfit. "Don't you see what's going on here?"

      "What?" Merlin stiffens and follows my horrified gaze.

      "We're out of style for 1987!" I eye a woman in a pink tutu and leather jacket. She has one studded motorcycle glove, not two. “We're too boring!"

      Merlin looks down at his monochromatic outfit. "They must think we're serfs!"

      My stomach bottoms out. "Worse. Like we don't belong in the Valley."

      "What Valley?" Merlin asks.

      "The San Fernando Valley."

      Morgaine turns over her shoulder, her lips hitched in that smug smirk I know and despise. "Chances are they think you're from an undesirable zip code. Below Sunset."

      Vicky and I exchange a horrified look.

      "I live in Brentwood!" Vicky says.

      Morgaine shakes her head. "You don't look Brentwood," she says. "The three of you look like you shop at Goodwill."

      I clasp a hand over my mouth. I feel faint. "Morgaine… I know Baby Mordred needs us, but…" I gesture to our bland-ass serf clothes. "We can't go to Miami like this."

      Morgaine nods. "Frankly, I'm ashamed to be seen with you lot."

      "This is fashion emergency," I say.

      "I agree."

      At last, we agree on something.

      "Come," Morgaine says, leading us to her cheery red Ferrari Testarossa. "To the mall!"
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      "Look!" I tap Vicky on the shoulder. "A Sam Goody!"

      "Where?"

      "By the Radio Shack."

      "This brings me back," Vicky says. "Waay back. Look! A Waldenbooks."

      I shake my head in amazement. "They have everything at this mall."

      Our eyes are wide as we pass the fountain. The Glendale Galleria is packed: teens in head to toe pastels, moms pushing strollers, couples holding hands. I can't remember the mall being this busy. Then again, I haven't been to the mall in years and on the rare occasion that I dropped by to pick up a last minute Christmas gift, the mall is dead, bleak, sad…

      In 1987, the mall is alive and thriving.

      We travel as a pack up the escalator and follow Morgaine to the food court where she treats us to an Orange Julius.

      "Vicky!" I nearly choke on my drink. "I see your mom!"

      She pokes her head up. "Where?"

      "Outside KB Toys."

      "Oh shit! She's with your mom!"

      "What?"

      "Omigod! My mom is wearing Morgaine's dress."

      We both turn to Morgaine, who is standing in line at Hot Dog on a Stick and impatiently tapping her gold pumps on the coral tiles. Merlin has demanded a corn dog in addition to his Orange Julius and he's pretty persistent (see whiny) when he doesn't get his way.

      "Do you think we should say hello?" I ask.

      "No! It might freak them out."

      "But they won't know who we are. We're not even born yet."

      "Speak for yourself." Vicky cocks her head to the pudgy toddler at the end of a leash. "That's me."

      My eyes widen. "No way! You were a leash kid?"

      "Unfortunately."

      Toddler Vicky is dressed in corduroy overalls with a teddy bear on the front and pink n' purple Velcro sneakers. Warmth floods me. "Oooh, Vicky! Look at those fat cheeks." I stand up. "Let's go say hello."

      "Laurel! Get back here!"

      Our moms enter the food court, gossiping in rapid fire Korean. I kneel down in front of chubby toddler Vicky. "Aren't you the cutest thing!" I greet Auntie June, who's rocking a puffy '80s perm. "Your daughter is totally adorable. Can I hold her?"

      "Thank you," Auntie June says. "But no. Vicky doesn't like strangers."

      "I bet she'll like me. I'm great with kids."

      "She bites."

      "That sounds like Vicky…"

      "What?" Auntie June asks.

      I clear my throat. "Icky. That sounds icky."

      Auntie June and my mom size up my bland-as-hell outfit. Blood rushes to my cheeks. I can only imagine what they must be thinking. Where'd'you get that tank top? Kmart?

      My mom whispers in my aunt's ear, then squints at my face. "Do I know you?"

      Good question. She will know me. I'm her favorite person in the world.

      "Nope."

      Vicky joins us and stares down at her toddler self. Mom and Auntie June size her up too, unimpressed by her sleek bob and minimalist outfit.

      They check out her Birkenstocks and shake their heads. "Hippie," I hear my mom mutter.

      "This is my cousin," I say. "Her name is Vicky too."

      Little Vicky gnaws on the plastic hands of her Rainbow Brite doll. Spittle dribbles down her chubby chin. Big Vicky is having a surreal moment. It isn't every day you come face to face with your younger self.

      If I had the opportunity to meet young Laurel, I'd advise myself to start my current skin care routine at thirteen, apply sunscreen even on cloudy days, and moisturize, moisturize, moisturize…

      But Vicky being Vicky, she pries the Rainbow Brite doll from Toddler Vicky's mouth and peers very hard into Little Vicky's eyes. "Buy Apple stock."

      "Goo!" Toddler Vicky says.

      Vicky stands up and jots down something on a piece of scrap paper, which she presses into her startled mom's hands. "Remember these three companies. Apple. Tesla. Amazon. Buy tons of stock under Vicky's name," she says, "and whatever you do, don't let her go to law school."

      Her mother slowly backs away. "Who is this crazy woman?" she asks my mom in Korean. "What does she want?"

      "They are dressed like homeless people," my mom says. "Maybe they want money… Give them a dollar."

      "I have a Sears gift card." Auntie June hands me her gift card. "That has ten dollars left," she says. "Buy clothes?"

      I shake my head. "No. No."

      "Yes. Yes," my mom presses.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I spy Morgaine huffing toward us. Merlin trails behind her with two corn dogs and an extra large cup of lemonade.

      "There you are!" Morgaine snaps. "How about giving me a heads up before you wander off to the toy store?"

      "Who is she?" my mom asks.

      Vicky and I stifle a giggle. "Our mother," we say, earning a nasty glare from Morgaine.
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      Acid wash jeans. Mint green blouse. Yellow scrunchy socks and spanking new Reeboks. I check myself out in the mirror.

      "You know what?" I fluff up my crunchy new perm. "'80s fashion is growing on me." My jeans are pleated at the waist, tapered at the legs. "These are so comfortable."

      "Get them," Morgaine says.

      "What about these?" I hold up a canary yellow tennis skirt and matching polo shirt.

      "Get them, too."

      "Seriously?"

      "Seriously."

      I hold up a fistful of headbands. "What about these? I can't decide between lavender or this geometric pattern."

      "Get them both." Morgaine scrutinizes her new manicure.

      "No way."

      "Way." She grins. "Anything your heart desires."

      "Anything? Even the off-the-shoulder pink number at Robinson's May?"

      "Go crazy."

      I resist the urge to fist pump the air. First a makeover and now a shopping spree. "Never thought I'd say this: you're like, my favorite person right now."

      I totally want to hug her. Given our history and the many times Morgaine has tried to kill me, a hug might be a little weird.

      Morgaine is my sugar mama. I'm ready to forgive all the bad blood between us so long as she keeps buying me stuff. What can I say? I'm a material girl living in a material world.

      I like '80s Morgaine better than all the versions of Morgaine I've met.

      "How did you get to be so rich?" I ask.

      "Generational wealth."

      Makes sense. Morgaine's been around for ages.

      "And I dated
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5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
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DISCLAIMER
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