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Here’s another MJ story written entirely be me! The idea for this one came to me when I was watching a famous show on TV. I was so inspired by it that I decided to use the plot of the episode as the concept for this story. This one takes place in New York during Michael’s “Dangerous” era in 1992. Enjoy! (
· This first chapter is the ONLY one that was originally written in 2010. After four years, I’ve decided to finish what I started and complete this epic storyline. There are some new twists and turns that didn’t exactly happen during this particular era of Michael’s life, but I think you will find it amusing and fun to read.  

CHAPTER ONE: Hatred For a Star
It was a beautiful yet snowy November morning in Upstate, New York. My best friend Marie and I are going to check out a new art museum that’s opening to the public today in Manhattan. It’s going to be a huge event with hundreds of people attending. The owners were gracious enough to give us, the public, open access for a few hours to look around and experience the event live. There was a private pre-opening ceremony last night but it was a VIP only event. Marie is an art major. She’s always been fascinated with how the concept of creativity is brought to life. I agreed to go with her only because I have an interest in wanting to know what is so great about art that intrigues people’s minds.

I woke up, got dressed and headed out the door to pick Marie up. The two of us live about six blocks away from each other and the museum is about 45 minutes away from us. When I got to her house, I rang the doorbell twice. I could hear her scurrying to the door with excitement. She flung the door open and jumped right into my arms. “Oh my God! I was worried about you. Where’ve you been?” “It’s only 10am.” I said looking at my watch and then her. “The museum doesn’t open until noon.” “Oh right. Well, good because I still can’t figure out what to wear so get in here!”
She yanked me inside and closed the door. Her older sister Victoria was sitting at the kitchen table looking through an old photo album. Marie comes from a huge family. She is the youngest of six children and always has annoying kids running around her house. Most of them are her cousins. Others are just neighborhood kids that her mom is nice enough to babysit for free.
I said hello to Marie’s parents who were watching a movie in their living room then Marie suddenly shoved me in her bedroom. “Diana, you HAVE to see this!” She said locking her door. “Someone really famous is going to be at the museum today!” I sighed. Marie was always so star struck. “Who?” I asked sounding uninterested. “I don’t know exactly. They didn’t say his or her name but look at this brochure. It came in the mail yesterday.” She handed me a pamphlet with information on the event and the opening hours. “There are no names on this.” I said looking through it. “I know but read the guest description.” “A legendary icon and art aficionado will be attending this year’s opening event for the ribbon cutting ceremony.” I was confused. “So? What’s the big deal?” “Ana, don’t you know who they’re talking about?” (Ana is what Marie likes to call me.) “No, I don’t and I really don’t care. Now can we get going?” “You really don’t have a clue, do you?” Marie asked with a serious tone in her voice. “Nope. Now pick something to wear and let’s go. I don’t want to get stuck in traffic and the weather is getting worse by the second.” Marie looked out the window and saw it had been snowing heavily. “Gosh, I sure hope we don’t get stuck out there.” “Well if you hurry up we won’t. Now, let’s move!” I went to her closet and picked out an outfit. “This looks nice.” I said pointing to a black dress. “You want me to wear THAT in the snow?” Marie asked. “Oh it’s a dress. I thought it was a sweater.” We then started looking around. “I found it!” Marie said holding up a pink sweater. “I’ll be right back. Going to change in the bathroom.” 
I grabbed the pamphlet again and started reading it. Suddenly I became curious about what ‘legendary icon’ they were talking about. “Ana!!” Marie screamed from her bathroom. “Yes?” “Can you please pass me my black jeans, they’re on the bed.” I looked over and grabbed them. “Open the door.” She opened it slightly and I handed her the pants. I sat down on her bed again thinking about who this famous person was. It could be anyone. I said to myself. I wonder if we’ll get to meet him or her. Just then, I heard a loud POW and fell off Marie’s bed making a huge thud noise. Suddenly I realized it was Michael Jackson’s “Smooth Criminal” song playing on Marie’s cell phone. She quickly ran out of her bathroom to answer it. “Hey!” She said with excitement, failing to notice I was on the floor completely traumatized. “We’re on our way now. See you there. Bye!” She said as she hung up. She then looked down at me. “Ana, what the heck are you doing on the floor?” “Your stupid ring tone scared the crap out of me! I heard a loud POW and it freaked me out so bad that I fell off the bed.” “Oh THAT!” She said with a smile. “That’s the beginning of Smooth Criminal. Isn’t it a great song?” “Not really. I don’t know WHAT you see in that guy.” “Ana, don’t say that.” Marie said helping me to my feet. “He’s the greatest entertainer in the world. If you would just give him a chance you might like him.” “Uh huh.” I said rolling my eyes. “Who called?” “Oh that was Jasmine. She said she’s leaving her house now and will meet us at the museum.” Jasmine is another friend of Marie’s. She’s also a die-hard MJ fan. I just can’t figure out what it is about him that makes girls go insane. “Can we go now?” I asked looking at the time. “Oh yeah, we better leave.” Marie said grabbing her jacket and purse. We both left her room and headed downstairs. 
“And where are you two musketeers going today?” Her dad John asked us. “We’re going to the new museum grand opening.” Marie said. “I can’t wait. It’s going to be so much fun. Some famous legend is supposed to be there today.” “Oh yeah, I heard about that on the news.” Marie’s mom Angela said. “Some huge music star is supposed to attend as a special guest. He’s cutting the ribbon at the front door.” “He?” Marie asked curiously. “Yeah, some guy but I forgot his name.” I rolled my eyes. Marie screamed her head off and started jumping up and down. “I KNEW IT! I KNEW IT!” She said loudly. “Knew what?” “The pamphlet said some famous legendary icon is coming. I know it’s him, I just know it!” She kept jumping up and down. 
“Who the heck are you talking about?!” I asked sounding frustrated. “I can’t say his name out loud. I get butterflies just thinking about him.” I suddenly lost interest in going. “Marie, come ON!” I said dragging her by the hand. “Stop being so immature. Let’s get this over with. You’ll finally get the chance to see one of your stupid celebrity lovers and be done with it.” She then let go of my hand. “Ana, you are so mean!” “How am I being mean? You’re the one who’s so crazy about going to this museum just to see some famous guy and you don’t even know WHO IT IS YET! And on top of that, he doesn’t even know you exist. You seriously need a reality check.” “Why do you hate celebrities so much?” I froze and didn’t know what to say. “I don’t know why. They’re just not my kind of people.” If we don’t leave now, we’ll be late.” We said goodbye to her family, put on our boots and got in my car. 
While I was driving, Marie started playing with my car stereo. “Can I listen to a cd?” “If you’re going to play that stupid idiot weirdo then HELL NO!” “Ana, why don’t you give him a chance? For my sake?” I sighed loudly. “Fine! Put it on.” I looked over and noticed her cheerfully putting in a cd called “Dangerous.” “What kind of a name is THAT for a cd?” I asked looking at the cover while stopped at a red light. “It’s his new one. Just came out last week.” “What’s with all the animals on the cover? Is he supposed to be at a zoo?” “Ana. Be nice.” “What? I’m just asking.” She shook her head and played the cd. The first track was called “Jam.” “I love this song!” She screamed as she started dancing. I immediately lost interest. “Next!” I yelled going to the next track. “Ana! You didn’t even listen to it.” “Oh, yes I did and I heard enough. The beat is way too loud and he talks way too fast." 

I skipped through half of the cd losing more and more interest as each song played. “Ok, I know you will love this one.” Marie said. “What’s it called?” “Who Is It?” I snickered. “Is someone knocking at his front door?” “Ana, cut it out!” “He’s got some really stupid names for songs.” “Just be quiet and listen.” I heard the first few seconds and couldn’t stand it. “It’s stupid.” Marie sighed again. “Ok, how about this?” “What’s the name of this one?” “In the Closet.” “Well, it doesn’t take a genius to know he’s gay!” “ANA!!” “Ok, so he’s not gay. Is he referring to skeletons?” “STOP!” Marie said trying not to laugh. I heard part of the song and didn’t like that one either. “Next.” “Oh God, I can’t believe you don’t like any of these.” “What’s the next one called? In the backseat?” “Ana I can’t take this anymore!” She screamed. You are just SOOO mean to him!” “His songs SUCK!” I said with pride. “FINE!” Marie said while putting the cd away. “I give up.” 
She then started to stare out of the window. I noticed she had a tear in her eye. I felt bad so I quickly pulled the car over. “Look, I’m sorry. I don’t mean to disrespect your interest. I just don’t see or hear him the way you do.” “That’s because you don’t WANT to see or hear him the way I do!” She said in between sniffles. Suddenly, I realized she was right. “I’m sorry. Put the cd back in, I’ll give it another chance. I’ll take it more seriously this time and I will only say good things.” Marie smiled and grabbed a different cd. “What’s this one called?” I asked getting back on the freeway. “Bad.” “Is this the one where he wore that bizarre looking black outfit with all those loud, clunky buckles and chains in the video? “ “Ana…you’re doing it again.” “Sorry. Go ahead.” 
As the CD was playing, a large vehicle suddenly slammed right into us, hitting Marie’s side. “OH, MY GOD!!” She screamed. The car suddenly spun out of control. I panicked and slammed on my brakes as hard as I could. The road was so slippery that I had gone right through the intersection and my car hit the light post. After a few seconds, the car finally stopped. “Marie, are you ok?!” I asked looking at her. “Yeah, I’m fine. That was freaky!” I looked back and noticed a black limousine in the middle of the intersection. “A LIMOUSINE just hit us!” Marie said shocked. Suddenly, the chauffeur came out and opened the back door. Marie and I looked out of the back window and saw someone stepping out.
