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My first MJ Fan Fiction written entirely by me! The beginning of this story is inspired by Michael’s opening performance of his legendary song “Dangerous” at the 1993 American Music Awards. This story also takes place during that same year. The introduction to this story is very different but I’ve tried to create this as realistically as possible without sounding boring. There are a few references to some of Michael’s material which he created years later written in this story…Enjoy! ( 

Chapter One: The Show Starts…
As he wowed the entire crowd by shockingly appearing onstage after a dancer moved himself aside from a string of fireworks, the audience cheered as Michael began his performance. His nine dancers are all dressed in identical black suits with white shirts and black ties. Michael’s wardrobe is the same except he’s added his signature black fedora. His smooth black jacket has one white stripe on its upper right arm cuff. His moves are swift and incredible. The crowd cheers louder. No one knows what he will surprise us with next. The way he moves his incredibly slender body is simply beyond words. It seems like he is dancing on the moon. Now I know why he calls his signature dance move the “Moonwalk”. He is so graceful, full of power and energy. The stage look is beautiful. The lights continuously change colors as Michael moves his magical feet across to the beat of his song “Dangerous”. The crowd then becomes silent as they watch the King bring his spellbinding performance to life. Michael knows exactly what to do, when to do it and how it’s done. His audience just can’t stop clapping. There is now a beautiful silhouette of a woman in the background as an overhead drop. No one knows who this woman is but she looks stunning. She has a beautiful, long ponytail and is dancing in a ballet form. Michael’s dancers all move systematically with their leader. The music then stops and Michael begins to sing alone. He and his dancers begin a unique dance sequence. Finally, as the music comes to a final stop, Michael’s nine dancers quickly drop to the floor and lay on their backs. The crowd rises to their feet within a second. Many famous singers and other entertainers are applauding and cheering. Michael received a long, wonderful standing ovation for his extraordinary performance. He stands there, center stage with his right arm in the air pointing up with his index finger. He breathes deeply; feeling relieved about what he’s done. He then tilts his fedora slightly and bows his head respectfully to his loving family, friends and fans. He shyly looks to his left with the most angelic smile I have ever seen. He blows a kiss to the crowd with his famous peace sign and quickly runs off stage. His dancers suddenly stood up and follow him. It was a short but amazing performance. Michael is now backstage. He will be winning two awards tonight. One for Best New Album and the other is for Entertainer of the Year. As I stand backstage and observe his every move, I can say that he truly is a man of wonder. One can never really tell what goes through the mind of this genius known as the King of Pop, but it’s definitely a blessing to see and know him for the man he truly is. I work as a set designer for Michael. I haven’t actually met him yet. This is my sixth day on the job. I’ve decided to keep my distance from him until he becomes curious enough to approach me on his own. I’m overly shy to talk to him on my own. All of my co-workers have, but every time Michael is near me, I tend to freeze. Tonight, I have a feeling that we will finally meet. He’ll approach me and it will happen mysteriously. The thought of Michael speaking to me makes my entire body quiver. There are so many legendary people here this evening at the American Music Awards. Mariah Carey, Billy Ray Cyrus, Patti Labelle, Boyz II Men and many others. It seems like being a celebrity is a glamorous, wonderful job. But what people don’t know or see are the masks celebrities wear to fool the public and media. If anyone should be granted awards for being someone they’re not, it should definitely be singers. Their lives are continuously in the spotlight and no one knows what that feels like more than Michael Jackson. I don’t think there’s ever been a day when that man walked to a corner store or ever crossed a street without being mauled or harassed. Be it a fan, news reporter, a tabloid or just a random person, Michael has been forced to wear masks ever since he was five years old. I can’t imagine having to disguise myself repeatedly just to constantly escape the magnifying glass of the world. While I’m standing backstage thinking about all this, Sara, the woman who hired me who is also Michael’s co-coordinator and personal friend is approaching me. “There you are Monica! I’ve been looking all over for you. There’s someone you have to meet. He asked me to bring you to him personally.” She said. “Who are you talking about?” I asked foolishly. “Our boss, the star of the show. You know who!” I felt faint. I knew exactly who she was talking about but I wanted to hear his name just to be sure. “I have no idea who you’re talking about.” She then sighed. “Michael Jackson! Who else?!” I gasped. Oh my god! Today is the day. I’m going to meet the biggest and greatest entertainer of all time. “Sara, I need to make sure I look somewhat normal before that happens. Can I please check my hair and makeup?” She laughed. “Of course. The bathroom is that way.” She said pointing to her left. I quickly ran inside and began pulling myself together. I checked my hair, straightened my clothes and touched up my makeup. I then took a deep breath and left the bathroom. On my way out, I bumped into Sara’s back. “Jeez girl, why are you so jittery?” She asked. “I’m nervous. Can you blame me? Weren’t you nervous your first time?” It seemed like I was asking her about the first time she slept with someone. “Yeah I was.” Sara said. “But not nearly as much as you are. He’s a great guy. You’ll be fine. Now let’s go! It’s not nice to keep him waiting.” She grabbed my arm and walked me to his dressing room. When we got to the door, Michael’s name was engraved on a gold plate with fancy gold letters around a star. Sara knocked on the door twice. There was no answer. “Well too bad! He’s not here, let’s go!” I said as I began to walk away. “Nice try Monica!” Sara said. “Of course he’s here. He’s not going to answer his own door. He has security guards who do that for him.” “But there’s no answer.” I replied. “There never is the first time. It’s a security rule. We always have to knock once, then wait 30 seconds, then knock again. One of Michael’s guards will then look through the peephole and I’ll show him my work nametag. Once he sees who I am, he’ll open the door.” “Wow. Talk about being safe.” I said. “We have to be. It’s Michael Jackson.” I felt butterflies in my stomach. Just hearing that man’s name made my emotions flutter. This incredible God of a person who I was avoiding for almost a week has now asked to meet me. I said to myself. Sara knocked on the door again, this time flashing her nametag. “State your name.” Someone on the other end said. “Sara Evans.” “Why are you here?” The person asked. “I’ve brought Monica Jane with me. I was asked to bring her. He wants to meet her.” After a few seconds, the door slightly opened. “I must see her nametag.” The man said. I gave it to Sara and she slid it through the small opening. The guard then carefully examined it and closed the door for a few seconds. He then opened the door and said “He’s been expecting you two. Come in.” I felt so nervous. The door fully opened and the two of us quickly walked inside. It was a beautiful dressing room. Michael had his clothing, shoes, jewelry, pictures of his family and his signature white glove placed neatly on his dresser. I couldn’t help but stare. “Wait here. I’ll let him know you’ve arrived.” The man said. “Thanks.” Sara replied. “What’s up with the robot?” I asked Sara referring to the guard. She laughed. “He’s always like that. He likes to sound professional and serious, that’s all.” We stood by the door for almost fifteen minutes. “Where is he?” Sara asked. “Don’t look at me. I have no idea.” I said jokingly. All of a sudden, there was an announcement on the PA system: “Sara Evans, report to room 312 immediately.” “Oh no, that’s me.” Sara said. “Wait here. I’ll be back.” “Wait!” I shouted. “Don’t leave me here alone. What if—“She scurried out of the room. I was alone. I had no idea where the guard went so I began to walk around and looking at Michael’s personal belongings. I noticed he had several fan letters everywhere. They must be his inspiration. I thought. I didn’t want to be nosy and read them so I kept looking around. All of a sudden, I heard music. I wasn’t sure where it was coming from. I quickly turned around but didn’t see anyone. At the corner of my eye, I noticed an open door at the opposite end of the room. Curiosity had taken over my mind as I walked towards that room to see who or what was there. I slowly opened the door. It made a loud creaking noise. I looked around to see where the music had come from. It was a cell phone! The music was the ring tone. It was Michael’s song “Dangerous”. The same song he performed on stage moments ago. Whose phone is this? I thought. Why would someone leave it here? Why is this ring tone playing? I wasn’t about to touch it. I quickly began walking to the front of the room where I was standing before. Suddenly, the phone rang again. I stood still. Should I answer? I asked myself.  I quickly walked over to the phone again debating if I should or shouldn’t pick it up. It kept playing that same song repeatedly. I was hesitating but also tempted. All of a sudden, I felt a soft touch on my right shoulder. I gasped. It’s him. I thought. I hope he’s not angry at me for me being in here. I turned around and noticed it was Sara. “Jeez girl! You scared me to death. Where’d you go? Whose phone is this?” “I have no idea. It’s not mine and you shouldn’t be in here. This is Michael’s private room. I was paged and had to go but I’m back now. Come on we better get out of here. If he finds out he might get upset. That’s probably his phone. Let’s go.” We both walked over to the doorway and kept on waiting. “Something must be wrong. It’s not like him to take so long.” Sara said. My heart was beating really fast. I started to feel light headed. The room seemed to be spinning. “Sara, I really don’t think now is a good time for me to do this. I feel sick.” “Monica, you’re just nervous. You’ll be fine.” She said. “I’m serious. I don’t feel well. The room is moving in circles and I can’t see straight.” Everything seemed pale and my eyes were slowly closing. Suddenly, the room appeared very dark and I started to fall. “Monica!” I heard Sara scream as she was running towards me. Seconds before I hit the floor, someone caught me. I couldn’t tell who it was. It seemed like a man. Someone with a soft touch, warm embrace and a unique tone of voice. “It’s ok. I’ve got you.” The person whispered. My vision was blurred but I recognized the voice. “Thank you for catching me. Do I know you?” I asked faintly. “I’m sure you do.” The person said laughing. That voice, that laugh…they both sound so familiar. I thought. “Monica, are you ok? Jeez I wasn’t expecting this to happen.” I heard Sara say in the background. “I’m ok. I just felt dizzy I guess.” Just then, the person who caught me put a glass of water to my lips. “Here, drink this. You’ll be ok. I promise.” I took a few sips and rubbed the right side of my head. I then looked up and saw the most beautiful person in the world holding me and looking in my eyes. My eyes suddenly popped open. “OH MY GOD! It’s you! Of course I know you! Oh my God! This is so embarrassing.” I said. “I’m so sorry. I’m not always like this. It won’t happen again.” I tried to sound normal but all of the words came mumbling out of my mouth. It was the King himself. Who knew our first meeting would be like this? Me feeling sick, fainting and then Michael catching me himself! I thought. As I slowly began to let go of his wonderful embrace, I noticed Michael was holding my hand. “Oops, I’m sorry.” He said. “When I caught you I grabbed your hand and put it in mine.” “Please don’t apologize. I don’t mind.” I said smiling. “Well, that sure was interesting. No one’s ever met him like THIS before.” Sara said trying to sound funny. Michael let go of my hand and helped me to my feet. “Are you ok dear?” He asked. He called me DEAR!! “Yes, Sir. I’m perfectly fine now. Thank you for your help.” Sara came over and helped me brush myself off. She then formally introduced us. “Michael, this is the only worker you haven’t met. This is Monica Jane. Monica, this is the man we work for. The one we call the King of Pop and the Gloved One, Mr. Michael Jackson.” Michael shook my hand. “Monica Jane, that’s such a beautiful name.” He said. I felt like I was going to faint again. “Thank you, please call me Monica.” I said. “I have a nickname for you.” Michael said. I gasped. “For me? Really?” “Yes. I’d like to call you Precious if that’s ok.” I was melting. “Aww that’s so sweet. Can I please ask why?” “Of course. A long time ago, I had a pet bunny that was very sweet and adorable like you. I don’t know why, but after seeing you, she came to mind.” “You don’t have her anymore?” Sara asked. “No, she died. A car hit her when she escaped from her cage.” “I’m so sorry. I really love that name and I’m flattered that you thought of something that is special to you after meeting me. Thank you.” I said politely. “You’re welcome sweetie.” He said with a wink. OH GOSH! THE WINK! Monica, don’t you dare faint again! I said to myself. “Well, now the hard part’s over. We really should let you get dressed so you can sit in the audience and collect your awards tonight.” Sara said. She nudged me on my back. I knew that was my cue to say goodbye. “It was nice meeting you Sir.” I said to Michael looking in his gorgeous eyes. He giggled and smiled back. Sara started to walk towards the door. I was just about to follow her until I felt something gently touch my waist. I gasped and stood still. “Wait.” Michael whispered in my ear. “Please stay. Just for a minute.” I was in shock. I didn’t know what to do or say. Sara hadn’t noticed. I turned around. “I don’t think that’s a good idea Sir. I don’t want to keep you from receiving your award.” “You won’t.” He replied. “I just want to be with you. Please?” I didn’t have the heart to say no to him. “Monica?” Sara yelled from the entrance door. “She’s staying with me.” Michael said to her. I’ll send her to you as soon as we’re done. I need her help with something important.” “Ok then.” Sara said as she opened the door and walked out. I was incredibly nervous. Why did he want me to stay with him alone? Was I in trouble? I hope he doesn’t fire me. “Sir, did I do something wrong?” Michael giggled. “No, not at all. I just want to get to know you better without other people around us, that’s all.” He said smiling. I was curious. “Why is that?” “There’s something about you that I really like. I’m not sure what it is, but you really caught my attention. Not many people can do that.” “Thank you. I felt the same way when I first saw you on TV.” I said. Michael laughed. “Really?” “Yeah. I still remember that day. You did your legendary performance of Billie Jean on Motown 25. It was incredible. I was only 15 then.” “But you’re all grown up now.” Michael said in a very deep tone of voice. “I sure am.” I replied. Is Michael Jackson flirting with me? I asked myself. I love it! I laughed quietly to myself. “It’s nice to finally meet you.” I said. “I have to admit I was such a wreck and didn’t know what to expect. I’m still really embarrassed about what happened earlier.” “It’s ok.” Michael said. “A lot of people faint or feel sick when they see me. Whenever that happens to someone around me, I get really tense and start to panic. I don’t want people to suffer. I just hate seeing it.” I smiled. “That’s very sweet.” I said. “I always knew you were caring. Now I’ve seen it with my own eyes. It must be hard for you to see millions of people scream and faint in front of you all the time.” “It is, but I’m a very strong person. I try not to show my true feelings. I love bringing joy and happiness to other people. It makes me feel good about myself.” “Sir?” Michael laughed. “Please call me Michael.” “I don’t think I can.” I said giggling. “But I want you to. In fact, I’d prefer it. Whenever someone calls me ‘Sir’ I always think my father is around.” We both laughed. “What were you going to say Precious?” Oh my God! That sounds SO beautiful coming from his mouth! “I have a favor to ask.” “Anything.” He said with a wink. “Can you please sing for me?” Michael smiled. “I’d love to. Does Precious have a favorite song?” OH MY! I’m going to melt! I just know it!! “I love all of your songs. It’s hard to choose one. Surprise me please.” “Sure.” Michael said. He suddenly seemed to be deep in thought. I could tell not knowing which song to sing was bothering him. He was silent for a good five minutes. “You can’t pick one can you?” I asked laughing. “No! I really can’t. I’m sorry. Tell me, what song would my sweet Precious like to hear?” HIS PRECIOUS? This is WAY too much for me. I just want to grab him and never let go! Before I could answer him, Michael heard music again. “That’s my security phone. Wait here please. I’ll be right back.” Michael ran to the other room. Security phone? Thank goodness I didn’t answer it! No wonder he chose “Dangerous” as his ring tone. I thought laughing to myself. A few minutes later, Michael came back. “I have to go on stage soon.” He said. “Oh man I better go. We’ll talk again. Congratulations and good luck.” I said. As I turned to leave, Michael quickly grabbed my hand and stopped me. “Hey pretty baby with the high heels on, you give me fever like I’ve never ever known, you’re just a product of loveliness, I like the groove of your walk, your talk, your dress. I feel your fever from miles around, I’ll pick you up in my car and we’ll paint the town, just kiss me baby and tell me twice, that you’re the one for me, the way you make me feel, you really turn me on, you knock me off of my feet, my lonely days are gone…” I had the biggest smile on my face. “Oh my God! I was hoping you’d sing that song. Thank you so much!” I screamed as I reached over and hugged him. Michael held me close and giggled. “You’re welcome.” He said in my ear. “Can I please see you again later tonight?” “Would you like to?” I asked flirtatiously. “Of course. I’m not even close to being done with you, Precious.” He said with a wink. “I love when you call me that.” I said smiling. “I’m so glad you like it.” He said. “You’re very special. Remember that ok?” “I will.” I said. “Thank you again. I’ll come see you after the show.” “I’ll be here waiting.” Michael replied. He then walked me to his door. I noticed he was still holding my hand. “You can let go now.” I said jokingly. “Do I have to?” He asked. I giggled. “If it were up to me, I’d say no. But for now, yes.” He slowly let go, then quickly grabbed my hand again. “I really don’t want to.” He said, whining like a little boy. “Aww, you are so cute!” I said. I could tell he wanted to spend more time with me. “You can hold my hand again later. I really don’t want to keep you from going onstage. I’ll be back when the show’s over. I promise.” “Ok fine!” He said as he let go. I felt bad. “Are you mad?” “No, of course not. I’m just being a brat.” He said giggling. “Ok. You scared me there for a second.” I said. “I could never be mad at you. I love you, my Precious Monica Jane.” He said in his sweet voice with a wink. I gasped loudly. Michael heard me. “What’s wrong sweetie? Are you ok?” He asked touching my shoulder. “I’m fine thank you. I’ll see you later.” I said quickly. I opened the door and put one foot outside in the hallway. Before I left, I turned to Michael and said “I love you too, Michael.” He quickly turned to me and smiled one more time. I smiled back and winked at him. I then closed his door and went looking for Sara.      
