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MELODY GIRL

CLOVER COX


SERIES INFORMATION

The Mitten State University series follows four friends and their acquaintances as they navigate their senior year and find love. Each story can be read as a standalone, but they’re better when read together because the series includes many recurring characters and locations. Please visit my Amazon page to find other books from the Mitten State University series.

Book 3, Melody Girl, follows Louis’s old roommate Michael Branscomb from book one. He’s a college dropout, and he must find a job. What happens when his job search leads him to traveling back in time and waking up in a woman’s body? What adventures await him in the past? Is Michael ready to become Melody Girl?


To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Jackie, Grace, Mary, and Tara were at Sapphire American Bistro, gossiping about their classes and what they’d done for Valentine’s Day. It was freezing outside, but they were warm inside of the bistro.

“Steven cooked me the most romantic dinner,” Grace gushed.

“You should have seen what Louis bought me,” Jackie said. She couldn’t let her friend outshine her.

Mary and Tara shared a look of contempt. Neither had a boyfriend. They were fine without one, but listening to their friends gush about their boyfriends was annoying.

“A present doesn’t mean as much as cooking for someone,” Grace said.

Jackie fluttered her eyelashes, running fingers through her luscious blonde hair. She didn’t need Grace telling her what was better. “Can’t we just agree we both have amazing boyfriends?”

“Fine,” Grace said. She lifted her coffee mug into the air. Jackie clicked hers with Grace’s. Mary and Tara shared another look of disdain, silently begging the other to change the direction of the conversation.

Their server saved them. “Are you guys ready to order?” His nametag read ‘Bryon’. Everyone agreed they were ready and ordered. Bryon pulled a sheet of paper from his pocket, placing it on the table.

“What’s this?” Jackie asked as she picked up the paper.

“The owners want to throw a party next week to celebrate the woman who saved this business nearly one-hundred years ago, when it was a speakeasy.”

“Like an undercover bar?” said Tara.

Bryon nodded. “That’s what my bosses told me. Apparently, her name was Sapphire, and she saved the building somehow. I don’t know, but they’ll tell you all about it if you come to the party. It’s next week.”

They always had parties at the bistro, so it was no surprise to receive a flyer. Bryon disappeared to place their order as the ladies read over the flyer he’d left.

“What do you guys think? Should we go?” asked Grace.

“I don’t know,” said Jackie.

“Why not? They always clear out the tables for dancing here,” said Mary.

“Money?” asked Jackie. “I don’t want to spend all I have on overpriced drinks.”

“You could bring Louis,” Tara said in a teasing voice.

Grace snapped a picture of the flyer, passing it to Mary and telling her to take a picture. Grace told Jackie she had to go, and Jackie reluctantly agreed.

***

Michael Branscomb sat in his bedroom playing video games. The sound of artificial bullets was driving his mother in the neighboring room crazy. She’d made him move home at the end of the last semester after failing his classes. He wasn’t stupid, but he was lazy. Linda was at the end of her rope. She was about to make her adult son homeless and wash her hands of the situation.

“Mom, get out.” Michael fell out of his chair when Linda charged into the room.

“You can’t tell me to get out of here! I pay the bills. I paid for your classes. You don’t know the first thing about earning money, you ungrateful little shit!”

Michael watched in terror as his mother pulled the plug on his game. He threw his controller against the wall, leaving an enormous hole in its wake.

A nail-on-the-chalkboard scream erupted from Linda’s mouth. She marched across the room to where Michael had made a hole, and she snapped. She took the game console, lifted it into the air, and threw it on the floor. It shattered into pieces. A rush ran through Linda. She grabbed a laundry basket and filled it with all the electronics Michael loved.

“I paid for this, and this, and this.” Linda flicked her wrist each time she threw something into the basket until there was nothing left in Michael’s room except some furniture and his clothes and the television that was too big to move. She would get rid of it the next time he left home.

Michael sat on his bed, speechless. His eyes focused on the bits and pieces of his game console. It was the saddest thing he’d ever seen in his life. “What was that for, mom?” he asked. He felt nothing but a black hole in his chest.

“I told you. You’re ungrateful, and it must change. You’re too old for this, Michael. I’ll tell you one thing right now. I don’t plan on having you here when you’re thirty.”

“There’s no way that’ll happen.”

Linda laughed. The sound grated on Michael’s ears. “You’re right, you won’t be. At the rate you’re going, you’ll be homeless and on the streets.”

Michael grunted, but Linda wasn’t kidding. When he met her eyes, Michael knew she wasn’t. He dropped his head and waited for her to leave with everything he loved most in the world.

Linda stood in the doorway, turning to her son. “Get a job,” she said before marching down the hall to lock everything of Michael’s in her closet.


CHAPTER TWO

Michael didn’t know what to do with himself the first hour he went without video games. Linda had taken his controllers, but his fingers still moved as though he had one. His hands curled. It was ridiculous. If he closed his eyes, it was almost like he was playing the game, but he wasn’t.

When Michael’s reality without video games set in, he heard his mother’s words ringing in his ears. Michael needed a job. He freeloaded from his mother, but she had allowed it. Ever since his father left, she’d babied him, and he had taken advantage.

Michael knew that was ending. His mother could put him out if she wanted, and nobody would be there to help him.

Michael grabbed the keys to his car that his mother bought him years ago. He punched directions into the phone that his mother paid for, grateful she hadn’t taken it. When he thought of his life, it was easy to recognize how much Linda did for him. Michael felt terrible for putting a hole in his bedroom wall. A wall his mother had purchased. Michael never paid for anything.

He followed his GPS to Sapphire American Bistro. It was a popular restaurant in Onarga, Michigan. Michael used to eat there before he had to move back to the outskirts of town with his mother. Michael parked outside of the bistro. His heart raced as he thought about what he’d write on his resume. ‘Never employed college dropout’ didn’t sound impressive.

Michael went inside and asked to speak to the manager. A sharp-looking woman approached him a few minutes later with an outstretched hand. “Hello, I’m Margaret.”

“Michael,” he said. “Nice to meet you.”

“Here’s an application. Why don’t you fill it out, and then we can talk after?”

Michael nodded. His stomach was in knots, but he needed a job. He needed to prove to his mother that he wasn’t some deadbeat. Maybe he was doing it all so he could afford to buy a new gaming system, but he told himself it was for his mother.

Michael sat at a table to fill out the application with a pen Margaret had given him. She was walking around the restaurant. It was open all day. People came in the morning for coffees and returned at night for drinks. Margaret came back around just as Michael was finishing the application. He had little information to provide.

“You finished?”

“Just about,” he said.

Margaret nodded and took a seat across from him. She scrolled through her phone as she waited for him to finish, snatching the resume from Michael the second he dropped his pen. “You’ve never had a job?”

“My mom has made me volunteer with her before, but nothing besides that. I was in school until last semester.”

“What happened?”

Michael swallowed, hesitating.

“Tell me the truth, Michael. It’s okay.” Margaret had one arm stacked atop another. Her head tilted to the side.

“I stopped going to my classes,” he said.

Margaret chuckled. “I hated college. I only got my two-year degree and refused to continue.”

Michael sighed, sitting more upright in his chair. Margaret was still smiling, which encouraged him. Maybe he had a chance. “What did you study?”

“Business,” she said. “It helped get the job I have now, and I’m pretty happy.”

“That’s great,” Michael said. “I promise to show up to work if you give me a chance.”

Margaret nodded. “Work differs from school. I don’t doubt you’ll show up, but I don’t know if you will want what I can offer.”

“I’ll take anything,” he said.

“Dishwasher? You can start there and work your way up over time, if that’s what you want to do. We offer lots of room for advancement. I started as a server here before becoming the manager.”

Michael nodded. He didn’t want to apply for another job, so he agreed. “When can I start?”

“We can start your training in a few days. I’ll send you a few times to choose from tonight. How does that sound?”

“Perfect,” Michael said.

“Are you hungry? I’ll buy you lunch.”

Michael smiled, already feeling like a part of Sapphire American Bistro’s family. “I would love a hamburger with fries.”

“Wait here. I’ll tell the kitchen. Anything to drink?”

“Just water,” he said while looking into Margaret’s eyes as she stood by the table. “Thank you for the opportunity.”

“We’ll get your papers on file and get you started working. Could I get a copy of your ID? Do you have your school one too?”

Michael nodded. He fetched his wallet and gave Margaret what she needed. She smiled and disappeared into the kitchen. A server came by with his hamburger a few minutes later. “Margaret told me to give this to you. Are you going to work here?”

“Yeah, I’m starting as a dishwasher.”

“Cool. My name is Bryon. What’s yours?”

“Michael,” he said.

“Welcome to the team. Enjoy the burger.”

“Thanks.” Michael lifted a fry to his mouth and already felt more at peace. The first thing he’d buy with his paycheck was a wall patch. The second would have to be a gift for his mother. Michael enjoyed his burger and thought about how he could make amends. He wondered how long he might work at the restaurant. It strangely felt like home.

Margaret returned a few minutes later with his IDs. “How’s the burger?”

“Fantastic,” he said.

“I’m glad. I wanted to give you this too,” Margaret said and placed a flyer in front of Michael.

“What’s this?”

“We’re having a party next week to celebrate Sapphire. She saved the restaurant when it was a speakeasy named Honey Diamonds.”

“Honey Diamonds? A speakeasy?”

Margaret threw her head back and chuckled. “The owners put together a little video with her history. I honestly don’t know much more than the fact that we’re having a party. You know people love any reason to get drunk.”

Michael smiled.

“Think about coming. You’ll probably have had your first training day by then.”

“Here’s hoping,” Michael said, raising his glass. “Thank you again for giving me a chance.”

“Everyone deserves a chance. See you soon. I’ll email you tonight.”

Michael nodded and went back to enjoying his meal. He left a few dollars for Bryon, telling his future coworker goodbye on the way out. Michael got into his car and stared at the flyer for the party next week for a few beats too long. Michael shook his head, tucking the flyer into his glove box.

He turned the engine to his car and hit the road.

Michael was a few miles from the restaurant when he felt violently ill. His hands shook. His palms were sweating. He was only a few blocks from his old apartment and didn’t know where else to go. He parked outside of his former building, struggling to get out of the car on his own.

***

Louis and Jackie were inside watching TV when someone banged on the door. They stared at each other with wide eyes. Jackie felt the hairs on her arm stand at attention.

“Were you expecting someone?”

“No,” Louis said.

Jackie ran a hand down her face, staring at the door as someone banged on it again. The person on the other side yelled for help.

“Wait, that voice sounds familiar,” Louis said.

Jackie followed behind Louis as he went to the door, using him as a shield in case the person on the other side was hostile.

Louis opened the door, and they both gasped a sigh of relief when Michael Branscomb was standing on the other side. “Michael, what are you doing here?”

“I’m not feeling well.” Michael gasped for air, pushing past Louis and Jackie. He didn’t know what was wrong with him, but he felt like he was dying. Like the life he knew was being ripped from his soul. Louis and Jackie followed behind Michael as he stumbled further into the living room.

Jackie and Louis looked at each other, asking each other what they should do without speaking a word, but neither had an answer. They could only watch as Michael fell to the floor in the middle of their living room.

His eyes closed, and Jackie screamed. She didn’t want someone dying in her apartment. She didn’t want to get accused of his death. “What’s happening, Louis?” Jackie ran to her phone. “Should I call the police?”

Louis growled. “Calm down for a second.” He squatted next to his old roommate to check his pulse. Michael’s heart was beating at a normal rate. His chest rose and fell as he breathed. “He’s breathing. I think we should just wait for him to wake up.”

Jackie shook her head, but she didn’t have the words to argue. It was the middle of the afternoon. She’d planned to study after watching TV, but she would never be able to concentrate with Michael splayed out in her living room. “I don’t know what to say, Louis, but I don’t feel comfortable with this.”

“Michael wasn’t my best friend, but we can’t turn him away. What are we going to do? Put him outside in the freezing cold? That would kill him.”

Jackie considered what Louis said. She sighed and plopped down on the sofa, turning off the TV. She screamed. The noise didn’t even make Michael flinch. She stared at Michael, willing him to open his eyes, but he never did.

Louis and Jackie stared at each other, neither quite sure what to do.


CHAPTER THREE

I awake to the sounds of a radio. Smells of frying bacon hit my nose. My stomach rumbles. I look around, having no idea where I am. I swing over the side of the bed, taking in the contents of the room.

There is a radio on a vanity. A chest of drawers. A closet. The bed holding me, but I’m not myself. Something has changed.

I stand to look at myself in the mirror. I gasp, covering my mouth. There’s no way to explain it, but I am a woman. I have flowing brown hair. My chest is round where it was once flat. My boxy body has become an hourglass.

There’s no telling what will happen if someone sees me, but I have to leave this room. I don’t know where I am, but I have a suspicion I’m no longer in the twenty-first century judging by the room where I stand. I open the closet. Inside there is a collection of women’s clothing. Is it mine?

I close the closet. My heart is racing. What awaits me beyond the door? Is this real? How in the world have I gone from Louis’s living room to some random bedroom in the past?

I walk to the bedroom door and open it, peeking into the hallway. Nothing looks familiar, but it looks like a new version of something old. It’s not a hallway one would desire in the twenty-first century. I close the door, too nervous to step into the hallway. What if there is a monster? I know it’s irrational, but my reasoning left when I woke up in this strange bedroom after collapsing to Louis’s floor.

I walk over to the radio, hoping it can provide some clues. My body flinches when static fills the room. I quickly reduce the volume, hoping nobody in the house heard me. When I find a working station, I return to my bed to listen.

“Good morning, everyone. We’re blessed with a sunny and temperate day today. Only a few days until Halloween, and then we’ll have the election. Are you ready to cast your vote? We’ll have speakers later to argue on behalf of both President Hoover and Mr. Roosevelt. Please tune in at three p.m. to hear what they have to say. Now, this next song will make you want to move.”

I shut off the radio and curse myself for not paying more attention in history class. What year does Roosevelt get elected? Is Mr. Roosevelt even FDR? I’ve heard two Roosevelts were president, but I can’t be sure. I’ll have to find a newspaper, but that will require leaving my room.

I take a deep breath and prepare myself for whatever might await me on the other side of the door. When I step into the hallway, the sounds of frying bacon are no longer present. I walk with light steps toward what I assume will be the kitchen.

“Good morning, Sapphire. How are you?”

“Okay,” I say. There is a plate of cooked bacon on the counter. My stomach grumbles upon seeing it. I reach for it but stop when a screech hits my ears.

“Excuse me, Sapphire. What do you think you’re doing? Bacon is too expensive to share. I’m sorry.”

I lift my hand, putting it along my side. “I’m sorry. Is there something I could eat?”

The woman lifts her eyebrow. “I told you to write your name on any food you buy. Don’t you remember?”

“Right,” I say. Whoever this woman is, I get the sense that we aren’t family. I open the cabinets and fridge but cannot find anything with my name written on it. The fridge isn’t modern at all. It has a foot pedal and the tiniest freezer section I’ve ever seen. I want to ask the woman her name, or how long I’ve been living here, but those questions would make me sound crazy.

“I hope you have your rent money at the end of the money, dear. Times are tough, but you can’t keep your room if you don’t pay.”

“I understand,” I say. There is so much I don’t know, but I know people want their money. I hope I can figure out enough about myself and where I’m living to pay my bill before the end of the month. I excuse myself from the kitchen, looking for anything to give me clues.

There is a calendar in the living room. I cover my mouth when I see it. October 1932. It’s so far in the past, I don’t even know the first thing about it. How do people live? What technology do they have? I want to drop to my knees and cry. Am I stuck here? Will I never feel a controller beneath my fingers again? Will I be a woman forever?

So many questions are running through my mind. I don’t even realize I’m hyperventilating until my landlord comes up behind me. She rubs my back and tells me to breathe. “Now, don’t go putting on those waterworks. I know you lost your job at the market, but you have to find something else. I can give you a one-month credit, but you can’t live here for free forever.”

“How much extra will you charge?”

“Your rent is six dollars a month. How about you give me six fifty if you need the credit?”

I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself. Six dollars? That sounds like nothing to me, but I have no idea how much people make. I don’t know how much anything costs. The lady wouldn’t even let me touch her bacon, so I assume things aren’t great beyond the door. I apparently lost one job already.

“I always hear you singing in the shower. Why don’t you use that voice of yours to make some money?”

“We’ll see what I can do.”

She rubs my back. I still don’t know her name, but there’s something comforting about her. At least she told me my name. Sapphire. I am the woman who saves the bistro, but I don’t even know where the bistro is. It surely isn’t named after me like the one in the future. My heart grows heavy.

My landlady leaves me and returns to the kitchen. I see a piece of mail sitting on a buffet along the wall. Mildred Kahle. Mildred must be the woman who I’m living with, but that’s all I know about her. I look outside the front window. The leaves are vibrant colors. The announcer said today will be warm and sunny, so I run to grab my things from my room. I find an ID with my name but no picture. There are four pennies and a nickel in my top dresser drawer. I put them into my dress’s pocket along with my ID. I slip on a pair of flats before heading outside.

Mildred lives in Onarga, near the center of the city. It’s different in the past. It seems like there are a lot more people out walking. Streetcars run through many streets, but I don’t know how to use them. All the women wear dresses. The men have pants and pressed shirts. I keep my head low, using my peripheral vison to take in everything around me.

I walk for hours. A few men whistle at me and say things, but most people leave me alone. There are no big-box stores. No smartphones. No internet. It’s a different world, but people seem to get along just fine. I spend a couple of my pennies on a newspaper, reading about the upcoming election between Hoover and Roosevelt. Everyone on the streets talks about it, and everyone seems to hate Hoover. They blame him for the depression, which I realize I’m living.

No wonder I lost my job at the market.

The only place I recognize is the University, which is much smaller than it will become in the future. Many streets are different. Dirt covers most roads. I walk through the university, wondering why I have traveled back in time. What if I never return? What if I’m stuck and can’t find a job?

I find the quad of Mitten State University, which is mostly the same in 1932. I walk from there to where Sapphire American Bistro is. Its name is different. A sign hangs in the window that says ‘Honey Diamonds’. Margaret told me that during the interview, but it’s surreal seeing it in person. There’s a larger sign telling customers they only serve breakfast, which doesn’t make sense if they are also a speakeasy.

I walk inside. Nobody turns to pay me any attention until a young woman approaches. There’s something familiar about her, but I can’t say what.

“Morning,” she says. “Are you eating breakfast?”

“I was hoping for an application.”

The woman frowns. Jobs must be harder to come by than I realize. She looks me up and down before putting her finger up and running to a room in the back.

“I don’t know what Terry will say, but you can fill this out. We know times are tough, but the restaurant is fully staffed.”

I take the application, feeling void of hope. The application looks so different from the one I’d filled out for Margaret. Instead of filling out the paper, I fold it and stick it into my dress’s pocket. I need a job, but I need to figure out what is happening with my life more.

I walk from the bistro to a park. The trees are a symphony of colors, and I lose myself staring at the leaves. The weather is perfect for sitting outside. I hum, trying to forget I am sitting nearly one-hundred years in the past with no idea how to return nor any idea of why I’m here.

A few leaves fall from a gentle breeze, fluttering through the air to my feet. I pull my knees to my chest and twist the leaves by their stems with my fingers, inspecting each one as it falls. The first is red. The second orange. Another is yellow with hints of brown. I hum more loudly, hoping it’ll transport me back to the future, but nothing happens.

My voice isn’t bad. It differs from the one I had when I was a man. I start singing a song before realizing it’s from the future. How am I supposed to sing when everything I know hasn’t yet been created?

I wish I had my phone to look up what songs are popular in the thirties, but it’s pointless. Even if I had my phone, the internet doesn’t exist here.

I search my mind and remember the melody of a popular French song. I learned it my freshman year of university. It is one of the few things that has stuck in my mind. I used to hate singing it, but I find confidence as I part my lips.

The words leave my mouth, sounding like honey against my ears. For whatever reason, I have a delightful voice as Sapphire. Is she me? Am I her? Are we the same person, or am I only observing this moment in her life? How does she know the words to this song without me?

My mind hurts. Sapphire’s mind hurts. I keep singing as I rub my forehead; the words becoming fuller with each rendition.

Someone tosses a penny to my feet. My voice cracks. I stop singing to thank the man. He smiles at me and tips his hat, continuing down the dirt trail in the park. I gather a few fallen leaves to form a bowl, placing his penny where the leaves meet. The copper contrasts against the color of the leaves.

I sing in French. A lot of what I say is gibberish, but it doesn’t seem to matter if I use words from a foreign language. After a few minutes, I have a crowd around me. They’re staring. People give me pennies. It will take forever to make six dollars for my rent, but I prefer singing to waiting tables. The holidays are around the corner. I could switch to era-appropriate jingles if I bore of the French songs.

Even if I’m stuck in the past, I can make it work. I have to. I keep singing. People come and go, but one man catches my attention. His gaze lingers on me. I see his eyes taking in the shape of my womanly body, and I suddenly feel vulnerable. I keep singing, but slowly everyone disappears until only the man is remaining.

It's like he scared them away.

“I’ve been watching you,” he says.

Part of me is afraid. Another part of me is tantalized. This man has dark eyes. They’re serious. Commanding. If he tells me what to do, I might just listen. I don’t know why he makes me feel wild, but he does.

“What’s your name, Melody Girl?”

“Sapphire,” I say. My voice is a breath of air. Gasped syllables. I have never been attracted to another man, but I am now a woman. I feel the heat between my legs as this stranger stares at me. “Who are you?”

“My name is Terry. I’m surprised we’ve never met,” he says.

I look each way, wishing anyone else was in the park with us. I taste danger. “Why is that?”

“You’re the most beautiful woman in town.”

My cheeks turn to fire. My body could melt into the dirt path beneath my feet. “I bet you say that to every woman.” Terry has much more confidence than I ever did as a man.

His eyes soften. “I’ve said it to a few, but that doesn’t mean it isn’t true. You’re gorgeous.”

Terry isn’t bad looking himself, but I can’t let him know how attracted I feel. It would put me in a position of weakness. “You’re the only person who didn’t put money in my leaves.” I point to my makeshift bowl on the floor. Pennies fill it, but I’ll need to make a lot more before I can pay my rent.

Terry pulls out his wallet and opens it. He hands me two fives. Ten dollars must be worth a fortune if two pennies can buy me a newspaper. “I wanted to wait until everyone left before I gave you anything.”

I fold the bills and stuff them into my pocket. “Don’t expect me to sleep with you.”

Terry smirks. “Why would you say that?”

“A lot of men think they can buy whatever they want.”

“I was hoping I could buy your time for my club. Consider that a signing bonus.”

“What kind of club?”

Terry looks both ways before lowering his voice. “Don’t tell nobody, but Honey Diamonds becomes a bar after hours.”

“Isn’t alcohol illegal?”

“Don’t tell me you’re a stiff,” Terry says. “Not like I don’t have the cops paid off anyway, but I don’t need you running to nobody.”

“No, that’s not what I was saying. How much are you paying?”

“I’ll give you eighty a month, and you can eat for free. Drink if you want, too, but only after you sing. I don’t want you sloppy on stage.”

“When can I start?”

“Friday night. Come early. I’ll meet you at the backdoor around five p.m., and we can run through what songs you’ll sing.”

I nod, nervous but excited about my new job. Terry steps forward. He places one hand on my side, making my body an inferno. He stares into my eyes. I think he’s going to kiss me, but he doesn’t.

“I’ll see you Friday, Melody Girl. Keep your voice crisp until then.”

I nod. I don’t know what to say, but I have ten dollars and some change in my pocket. A job awaits me. How can I complain? Before I leave the forest, a feeling similar to the one I had after my interview at Sapphire American Bistro overtakes me.

I drop to my knees. My hands catch me. I tumble onto my back. The world fades.


CHAPTER FOUR

“His eyes are opening,” Jackie yelled.

Louis grabbed the glass of water he’d made from the counter and rushed over to Michael. Louis helped lift Michael. Jackie kneeled by them. She took the glass from Louis, so he didn’t drop it.

Michael blinked. The last thing he remembered was standing in a park and watching Terry walk away from him. He remembered being a girl. Sapphire.

“Are you okay?” Louis asked.

“How long was I out?”

“Only a minute,” Jackie said. “Here, drink this.”

Michael nodded and took the glass of water, but he didn’t understand how he’d been gone for only a minute. He’d spent an entire day in the past. Walking around. Applying for a job. Meeting Mildred and Terry and many others who helped him through the day.

Was it all a dream? Michael didn’t know what to think, but his experience felt realer than any dream he’d ever had.

“What happened? You came in here and just passed out,” Louis said.

“I don’t know how to explain it. I went to Sapphire American Bistro to apply for a job and started feeling ill on my drive home. When I came here, I collapsed and woke up in the past.”

Jackie and Louis shared a look. Michael knew they thought he was crazy, but what his experience was real. It had to be. “Maybe you were just having a dream,” Jackie offered.

“Maybe.” Michael didn’t want to argue. He hoped whatever happened wouldn’t happen again. He needed to go home. Michael drank the water he was holding before passing the glass back to Jackie. She put it on a table next to her. “Will you guys help me up?”

Jackie and Louis grabbed Michael’s hands. Pennies fell from his pocket when he rose to his feet. Michael’s heart raced as he bent down to look at the dates. Most were from the twenties and the surrounding years. Michael ignored Jackie and Louis as he dug into his pocket. More pennies spilled to the floor, but what frightened him most were the two five-dollar bills.

“Let me see that.” Louis snatched the money from Michael, but it turned to dust in his hands. The pennies did the same. Everyone looked at each other with stricken expressions. “What the heck is happening?”

“I wish I knew,” Michael said.

“What else happened in the past?” Jackie asked.

Michael opened his mouth to speak, but a sharp pain surged through his body. He collapsed to his knees, falling onto his back. His vision became fuzzy. He hadn’t been back to the present for more than a few minutes, but he was already being pulled back to the past. To Sapphire. He didn’t know how they were connected, but their bond was strong.

“Are you leaving us again?” Jackie asked. Her blonde hair fell in her face. Her big blue eyes focused on Michael. They were the last thing he remembered as he nodded and closed his eyes, letting Sapphire pull him into the past.

***

I understand more when I travel to the past this time. Sapphire is her own being, and I’m sharing her mind. I feel there is a duty I need to fulfill through her. With her. She has brought me here to help her, even though I’m not sure she knows it.

I’m sitting on the same bed as last time in Mildred’s house, fully clothed. Does Sapphire sleep in a dress? Does she nap in one? I realize how little I know about Sapphire’s habits, but I know she can sing. I know where she lives. Her handwriting no longer looks foreign. It’s neat whereas mine was sloppy.

I reach for the radio on the vanity. When I turn it on, the announcer speaks about how Roosevelt won the election in a landslide. He says it is a date in mid-November, and I wonder what Sapphire has done since I’ve been away. Maybe Mildred can fill me in on some details.

“Good morning, Sapphire.” Mildred seems much happier to see me than the last time. I must have paid my rent. “Did you sleep well, dear? You keep waking up later and later. What time did you get in last night? Midnight?”

I glance over my shoulder, unsure of when Sapphire returned home. She might have late shifts. “Morning, Mildred. I slept well.”

Mildred folds her lips and nods, returning her attention to the paper. I know she’s judging me, Sapphire, a little. When I look in the cabinets, there are many items with my name scribbled on the side. I can’t believe how far Sapphire has come since I left.

“Have I thanked you for giving me the idea to sing?”

“Many times,” Mildred says. “I’ve heard around town you’ve been singing on the streets.”

“Have you?”

Mildred nods. “I’m glad more people know how your lovely voice sounds. It seems to pay well. Much better than you were making selling fruit at the market.”

I smile at Mildred and turn back to the cabinets. My stomach is rumbling. I find oatmeal with my name on it, and there is milk in the fridge with my initials on the glass.

“Leave out any jars you want filled. I’m having more milk delivered today.”

“How much is it again?”

“Twenty cents a jar.” Mildred looks at me with questioning eyes.

“I’ll take one.” I start my oatmeal on the stove before running back to my bedroom. There’s change in the top drawer of my dresser. A lot more than the last time I looked. I grab two dimes and head back to the kitchen. My oatmeal is bubbling. Mildred watches me with narrowed eyes. I leave my empty milk jug and twenty cents on the counter, sitting next to Mildred at the table with my bowl of oatmeal.

“How come you’ve been coming home so late recently?”

I assume I have a job at the club, Honey Diamonds, but I probably shouldn’t tell Mildred that if the place is a secret. They serve breakfast during the day, and I assume most don’t know about the business they operate at night. “I’ve been working, ma’am.”

“Are you working the streets, dear? I don’t want riffraff coming into my home.”

“I promise not to bring anyone here without your permission.” Mildred sounds like my mother. Why is Sapphire living with her? How much does a single apartment cost? “We’ve been having late nights at my new job.”

Mildred frowns. “People not worthy of association roam the streets at night. Is that who you want to become?”

“I paid my rent, didn’t I?”

“Hopefully not from whoring out your youthful body,” she says. “I don’t understand how you went from broke to paying rent in full within a week. Collecting pennies doesn’t buy all that food you have, either.”

There’s a tension in Mildred’s voice that makes me uncomfortable. I don’t know how to explain what I do to her, so I fall silent. She needs to simmer down. Mildred stares at me for several beats before returning her attention to the paper she’d folded to interrogate me.

I finish my oatmeal and wash the bowl in the sink before disappearing to my bedroom. Does Mildred ever leave the kitchen table? It seems her life is there. I wish I had access to Sapphire’s memories, but I only know where she is now. Where she was when we last shared consciousness.

I open the closet, and there are dresses that weren’t there the last time. They are elegant. Glamourous. Most are floor length and offer an ample amount of cleavage. I grab the red one, staring at it with admiration. I want it on my body, but it seems too sexy to wear in front of Mildred. There’s a bag on the floor. My gut tells me it’s for the dresses.

I ball up the red dress and toss it into the bag. There are matching heels on the floor of my closet. I grab them, too. My closet is tiny and stuffed to the max with dresses and shoes. How I ever paid for them all is beyond me, but I have a feeling it has to do with the man who gave me the ten dollars.

Terry.

He is the owner of Honey Diamonds, and it’s clear he has money. Did he give me these dresses? There is only one way to find out. I gather my things and head out the door.

The town surprises me again with its old-world charm, except it’s my present day. I’m living in the past, and I feel it all around me. The clothes people wear. The streetcars flying through the streets. Old-school cars. Nobody looks at me twice, except for a couple of horny men. I ignore them and continue to Honey Diamonds. It’s about a twenty-minute walk from Mildred’s, which seems far in the compact Onarga of the past.

They are serving breakfast when I arrive. I look around, searching for Terry, but I don’t find him anywhere. The woman who gave me an application last time I was here runs outside. Her eyes are different this time, like she knows me.

Something about her feels familiar, but I still can’t figure out what.

“Sapphire. What are you doing here? It’s so early.”

“I was wondering where Terry is.”

She laughs. It’s a laugh I’ve heard, as though it were coming from a movie that I’ve seen a million times. “You know he doesn’t come here until later.”

I blush. “I’m so forgetful today. Who knows what’s wrong with me?”

“Don’t worry. I can let you upstairs if you want to practice your set for tonight, but you’ll have to be quiet.”

I nod and follow the woman inside. Someone shouts her name, and she puts up her finger for me to wait. Her name is Victoria. I instantly know why I recognize her. She is my great-grandmother. She died when I was six, but I remember sitting on her lap. I remember her humming songs to me. I can’t believe how much different she looks from the memories I have of her.

Victoria comes back to me after helping a fellow waitress. It’s clear she runs the show at Honey Diamonds, and judging by her youthful face, she must be in her twenties.

“How long have you been working here?” I ask her casually as we head through a backdoor and up a flight of stairs.

“A few years. I’m here from morning to night, which is why Terry trusts me. If I could have sung my way to his heart, I’d have done that. Seems a lot easier.” Victoria turns to look at me. We stop walking up the stairs, and I want to fall back down them. The daggers in her eyes are unrelenting. It’s clear she isn’t fond of my skill.

I say nothing and follow Victoria to a lounge, which is clearly soundproof judging by the thickness of the walls. It has velvet wallpaper and several chandeliers hanging from the ceiling. There are two huge bars, and a stage. I’ve never been in the room, but it’s like I’ve seen that stage a million times in my life.

The stage calls me, and I go to it. There’s a microphone. It’s boxy and made of metal. “The microphone won’t be turned on until later. We don’t want any unsuspecting diners learning about the club up here.”

“How do people get in?”

“Who are you today, Sapphire?” Victoria asks with a light laugh. I want to tell her I’m a man from the future in a woman’s body, but she would never believe me. “We have a secret password. It changes every week. Not that we’ll be boozeless for long. People are tired of this nonsense.”

“It’s like I hit my head or something.” I touch my forehead.

“Don’t make me call the doctor.” I smile at her words. Victoria looks around the room like she forgot there’s a room full of customers downstairs. She races back down the stairs, leaving me alone in the quiet lounge. It’s crazy thinking of my great-grandmother running a restaurant in her early twenties, but she’s doing it. I tap the microphone, wondering how many times I’ve already stood on this stage to sing. It feels like the most natural thing I’ve ever done.

I glance around, walking off the to a room out of view from the audience. I find a binder with a bunch of different songs. They seem unfamiliar, but it’s like I know them once I read the words. I walk back to the stage with the binder, holding it open in front of me. Words leave my lips. I lose myself practicing until a familiar sound stops me cold.

“Don’t tire those vocal cords too much, Melody Girl.”

My heart races as I watch Terry approach the stage. He looks sexier than ever in a slick gray suit. We’re alone, and there are booths everywhere. There’s the stage. We could disappear to the rooms in the back. I don’t care where, but I have a strong desire for Terry to do to me as he wishes.

“Terry, what are you doing here?”

“I could ask you the same question. You’re early. You know I don’t pay you to practice, right?”

I don’t need Terry to pay me a dime if he keeps looking at me like that. When I’m Michael, men do nothing for me, but it’s different as Sapphire. I need Terry more than the air I breathe. More than any paycheck he can provide. I suddenly don’t care if I have to sleep on the streets if it means Terry putting lips against mine.

“Do you want me to sing you a song?”

Terry licks his lips, looking at me with his predatory eyes. He grabs a chair and places it several feet in front of the stage, directly in front of my line of vision. I’m still wearing my day dress and wish I were wearing the sexy red one instead. “Sing me something good, baby.”

I don’t know if Terry and I have already done something, but the energy running between us is electric. There’s no denying our mutual attraction. I open my binder to a romantic song, suddenly afraid to sing acappella with Terry sitting in front of me. Staring at me.

I take a deep breath and part my lips, focusing on the melody. Terry places his hand on his lap. My eyes drop to his movement as he runs his thumb along the lump in his pants. I lick my lips between words, focusing on the song, even though Terry is distracting me to no end.

Terry claps when I finish. The bulge in his pants looks even bigger when he stands and climbs onto the stage. When he hugs me, I feel his member press against my thigh. I smell his aftershave on my nose. A wave of desire washes over me, and I need Terry. I want to drop my dress to the floor and throw my legs into the air for him. I want him to take me. Claim me.

He doesn’t. Terry steps away from me, taking deep breaths. “What are you doing?” I ask.

“Aren’t you too much of a lady to do something like that here?”

I want to tell Terry that I am. I want to tell him that a lady like me would never be so nasty, but he’s making me feel unhinged. Terry looks at me with heavy eyes. I wonder if Sapphire has been better at controlling herself. I wonder if I’m ruining her life by being a little hussy.

Terry leaves me there, even though I know he still has an erection. It makes me frown when he walks out the door, but what can I do? He doesn’t want me.

I sit on the edge of the stage for over an hour, kicking my feet and wondering why I’m in the past. Why am I coming back to possess Sapphire’s body when I’m just making her life worse?

The night rolls around, and I see the club in action for the first time. I’m in the back, changing into my red dress, when someone knocks on my door. “Come in,” I say.

It’s Victoria. She has a folder in her hand. “How are you doing? Ready to sing?”

“Are you working tonight?”

“I work all day, every day. It’s how I pay for the apartment I never see.”

“Terry better pay you buckets of money,” I say. “Can you help me with the dress?”

Victoria nods. She zips the back of the dress and looks at me through the mirror. “You’ll need more foundation than that. We’ll have bright lights on you. Let me help,” she says. Victoria turns my chair and stands in front of me, powdering my face for with foundation. She runs a red lipstick across my lips. I’d pinned my hair before Victoria knocked, but now I look like I should be on a stage.

“Thanks,” I say. “Is Terry out there?”

“He’s manning the bar. Terry has worked every evening ever since our last bartender stole money and threatened to report Honey Diamonds to the police after Terry fired him.”

“Can I get in trouble if the police come?”

Victoria shrugs as she plays with my hair, making sure every strand looks perfect. “Terry has most of them paid off, but we’ve been having problems with Detective Daniel Davis.”

“What has he been doing?”

“He has shown up several times with the wrong password, but now we know he is a cop. Nobody is going to let him inside.”

Nerves spike within me. I don’t want to get arrested in the past. Would it stop me from traveling back to the future if they arrest me? Living in a world with illegal alcohol is crazy. The club is full of people, desperate to have a drink after work. Will we all go to jail? What would happen to Onarga if everyone here ends up behind bars?

“What’s with you today, Sapphire?”

“I don’t know. Feeling a little nervous.”

“It’s the same as yesterday. Sing your songs. Keep the people happy. Collect your tips.”

It sounds easy, but my feet feel like stone. How can I ever lift them?

Terry walks into the room, and my feet suddenly feel lighter. Victoria gives us a dirty look before picking up her folder and heading to the door. “Five minutes, Sapphire.”

I nod, and Victoria disappears. Terry steps forward to cup his hand around my face. It feels warm and fits perfectly. “Are you ready to sing, Melody Girl? Everyone is here to see you.”

I blush. “They’re here to drink.”

“Maybe, but they love to hear you sing.”

“Victoria told me you were tending bar tonight.”

“I am, but I had to come wish you good luck. I’ve been thinking about our kiss.”

“What about it?”

Terry studies me. It must have been our first kiss by the way he is looking at me. Will Sapphire remember the kiss? I hope she does. It was the best kiss of my life. “I want more of them.”

“Are you asking me to go steady?”

“You should know I’m not one to keep a woman for long.”

“Do you think that will change with me?”

Terry steps closer, and I shift away from him. Is my red lipstick intoxicating him? “I will want more than a kiss if we’re going to be serious.”

“We’ll see how well behaved you are. I don’t know what came over me today, but I’ll be more careful in the future.”

Terry smirks and kisses me lightly on the forehead before leaving the room. Victoria appears in the doorway and rushes me to the stage. I nearly fall in the tall heels I’m wearing, but Victoria doesn’t let me. I make it to the stage. Everyone claps when they see me. I’m overcome with joy at the response.

A man sitting in front of a piano plays the melody of a French song I was practicing earlier in the day. I sing the words, feeling them throughout my body, as though they are carrying me through the heavens. People listen as I sing. They clap between songs. I’ve never felt more alive in my life. It’s eleven o’clock when the piano man stops playing. He comes up next to me, and we bow to the audience.

I glance around, and Terry has his eyes on me. He’s been watching me all night. He drives me wild, and I wonder how long I’ll have to act like I’m too good to sleep with him, when all I want to do is drop to my knees and wrap my lips around his throbbing manhood. I want to feel him stretch my pussy, but is that what Sapphire wants?

It must be if her body makes me feel as insatiable as I do.

People in the crowd finish their last drink and slowly disappear. A man I don’t recognize is rotating records for background music. He feels familiar, but I can’t pinpoint his name in my head.

I grab my tips from an upside-down hat on the stage and walk up to the bar, making Terry smile. I sit right in front of him. “Anything to drink, Melody Girl?”

“I love when you call me that.”

Terry says nothing, but his devilish smile makes my stomach flip. “You normally have a rye on the rocks.”

“Sounds perfect,” I say.

Terry pours my drink, passing it to me. “Are you riding home with me tonight?”

“You wouldn’t let me walk home all alone, would you?”

“I never do,” he says. Terry finishes up at the bar, and he drives me home after locking up. It’s well past midnight. We park a few houses down from Mildred’s. I don’t want her watching us from the window. “See you tomorrow?”

“I hope so,” I say. Terry and I stare at each other. He looks like he wants to kiss me, but it isn’t the time. “Thank you for driving me home.”

“I’ll wait here until you get inside.”

“Goodnight, Terry.” I open the door and step out of his car. I walk down the street, looking over my shoulder when I get to the door. Terry is still there. His lights are off. I see a shadow of him wave, and I wave back.

I expect to wake up in the future, but I don’t. The past greets me when my eyes open in the morning. I go through another day, increasingly worried I’ll be stuck in the past this time.

The second night ends the same as the first, with Terry and I daring each other to make the first move. The tension grows, but nothing else happens.

I seem to work every night but Sunday. It’s a grueling schedule, but I make more money than most people just by singing in Terry’s private club. Tensions grow with Mildred because of my late-night arrivals, but she’s crazy if she thinks I’ll give up my job. Terry always makes sure I get home safely.

Victoria and I become closer, and I learn more about Sapphire’s habits. It’s like she guides me. My gut tells me what to wear. Where to walk. I know where something is, even if I’ve never seen it before.

By the time a week passes, I worry I’ll never see the future again. Terry and I are growing closer. Sapphire’s body is my body. I enjoy my time in the past, but what’s happening to me in the future? Are Jackie and Louis still standing over my body, wondering what’s wrong with me? Are they thinking I took some drug and need to go to the hospital?

Many questions run through my mind as I live out days in the past, but I can’t let them stop me from living. I have to make money. I have bills. Mildred will toss me out on the street if I don’t pay her rent, but I have a feeling she might toss me out for thinking I’m a hussy.

If only she knew how closed my legs are. Terry has been trying to pry them apart all week, but I’m shut with a lock and key.

My walls weaken on my tenth day in the past. All the late nights coupled with gazing at Terry from across the lounge have made me an inferno of desire. He makes me wet when we’re alone. I’ve touched myself at night more times than I can count. He’s everything I’ve ever wanted and all that I shouldn’t have.

Without Terry, I will be back at the market begging for a job, and I already know where my last one was. I used to sell fruit in the mornings, making in a week what I make in a night now.

Terry visits me backstage before my performance. I’m wearing a white dress that hugs my hourglass figure. It has a long split down the front, revealing the valley between my breasts. Terry steps close to me. I feel his minty breath on my lips as he squeezes my sides.

“I can’t play this game of cat and mouse much longer, Sapphire.”

I gasp, but my feelings are no different. Tonight must be the night. I need him and can no longer resist. “Can we leave right after my set?”

“Will you stay at my house tonight?”

I nod, casting my eyes to the ground. Terry lifts my chin and stares into my eyes. He’s gorgeous, and I don’t know how I’ve resisted him this long. “I love the color of your eyes.”

“They’re the reason my mother named me Sapphire.”

“I can tell. Tonight after your set, we’re leaving.”

“I’ll be ready.”

Terry kisses me before leaving me to stew in the pool of yearning he left at my feet. I can’t get him off my mind when I take the stage. I take my time singing to the beat, but my body feels rushed, like the minutes can’t move fast enough.

The time finally passes. I collect my tips and get off the stage. Terry is finishing up at the bar. I walk toward him, but the feeling stops me. I’m getting pulled back to the future. At the worst possible time. I’ve been dying for Terry all week, and now I will miss him.

I fall to the floor. People run toward me as my vision blurs. I hear Terry ask me if I’m okay, but I’m gone before I can reply. Hopefully Sapphire is as ready to take him as I was because I’m returning to my old body, and it feels sadder than when I failed all of my classes.


CHAPTER FIVE

“He’s waking up,” Jackie said.

Michael’s eyes fluttered open. He sat upright and coughed. He’d been gone for over a week, but it looked like he’d only been out of it for a few minutes.

Louis helped Michael to his feet. “What happened to you? Did you take something?”

“No,” Michael said. “I was driving home from my interview at Sapphire American Bistro and felt sick. Then I traveled back in time.” Michael reached into his pockets, but he had nothing this time. “You guys saw what happened to the money.”

“Yeah, but—”

“But nothing, Louis. It happened to me. I don’t know why, but it did. I became a woman.”

“A woman?” Jackie asked. She looked offended. She was trans, and the thought of someone becoming a woman without the pain she had experienced rattled her. “How did you become a woman?”

Michael paced the living room, thinking about everything that’d happened to him in the past. From meeting his great-grandmother, Victoria, to falling in love with a man. It felt like a cloudy dream in Louis’s living room, but Michael knew it was real. It had to be.

“Look up the story about Honey Diamonds. I went back in time to Onarga. It’s so different back then.”

“What was your name?”

“Sapphire,” Michael said. He felt her in his heart. He always would, even if nobody ever believed him. It would be easier to process if Jackie and Louis weren’t looking at him like an alien, but he could prove them wrong. All he needed was a cell phone.

“You were the Sapphire from the flyer? The one who saved the bistro?” Jackie asked.

“I was working there. Singing. It’s still a speakeasy.”

“What year are you living in when you go to the past?” Louis asked. Doubt mixed with curiosity in his voice.

“1932,” Michael said. “Are you going to help me prove it or not?”

Jackie stood and raced to where she’d left her cell phone on the kitchen counter, but it was too late by the time she got back. Michael could feel his body being pulled into the past. He didn’t resist. He couldn’t wait to get back to Terry and sing in front of all those people. His fans. Sapphire’s fans.

***

I am sitting on my bed. Tears run down my face. I hold my hands in front of me, not understanding why I’m crying. Is it Terry? Did he do something to me?

It takes a moment, but there’s a bareness to my room that wasn’t there before. I open my closet. It’s empty. Where is everything I own?

Banging sounds in the kitchen inform me someone else is in the house. I hope it is Mildred as I open my door to step into the hallway. I walk to the kitchen, and I notice the corner of a suitcase by the front door.

“Perfect, you’re awake. I’m about finished cleaning all your food out of the cabinets.”

I don’t understand, but this must have been the reason for my tears. “What are you doing, Mildred? That’s my food.”

“You’ll have to find somewhere else to store your food. I saw you kissing some man last night when you got dropped off, and I told you I don’t have time for a hussy living in my house bringing riffraff over here.”

“He’s my boss, Mildred. He was only making sure I got home safely,” I say.

Mildred scuffs. “You think I don’t know about that thug Terry Auster? People talk, Sapphire, and they aren’t saying good things about you.”

“You should know me better than that, Mildred. You should know my character.”

“When I met you, you were the fruit girl at the market. You’ve become something else. Those dresses. Your makeup. Everything. How am I ever supposed to feel safe when you’re coming and going all hours of the night?”

“I’m only coming… home.”

Mildred drops a bag of my oatmeal into the box. She turns her attention away from me and continues emptying her cabinets of my possessions. I have no idea where I’ll live, but it’s clear I can’t live here. What about my rent? What day is it? I find the calendar Mildred has hanging on the living-room wall. It’s mid-December. A week before Christmas. How can Mildred be so heartless?

“Can’t this wait until after the holidays?” I ask Mildred upon returning to the kitchen.

“You know my son Larry is coming home for Christmas, and I don’t want a harlot like you staying here when he comes. My son is married. He’s a man of God.”

I place a hand on my chest. “How dare you call me a harlot and a hussy, Mildred. I work hard for what I earn and don’t deserve to be talked to like this.”

“Then I suggest you find somewhere else to live. You have until my son arrives, or I’ll put you on the street myself.”

I groan and grab my things. I can’t sit in the same room as Mildred, or I might throw her against a wall. It’s not in my character to hit an old woman, no matter how much of a bitch she’s being. I stomp along the dirt roads, half wishing I could just stay in the past and live out my life.

When I make it to Honey Diamonds, there’s an escalating dispute in the alley. I crane my neck and notice Victoria backed up against a wall with a towering man in front of her. He has rabid eyes. She looks like stone. Nobody else is around or paying them any attention, but the man is yapping at Victoria like a wild dog.

I can’t take him alone, but I hope Victoria will help me if I help her. “Hey,” I yell. “What’s going on back here?”

My interruption makes the man take a step back, but his eyes don’t lose any intensity. Victoria puts her hand on the man’s shoulder and says something. He swings his arm around. Victoria ducks before it hits her in the face. She does a sweep kick, and the man falls to the ground.

Victoria spits on him. She turns to me, grabs my hand, and we run. I look over my shoulder, feeling like I recognize the man. Isn’t he a bartender at the club?

“Does he work with us?” I ask Victoria when we stop running a couple blocks from Honey Diamonds.

“Yeah, that’s Thomas.”

That’s my great-grandfather’s name. He shares some of my features. “Are you dating him?”

“I was accusing him of sleeping with that whore, Everette. She comes upstairs every night and flirts with Thomas, trying to get him to give her free drinks.”

“Does he give her anything?”

“I saw him give her a drink last night, and then I swear he was gone from the bar for ten minutes while Everette was nowhere to be found.”

I place my hand on Victoria’s back as tears fall from her eyes. The evidence is damning against Thomas. I’ve seen Everette around the club, and it’s clear how she makes her money. All the men know her. They love her. “What does Thomas say?”

“He said Everette was servicing another man in the bathroom when he went. He told me he loves me and doesn’t want anyone else.”

“How long have you two been together?”

“I don’t know. Six months. We’ve been trying to keep it from the boss. He doesn’t like employees dating, but it’s driving me crazy watching Everette lean over the bar. I swear I’ve seen her bend over to give Thomas a view of what lies beneath her petticoat.”

I stifle laughter and force myself to frown. Relationship problems have changed little. From social media to the speakeasy, there’s always someone stirring trouble. “Don’t you believe him?”

“I don’t know,” Victoria says. She looks around, as though she’s searching for Thomas. Is she expecting him to run after her? “Why did you come to Honey Diamonds so early? Surprised you aren’t hanging off Terry’s arm.”

“Mildred kicked me out of her house.” I picture my luggage by the door. Mildred on her stool cleaning out everything I own from her house. “She called me a harlot and a hussy. She accused me of wanting to sleep with her son who’s coming to visit. I don’t even know him.”

“To the lake with her,” Victoria says, pointing toward Lake Huron. We laugh. As much as I’d love to toss Mildred in the lake, I know I won’t. Victoria sighs. “I have to get back to work.”

“Will I see you tonight?”

“Yes. Hopefully Everette doesn’t show her face tonight. I don’t know what I’ll do if I see her. If anyone is a harlot, it’s her.”

“Agreed,” I say. Victoria looks at me with hard eyes before turning on her heel. She takes a few steps before looking over her shoulder at me. “If you really need somewhere to live, you could stay with Shirley and me for a while.”

“The waitress at Honey Diamonds?”

“Is that a problem?” Victoria asks. She’s on edge, so I don’t take her tone personally.

“No, not at all. Just confirming.”

“Give me a couple days to make room, and I’ll let you know.”

“I don’t know how to thank you, Victoria.”

“You saving me from killing Thomas was enough. See you tonight,” Victoria says and walks toward Honey Diamonds.

I wander around the city for a few hours, avoiding Mildred’s house at all costs. It’s fine that she’s kicking me out because I don’t even want to live there.

The evening comes, and I head back to Honey Diamonds. Terry is waiting upstairs in the dressing room when I arrive. I fall into his arms, feeling a blanket of security hug me. He brushes the small of my back before moving his hand slowly down to my ass. He squeezes it and kisses my neck. His touch makes me come undone. I feel like a dam is breaking between my thighs.

Terry pushes me onto the vanity table, spreading my thighs as he steps between them. He reaches between my legs and presses his hands against my damp panties. I bite my lip and moan. Terry fingers around, pressing against my clit when he finds it. His breath is hot on my neck, and my fluttering eyelids blur my vision.

“I’ve missed you, Melody Girl. What are you going to sing me tonight?”

I struggle to form words, so I say nothing. Terry’s fingers on my womanhood are everything. He knows my body better than I know it myself. I give myself to him, spreading my legs further. Terry groans. He steps away, leaving me feeling hot and bothered. I glance down at his pants, and there’s a tent beneath them. Why won’t he fuck me? I don’t want to beg, but I’m not sure I can do anything without having his dick in me first.

“Where are you going?” My voice is a pant. I need a bucket of ice water to calm my blistering desire.

“Use that energy during your set. If you sing well enough, I’ll give you what you want tonight.”

I touch my chest. My nipples are rock hard. My pussy throbs each time I brush it with my fingertips. Terry watches me like he wants to pounce, but he does nothing. I gasp when he leaves the room, leaving me alone and desperate for his touch.

There are dresses in the dressing room, but they don’t compare to the ones Terry bought me. I feel bad for not grabbing one before storming out of Mildred’s house, but I had to get out of there. I would have done someone terrible if I hadn’t. Hurting Mildred isn’t worth losing the amazing life I have with Terry, and I could never live with myself if I did something to her. It’s best if we go our separate ways.

I take the stage. Terry is the only person I see as I sing. He’s my most important fan. I can’t get over how filled my heart feels with love. It’s Sapphire’s love, but it’s also mine. We’ve fallen deeply in love with Terry since the last time I was here, and I can’t wait to see where it takes us.


CHAPTER SIX

The bar is empty. I’m not going home tonight. Terry is taking me to his house. I’m waiting for him to count the till, and then we will leave.

“You did incredible tonight, Melody Girl.”

“Only because I was singing for you.” I sip my rye cocktail and stare at Terry over the rim of my glass. His dark eyes drive me wild. They look so dangerous, but I know how soft Terry is when we’re alone. I know he would do anything to protect me.

“I never want you to sing for another man,” he says.

“I never will.”

Terry finishes with the money and tells me to wait while he goes to his office. I drink my rye cocktail, wondering how long I’ll stay in the past this time. I hope I don’t get pulled back before I can experience what it’s like to have Terry inside of me. If I’m a harlot, I’m Terry’s harlot. I’ll be his whore and his girlfriend. I’ll do whatever he asks of me behind closed doors.

“You ready?”

“Yes,” I say. Terry takes my cocktail and dumps it down the drain. He turns the glass upside down in the sink before wrapping an arm around my shoulder. We walk outside together. It’s mid-December and freezing, but I have a coat. I have Terry’s warmth. He helps me into his car. He drives us back to his house.

It's a small house with a large plot of land on the outskirts of Onarga. There’s an American flag hanging by the front door. He turns off his car and runs around to my side to help me out. I’m still wearing heels and the dress from the club, which makes it a little hard to walk across the snow-covered dirt.

Terry supports me as I stumble through the snow. We laugh when I kick off my shoes the second that we walk through the door, except I didn’t realize how cold the hardwoods would feel against my feet. I hop around in place as Terry builds us a fire. He gets it started in no time. The fire heats the house with ease.

“Do you want to change into something more comfortable?” Terry asks as he steps closer to me. His house has one bedroom, a small living room, and a rustic kitchen. It’s looks like he built the house himself, which wouldn’t surprise me. His thin body is muscular. His strength catches me by surprise every time he touches me.

“I could change,” I say.

“You left a few things in my bedroom. I washed them and put them in my dresser. Top drawer.”

“You’re incredible. When do you have time to wash clothes?”

“I make time,” he says. His hands are on my sides. He runs them north before pushing the coat from my body. It’s much warmer in the house, but I feel even better when Terry pulls me close. He hugs me, nuzzling his nose into my hair. I let him hold me, feeling his manhood grow against my leg.

“Take me,” I say.

Terry lifts me into his arms. The house is warm with the fire he built, but I’m about to be a lot hotter once he slides inside of me. My womanhood is aching for Terry.

He kicks open his bedroom door, stepping inside. He lowers me to the bed. I’m still wearing my cocktail dress. “Help me take this off,” I say and get to my knees on the bed.

Terry unzips my dress, slowly pushing the fabric down my arms and body. I gasp when it moves over my breasts, leaving my hard nipples exposed to the frigid air. Terry stops when the dress is around my waist. He reaches out to cup his hands around my breasts. His touch is gentle. Intimate. I throw my head back as Terry moves his hands down my body.

I suddenly wonder if Terry will have a condom as he moves my dress over my flower and ass. Part of me wants to be safe, but the other part doesn’t care what happens as long as I can have Terry right now. My body betrays me. It controls me.

I bite my lip as Terry pushes me forward to my hands and knees, making me lift my legs to remove the dress. I’m naked besides a pair of skimpy panties. He took my heels and tights off with the dress. He’s an expert, and I’m a toy in his hands. Sapphire might have had him before, but I never have, and I’m sweating with nerves.

“What’s wrong?” he asks.

I hope time travel doesn’t betray me. “Do you have a condom?”

Terry laughs. He moves from the bed to his dresser. He opens the bottom drawer and pulls out a metal tin. It has condoms inside, and they don’t look much different from modern ones. A square package with a circular imprint. “They’re dirt cheap nowadays. Thank goodness because everything else costs an arm and a leg.”

He isn’t kidding. Things in the thirties cost coins to buy, but it takes a long time to make those coins.

“Do you want me to help you put it on?”

Terry grins. “You’re so naughty, Sapphire. How did I get lucky enough to have you?”

“I feel like the lucky one,” I say.

Terry unbuttons his pants and pushes them to the floor. He removes his boxers with them, leaving nothing but his shirt and hard dick.

“Take off your shirt.”

Terry stares at me with his dark eyes as he slowly unbuttons his shirt. He pushes it over his shoulders. He has several scars from his days as a soldier in The Great War. I don’t mention the war that’s on the horizon. It’s too depressing.

Terry steps closer to me, naked. I run my fingers along a pair of scars on his shoulder. There’s another on his forearm. I lift his arm to kiss it. Terry rubs his fingers along my feminine body. My hairs stand at attention, and I’m ready for him.

I moan as Terry guides me to my back. He kisses my shoulder. His lips touch my breasts. He sucks on my nipple, touching my body like he can’t get enough of me. I’ve never felt more wanted. I’ve never felt more desired.

“Are you going to help me?” Terry asks. He holds the condom in the air.

I nod and sit up. He’s standing at the edge of the bed. My legs are dangling off the side. His dick is inches from my cunny, and I can’t wait to feel it inside of me. I open the condom and roll it over Terry’s dick.

He pushes me to my back and closes the distance between us. I’m dripping wet for him, but I’m still nervous. My nerves have little time to stew before Terry is pushing into me, opening my pussy lips for his dick.

I’ve never felt anything better in my life. He fills me in the best way.

“Oh, Terry.” I purr as Terry thrusts in and out of me. He has his arms wrapped under my shoulders. He’s using every inch my cave offers. I can’t do anything but moan and squeak. Each thrust takes me closer to the edge. His passion. His touch. The kisses he plants on my skin.

I feel nothing but love as Terry fucks me. I don’t know how I’m ever supposed to go back to the future when I have this in the past.

“I love you,” Terry says into my ear as he fucks me. I know people say crazy things during sex, but I believe his words.

“I love you, too. You feel so good inside of me.”

“I won’t last long,” he says. He lifts himself to a standing position. He raises my legs into the air, hitting my spot with each of his thrusts. His face contorts, and I know he won’t last.

“Fill me with your milk,” I say. I reach out and scrape my fingertips against Terry’s hard midsection. He stares at me as he fucks me. I touch my clit, and I’m ready to cum with him seconds later. We’re pushing each other to a climax.

Terry bites his lip. His movements slow, and I know he’s about to explode. I’m there with him, ready to cum. Terry grunts, pushing deep inside of me. I’m rubbing my clit with fury, and it takes me no time to cum with him.

We reach our climax together, and I’ve never felt anything more beautiful.

Terry moans as he pulls his dick out of my womanhood, leaving me feeling empty yet satisfied. I sigh. I press my legs together and roll over. Terry smacks my ass, telling me how gorgeous he thinks I am.

He falls on the bed next to me. We’re naked, except he still has on his damn socks. I take them off. He cracks his toes. His dick is softening, but I can’t stop myself from touching it. Terry doesn’t mind. He wraps himself around my body.

“I meant what I said, Sapphire. I love you.”

“Me too, Terry. I love you.”

He pulls the cover over us, and we drift off to sleep. I wake up for a second later in the night when Terry goes to tend to the fire that keeps us warm. I love when he wraps his arms back around me, and I instantly fall asleep.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Terry and I stay at his house all day the next day, avoiding the world. I don’t care about Mildred or Honey Diamonds or my life as a man in the future. Nothing matters except Terry when we’re together. I feel foolish sometimes for loving a man as much as I love Terry, but he completes me.

The thought of losing him cripples me.

The evening arrives much too quickly. We leave for Honey Diamonds. It’s my job to sing every night of the week.

Terry and I talk as he drives us across town, but an unwelcome surprise greets us. It’s Detective Daniel Davis. He’s been pestering Terry for ages, trying to catch him red-handed. He’s even tried to enter the club with old passwords, but everyone knows who he is now. Everyone hates him. Terry turns off the engine and tells me to wait in the car.

I hear everything they say. It’s freezing outside. I wrap my coat tight across my body to keep warm.

“What are you doing here, Detective?”

“I’m closing in on you, Terry. It’s just a matter of time.”

Terry shrugs. I don’t know if his red face is from Detective Davis or the cold air. “I don’t know what you think you know, but it’s probably not true.”

“My sources are reliable, Mr. Auster. You’re going to be spending many years behind bars for running your bootleg operation.”

My heart races at the thought of my Terry behind bars. I can’t bear to live without him. We must stop while we’re ahead. I don’t care if we’re poor, as long as we’re free.

“Have you seen my house, Detective? You think I would live in that shack if I had this massive operation you’re referencing?”

“You’ve been warned, Mr. Auster. The poor-boy act isn’t fooling me. I know you’ve paid off some of my colleagues, but I won’t be bought.”

“No, you won’t. Are we done here?”

Detective Davis narrows his eyes at Terry, and my stomach drops. I feel like I want to vomit. How can Terry act so calmly when affronted with such danger? I don’t understand him. Why not stop while he’s ahead? Doesn’t the breakfast joint make plenty without running a risky side business?

Terry comes to the car. His eyes are hard. Soulless. He barely looks at me as he puts out his hand. I take it and step out of the car. We rush upstairs. It’s much warmer inside, so I take off my coat. Terry paces around the empty lounge.

I don’t want to upset him, but I can’t keep my mouth shut. “We can stop serving alcohol.”

Terry scowls, making me fall silent. I hate how he’s looking at me. I hate how Detective Davis won’t leave us alone.

“We’re not closing because of some low-rate detective. I’ve worked hard for what I have. Making alcohol illegal was idiotic. I shouldn’t have to close when so many people demand a good. I don’t want to hear another word about this, Sapphire. Do you understand?”

I can walk out the door. I have money saved. What’s stopping me from hopping on a bus and fleeing to another city?

My heart.

I bow my head, knowing I’ll stand by my man. “Yes, Terry. I understand.”

“Good. I expect you to keep singing, too. We’re nothing without our Melody Girl.”

His comment makes me grin. He steps close to me and lifts my bent chin.

“I need you by my side, Sapphire.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

Terry kisses me on my cheek and helps me to my feet. There’s a pressed dress waiting for me in the dressing room. I clasp a hand over my mouth. “What’s this, Terry?”

“I had Shirley get it for you. Can you wear it tonight?”

“Yes. I’ll be ready in an hour.”

“Take your time.”

Terry disappears and leaves me alone with a gorgeous silver dress. It’s short in the front and long in the back, and it offers plenty of cleavage. I work on my makeup before changing into the dress. People come to visit me in the dressing room. Honey Diamonds feels like home.

The night passes. I sing my heart out, focusing most of my attention on Terry, but I don’t forget about my fans. I run my hand along my dress. They cheer when I hit high notes and clap far too much, but I don’t complain. I love the attention.

I spend the night with Terry again, and we go to Mildred’s together the following morning.

She looks shocked when she opens the door to Terry and me. “What are you doing here, Sapphire? I won’t be intimidated by a thug,” she says and points a finger in Terry’s face.

“I’m no thug, ma’am. We only came to grab Sapphire’s things. She has found other living arrangements.”

Mildred frowns, looking almost sad. I step forward and gently place my hand on her arm. “Mildred, I’m only doing what you asked. This is my friend Terry. He’s also my boss, but you know.”

Mildred looks Terry up and down before turning her face back to me. “I certainly do know, miss. Why don’t you come inside, and I’ll make us some tea?”

Terry and I share a look. He nods, so we agree to tea with Mildred. I don’t hate her for judging me. She’s a product of her time. If only she knew the love Terry and I share, but I suspect she’s picking up on it the longer we’re together in her home.

Terry and I sit while Mildred makes tea. My bags are still sitting by the door, ready for me to take on my way out. There’s a picture of a man in a military uniform on the table in the kitchen. I lift it, examining the man’s face. Mildred sees me and snatches the photo, but I’ve already memorized it. “Is that your son?”

“Yes,” she says. “Don’t you already have a gentleman friend?”

“I hardly think looking at a picture constitutes as cheating, ma’am.” My voice is calm and steady.

Terry grins and shrugs when Mildred darts her eyes at him. “He’s a handsome fellow, your son. I served in The Great War as well.”

Mildred studies the photo for a second before placing it on the counter. “I suspect he is handsome. Thank you for your service.”

Terry nods. We drink our tea and have a light conversation. An hour passes, and I realize I’ll miss Mildred, but it’s time for me to move on from this house. Mildred walks us to the door. I give her a long hug, clinging to her for a few beats too long. She kisses me on the cheek and whispers that she likes Terry into my ear. “Call me if you ever need something,” Mildred says.

“I’ll stay in touch.” She stands by the door as Terry and I grab my bags to load into his car. She waves at us as we drive off with my things.

Victoria is waiting for me at her house. She and Shirley greet me with open arms. They’ve made space for me in the living room, giving me a sheet as a wall. It’s not much, but it’s cozy. The living-room is large, so there’s still plenty of communal space.

“It’s not much, but—”

“It’s incredible, Victoria. Thank you.”

“If things work out, we can look something bigger in a few months.”

I nod, happy with my bed in the corner. Victoria accepts me as I am, and that’s more than enough to make me comfortable. Shirley is funny, but I can tell they’re a little at edge with Terry standing over my shoulder.

He bids us goodbye. The girls and I talk for a while. I give them a few details about my love life with the boss. Victoria tells us she and Thomas are still fighting, which makes me worry I’ll never be born in the future.

Time passes, and I start to forget about my life in the future. Christmas is magical. Terry and I spend most of it naked in his bed. I spend a lot of my time at his place. Nobody judges us for the love we share. It’s impossible to hide.

My worries about Detective Davis fade by the New Year. We have a party at Honey Diamonds, and I sing all night.

I’m so in love it hurts. The longer I stay in the past, the less I want to return to the future. I know anything can happen, so I savor every moment I have with Terry, burning the memories into my mind.

***

It is nearing the end of January. I gather some bills to give to Victoria for my rent. I’m nearing a breakthrough on the Thomas front. Everette confessed she had never bedded Thomas, much to our relief, but he’s still pissed.

“Here’s my rent for the first,” I say and pass Victoria the dollar bills.

“Should we find something bigger in the summer?”

“I would like that.”

Victoria counts the bills, nodding when she confirms the twelve dollars is there. She folds it and places it in an envelope we have in the kitchen. Luckily, we all make enough to pay our bills by working for Terry, so there’s no issue with leaving money around.

Victoria sits at the table in the kitchen. I join her. “What’s wrong?”

“I should have trusted Thomas,” she says. Her eyes look watery, which hits me in my core. Normally, Victoria is a boulder void of emotion. “Why didn’t I trust him, Sapphire?”

“Anyone would have thought like you did. You can’t blame yourself,” I say.

Victoria puts her head in her hands, screeching. I rub her back, but it feels like I’m doing nothing to help. “Should I go find him?”

“What is your gut telling you to do?”

“It’s telling me to leave,” Victoria says.

I nod and tell her to go. She grabs her coat to head out of the door, and that’s when I feel the pull of the future. Victoria is saying something to me as she stands in the doorframe, but I don’t hear her words. I’m leaving Sapphire.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Michael’s eyes fluttered open. Jackie and Louis gasped a sigh of relief. They’d been doing research since he left the last time, and they were eager to tell him what they’ve discovered.

Michael blinked as he sat upright. Jackie and Louis rushed to help him. He looked around, confused after being in the past for so long. The flat-screen television. The computers. Endless technology. It all looked foreign this time. He struggled to remember why people even wanted those devices. Things in the past took longer, and life was harder in many ways, but there was something rewarding about living in the past. It was like people were more in-tune with nature.

“How are you feeling?” Jackie asked.

Confused. Hoping to return to the past. Depressed to be without Terry. “I don’t know,” Michael said. “I was gone for a long time that time.”

“How long?”

“Two months.”

“Every minute in the present must be like a day in the past,” Louis said. “You were out for about an hour.”

Michael scratched his head. He wanted to scream. Why was the universe playing with him? Michael fell to the floor and balled his body, rocking back and forth. He had experienced so much, and it was like nothing had changed in the future. Louis and Jackie believed him now, at least.

“What’s wrong?” Jackie asked.

Michael didn’t know how to explain, but he sat up and tried his best. They listened as he told them about Terry and Honey Diamonds and his great-grandmother.

“That’s crazy that you get to experience all of that,” Jackie said.

“I can’t decide if it’s a blessing or a curse,” Michael said.

Louis leaned forward. He and Jackie had read all about Sapphire and Terry online. There was a story about them and Honey Diamonds on a local website. “Do you want to know what happens? Jackie and I did a lot of research while you were out, and we read about everything you just mentioned.”

Michael considered whether he wanted to know, but he got pulled to the past before he could respond. Louis and Jackie caught Michael and lowered him to the floor as his eyes closed and his breath evened.

***

I wake up lying in Terry’s bed with him stroking my hair. He’s gazing into my eyes. We’re naked. I know we’ve just had sex because of the smell in the air. There’s also dry semen at the tip of Terry’s half-erect dick.

“Are you ready for tonight?”

“What’s tonight?” I ask.

“We’re going on that double date with Victoria and Thomas. We had to close Honey Diamonds for a night to make it happen,” Terry says with light laughter. “Don’t make me send you to the doctor to check your head.”

I bury my forehead in Terry’s chest. “No, don’t do that.”

“I won’t. I know you’re perfect.”

“If only.”

“Don’t doubt yourself, Melody Girl. You’re perfect in my eyes, flaws and all.”

I hug Terry, and we lie there until the evening rolls around. Terry and I dress. He drives us to a restaurant in the city, where we find Victoria and Thomas. The restaurant doesn’t serve alcohol, but they have cigars. We all smoke one after dinner. It’s a lovely time, and seeing my great-grandparents happily together puts me at ease.

Terry and I fall more in love. We celebrate Valentine’s Day. I’ve never had such amazing sex in my life. We make love at least once a day. We can’t get enough of each other.

I wonder when it will all end. Was I brought back to save my great-grandparents from leaving each other? If so, it’s possible I’ll never return after going back to the future the next time. If there’s a next time. I walk on eggshells, but it doesn’t stop me from enjoying Terry. I savor what we have, and nothing will stop me from doing so.

***

It's a random weekday night in late February. Terry and I are kissing in the dressing room. He helped zip my black midi dress. I love the slit up my leg and the low neckline. It’s jeweled and shines when I turn in the light. It’ll be perfect.

Terry steps back, breaking our kiss. My lips feel cold without his against them. I step toward him, and he lets me hug me. We can’t resist one another, but we must if we’re going to make it through the night.

We can have each other when the night is over.

“Sing for me, Melody Girl.”

“You know I will,” I say. Our lips press together once more before Terry disappears to tend bar.

I sit in front of the vanity mirror to make sure my hair and makeup are perfect. Victoria comes to check on me. We gossip about her blossoming relationship with Thomas. They’re more in love than they’ve ever been, and it’s incredible to see.

The moment comes when I have to take the stage. The audience claps when they see me. I wave, feeling a rush in my heart. I greet everyone, telling them how much I love them for coming to watch me sing, but my eyes land on Terry. My words are for him as I begin a sultry ballad.

My second song is more upbeat. A few couples get up to dance beneath the stage. I belt out the words. My eyes close for the high notes. I feel the music in my heart, and everything I do is for Terry.

He watches me with a sparkle in his eye until someone interrupts him to ask for a drink. I turn my attention back to the crowd, scanning the audience. I let my eyes land on each person for a few beats.

My heart races when I see Detective Davis near the back of the crowd. My words fumble as I watch him cross the room. He raises his arm, and a glint of light catches my eye. He’s carrying something metallic. I gasp when I see the barrel of a gun pointed at Terry.

I scream. The microphone falls to my side as I hop off the stage. I run across the room in my black dress and heels. Detective Davis turns his attention toward me as I run in his direction. Terry, Detective Davis, and I form a triangle. If only Terry was on this side of the bar to stop Detective Davis.

“No,” I yell. My voice cracks as I lurch toward Detective Davis, and that is when he pulls the trigger. Twice. One hits me in the gut. The other near my heart.

Terry screams and hops over the bar, catching me as I fall. Thomas walks up to us and punches Detective Davis, making his jaw crack before he falls to the floor.

“Don’t leave me, Sapphire. Don’t leave me.”

Terry is begging me. I want to stay with him, but I can’t. My life, Sapphire’s life, is passing before my eyes. Visions of a gypsy mother singing to me in the park. Gossiping with friends at a schoolhouse. Working at the market selling fruit. Meeting Terry on the trail. Our first kiss. The first time we made love.

Terry is crying. His tears land on my face, but I feel at peace. “I will see you again, Terry.” I cough. Everyone is standing around me. I hear someone on the phone in the distance asking for help, but there’s no use. Sapphire’s dying, and I’m getting pulled back to the future.

“You can’t leave me, baby.”

“Stay pure, my love. You are everything I ever wanted and more.”

Terry stares into my sapphire eyes, nodding slowly. He leans forward to kiss me softly on the cheek. I take what I know are my last breaths of air, using them to stare at the man I love.


CHAPTER NINE

Michael didn’t know how to react upon returning to the future after Sapphire’s death. He felt a part of his soul had left his body, but at least he knew she died for love.

Jackie and Louis were kneeling by Michael’s side when he finally registered their presence. “Are you okay, Michael? You were crying.”

“I died. Sapphire died.”

Louis and Jackie shared a knowing look.

“What?” Michael asked.

“We read that Sapphire died inside of Honey Diamonds. She got shot by a detective.”

The painful memory flashed through Michael’s mind. He nodded to confirm what they said was true, even though it killed him to think of Sapphire’s death. She was so young. “She died to save the man she loved.”

Jackie exhaled deeply. “It’s incredible you got to experience that.”

“I lived months of someone else’s life in mere hours. I don’t know how to adjust from that.”

Jackie glanced at Louis, and he nodded. She took a deep breath before speaking. “I found something online that might help you adjust.”

“What?”

“Maybe it’s better if we show you,” Jackie said.

Michael needed to walk around. He needed to get out and see the world as it was in the twenty-first century. He’d lived for months in the past, and his mind was struggling to adjust. Louis and Jackie helped Michael to his feet. They all piled into Jackie’s car, and she drove them across town.

Michael’s heart raced when they drove through the gates of a cemetery. “What are we doing here?”

“Sapphire’s grave is here. Do you want to see it?”

Michael looked out at the sea of headstones, knowing the woman he became was out there. She had to be. Part of him thought it was all a dream. Jackie and Louis knew Sapphire had died from a gunshot, which reassured him his time travel was true, but doubt lingered in his mind. Seeing Sapphire’s grave would clear up his doubt, so he agreed. “Yes, let’s find it.”

They parked and walked around. It took thirty minutes before Louis hollered. Michael’s heart raced as he ran to Louis. Jackie caught up to them moments later. They stood in front of Sapphire’s grave. It brought tears to Michael’s eyes seeing her name and the year she died, 1933.

“It’s true. She was real.”

Michael dropped to his knees, crying his eyes out for everything Sapphire lost. Jackie and Louis squatted by his side to rub his back. It took Michael a minute to recognize the headstone next to Sapphire’s. He cried even harder when he read the name.

Terry Auster

“This was him,” Michael hollered and stood. The headstone said that Terry died in 1949. There was a dedication to Sapphire on his headstone, which made Michael’s heart flutter. “This was the man we loved.”

“The article I read mentioned Terry. It said he closed the lounge section of Honey Diamonds for over a year, and alcohol was legal again by the time he reopened it. Seems like he loved you.” Jackie touched the words dedicated to Sapphire that were carved into the stone. “You two must have had something special.”

“We did.”

They stood between the two headstones for several minutes. Michael would savor the love he felt with Terry for the rest of his life, but he knew he had to move on from the past. Whatever had happened to him, it felt final. Michael would what he learned through Sapphire and apply it to the future, but Michael knew he’d never travel to the past again as he stood there in the graveyard.

Michael touched his heart, wishing peace to the lost souls. “Can we leave?”

Jackie and Louis clung to each side of Michael, and they all left the cemetery together.


CHAPTER TEN

A week had passed since Michael time traveled, and he felt more on solid ground. He’d started at Sapphire American Bistro. He was being more respectful to his mother, promising to give her his entire first check. Michael wanted to stand on his own two feet as Sapphire had in the past. She worked for her money.

Washing dishes wasn’t the best job in the world, but Michael loved knowing how fabulous Honey Diamonds was in the past. He wished he could still sing on that stage, but the memories would persist. Not that he told anyone about his experience. Jackie and Louis were the only ones who knew.

The party to celebrate the anniversary of when Sapphire saved Honey Diamonds arrived. They were having the party upstairs. Some wore vintage clothing, but everyone had a cell phone. They took selfies and danced to hip-hop music. It looked a lot different from the lounge that occupied the space in the past.

The upstairs of Sapphire American Bistro was used for large parties and events. There was also an office for the managers.

Everyone was half drunk by the time Michael cleaned up the dish tank and went upstairs. Jackie and Louis came up to him. They hugged him, making him feel warm for the first time in days.

“How are you doing?” Jackie asked. Concern filled her big blue eyes.

“I’m hanging in there,” Michael said.

“The drinks are extra strong. You should get one.”

“Yeah, I will.” Michael went to the bar as Jackie and Louis turned to the dance floor. Michael watched them dancing from the bar as he waited for his rye cocktail. It wasn’t as tasty as the ones Terry used to make, but it was a close second.

Michael wandered around until he realized they were setting up karaoke. He approached the DJ and asked for the song list. He found a French song he used to sing when he was Sapphire and asked the DJ if he could sing the song.

Margaret, the manager at Sapphire American Bistro, played a short video sharing information about the building when it was Honey Diamonds. Michael smiled to himself because he knew the full history.

Everyone turned their attention to Michael when he took stage after the video. The music started, and Michael closed his eyes. He was back at Honey Diamonds, wearing one of his fabulous dresses. There was an old-school microphone in front of him. Michael was living his past, and nobody could stop him.

His voice wasn’t as smooth as Sapphire’s, but he remembered all the words. He belted the song without caring about what others thought.

Melody Girl was in his heart, and he was letting her fly.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading Melody Girl. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did because star ratings help others discover their next great read. Star ratings also help books succeed, so your click at the end of a book can mean a lot to an author.

Melody Girl is part of the Mitten State University series. It follows a group of friends and their acquaintances at a fictional university in Michigan. The stories include my usual themes like feminization, crossdressing, trans women, and magical gender changes. Each story can be read as a standalone book, but they exist within the same story universe. They include the same locations and characters. Please visit my Amazon page to follow Michael and his friends! You can also find many more stories outside of the Mitten State University series on my Amazon page!

Sign up for my mailing list, where you will receive information about exclusives from this series or others in the future! I also include information about FREE books, new releases, and other noteworthy information in newsletters.

I cherish you for reading ♥

↓ Links ↓

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page

Goodreads Profile

Website

** A Mitten State University exclusive is available on my website. **
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