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Under the pen name Cat Jackson
Note to reader: This fan fiction can be thought of during any of Michael Jackson’s eras.  I tried to keep it somewhat open to your interpretation. Also, I didn’t include the use of a condom, but that is just for this story…got to use condoms when doing it for real.
Michael invited me to stay at Neverland because I wrote him a letter about the new no-kill animal sanctuary a few other fans and I started.  We named it Ben’s Haven in honor of his song.  We started housing small animals like mice and rats, but we’ve moved on to cats, dogs, and even goats.  The letter I wrote Michael described how much he inspired me to create this sanctuary.  Michael invited me to spend some time with him…me only.  Why only me?  I soon found out to my embarrassment.  

I arrived at Neverland and Frank Dileo greeted me.  He took me on a tour and we rode on the carousel before Michael woke up.  “He’s been waking up past noon on Mondays ‘because he fasts and dances all day Sundays,” Frank told me.  

I’d heard of Michael’s private zoo and it was so lovely.  I hugged the giraffes and kissed them.  I wanted to hug the lions, but it was too dangerous.  I held a baby llama and sang “Smile” to him.  The llama had beautiful eyes and I remembered seeing Michael interview with Louie.  I continued rocking and holding the llama when I felt a presence sit down behind me.   Frank had left by then and my heart stopped.  That must be Michael…I recognized his exhales.  My heart stopped and I stopped singing, but blood rushed to my face and my hands went numb.  
A vibration flooded my ear.  Michael began, “Smile though your heart is aching.”  That sweet and breathy voice was like heroine to me—swallowing my chest and despite my nervousness, I felt such bliss.  Michael moved to the side of me and I looked at him shyly.  He was in a red button down shirt, black pants, and a black hat.  A few curls rested over his right eye.  He smiled at me so widely; the smile I admired from afar and the lips I imagined kissing so many nights.  “I love that you’re so happy here,” Michael said.
“Oh, yes!” I said in a worshiping tone.  I had made a deal with myself that I wouldn’t let him know how much I actually worshiped him, but I failed terribly.  I looked starry eyed at his affectionate face so lovingly.  I had finally laid physical eyes on my beloved.  I couldn’t say another word.

“Did you wanna come see the house?” Michael asked.  I nodded eagerly…slightly idiotically.  I kissed the baby llama and let him play elsewhere.  Michael took my hand and we walked to the house.  I saw all the flowers and statues.
“Michael this is the coolest place in the whole world!” I said with a Cheshire cat’s grin.  I almost pranced.  My nerves were ceasing a bit and I felt so lively and happy.

“Neverland is the coolest place in the whole world.  It brings the child out in everyone,” Michael said.  He seemed pleased with my delightful glow.

We entered the house decorated with Peter Pan memorabilia.  Michael showed me his 1911 version of J.M. Barrie’s book.  I didn’t want to touch such a delicate thing, but he let me flip through the pages.  I read the book before.  Michael is the true Peter Pan, except not as obnoxious.  With the old book Michael had me sit on the couch next to him.  We faced the fireplace, but I couldn’t help noticing the piano in the corner.  Just think, he could have written so many songs on it.  I wanted to ask about his Giving Tree, but before I could he spoke: “Your letter was very touching.  I’m so happy you’ve started the sanctuary.  I love animals so much.  Animals and children are my biggest inspirations.”

“I love animals,” I hesitated, “Oh gosh; I almost forgot to thank you for actually reading my letter.  You must get so much mail.”

“I do, but I try to read what I can.  Yours caught my eye because it had a gold envelope,” he said.

I gasped.  Gold envelope?  I meant to send him the one with the rhinestones.  I wrote two letters, but only one was meant to be sent…the one with rhinestones.  What was in the gold envelope?  I smiled politely, but I searched in my memory trying to remember if I had changed my mind about the envelope or sent him a rough draft.
It came to me.  I sent him a final draft of the letter, but a joke one.  Well, it wasn’t really a joke, but I was pretending that I would send him this letter.  I had watched the movie Atonement and goofed around with the letter I was writing Michael.  I typed how I wanted him sexually in that draft, but I didn’t intend to send it.  No way could I have mailed him the wrong letter.  No, I must have just changed my mind on the envelope and forgot.  That is surely what happened.

Michael noticed my anxiety, “Are you okay?  You look scared or something.”

“The thing is: I wrote a few drafts of that letter.  I thought I was sending it to you in a rhinestone envelope, but I must have changed my mind last minute and forgot,” I said.

“Want to see the letter?” Michael asked.  He seemed giggly.

“Yeah I guess I should see if it was the exact one I meant to send,” I said.  I was frightened.  What if it is the wrong draft!  What if it is the dirty draft?

Michael left the room for a while as I squirmed in embarrassment.  He was gone for at least 20 minutes before I sat at the piano.  I played Twinkle Twinkle Little Star which was the only song I knew how to play.  He finally came down a few minutes later.  It was already 10pm.  Time had gone by so fast and our walk from the zoo to the house was much longer than I realized.

“I put the letter next to your bed.  It’s the pink guest room.  You should be able to find it.  I’m going to take a shower now, but maybe we can watch a movie in our jammies?” he said.

“That’d be lovely!  Can I see my room now?” I asked.  I was going to spend the whole week there.

“Yeah go right ahead.  My room is across the hall and a few doors down from yours.  On the left.  On the right side is a big TV room...we can watch whatever you want,” he said.

“Lady and the Tramp?” I asked because I talked about my two cocker spaniels in the letter I wrote.

“Yeah!” he said.  He walked away to his room singing Bella Note.  
When I thought he had closed the door to his room I took my backpack up to my mine.  The room was very girlish.  I bet Elizabeth Taylor had stayed in it before.  The bed was so comfortable.  Michael’s shower hadn’t started yet, but I saw the letter on the night stand.  It was still in the gold envelope.  I opened it and proceeded to reread the whole thing.  All seemed well…it was the letter I meant to send until I got to the postscript:

PS

Like I’ve mentioned throughout this letter, you have been my biggest inspiration as a man and an artist.  I mean that in the most professional and sensitive way.  Everything in this letter is true, but it is not pure truth.  I love you, Michael.  I fell in love with you many years ago.  I’ve fantasized about being your wife.  I’ve even imagined the smallest crazy things like braiding your hair.  To lay my fingers on it would make my body tremor with pleasure.  How you make me crazy!  Don’t think it strange for me to say, but you are perfection.  I’ve imagined kissing your jaw and that exquisite chin.  I want to bite gently on your lips and hold your hips close to mind.  I need to feel your erection on me.  I know you’d love how hot my cunt is and how tight it would pulsate on your hard cock.  But don’t worry, I won’t move too fast.  I need to kiss your whole chest and torso.  Lick between each rib and down to your happy trail.  I want to kiss your pelvis and brush my cheek against your manly hair.  I’d put my mouth on the base of your dick and watch it become more aroused when I cup your balls in my hand and tease the tender skin.  You bother me so much in the best way.  My mouth on yours, on your gorgeous manhood; your mouth on mine, on my wanting and throbbing cunt.  You can have it and I’d give it to you, my love, my king.
Oh dear.  I did indeed send him the wrong version of the letter.  Stay calm.  I said all the nice things I wanted about the sanctuary in the beginning.  Maybe he didn’t even read the PS?  But then why would he only have invited me to Neverland and not all of the sanctuary’s founders?  Michael turned on the water for his shower. 

What I’d give to be a drop on his body caressing him and warming him.  Beads of water on his body are precious pearls to be gathered with the tongue.  I crept out of my bedroom door.  I wanted to be outside his room and imagine his naked body.  To my surprise his door wasn’t closed or locked.  It was open just slightly.  I went inside.  The bathroom door was open, but Michael didn’t hear me.  I wanted to leave, but an ethereal force drew me further into his room.  The bed wasn’t made and his clothes were on the floor.  A glass of water sat on his nightstand.  I wouldn’t dare take a sip!  But I did.  
Michael hummed in the shower.  I think he was humming Smile or Liberian Girl or maybe Bella Note, but I couldn’t really tell.  I stood where he threw his clothes.  I saw his cotton black boxers.  Just the sight of them made me wet.  Without thinking I took my clothes off and threw them accordingly on Michael’s clothes on the ground.  Completely nude I waited for Michael’s shower to end.  It was quite dark in his bedroom, but moonlight gently highlighted everything.  The water stopped and I heard him get out. 

I said, “Michael?”

“Yeah?” he said loudly.  He must have thought I was in the hallway.  
I stepped toward the bathroom and saw him from behind.  The towel was covering him mostly.  Reason had left my consciousness and I stepped toward him.  I was just inches away from his naked body.  He paused…he knew I was there, but didn’t move or say anything.  My hands met his towel covered waist.  I took the towel and exposed his body.  He didn’t resist.  He didn’t say anything and I couldn’t tell what he was thinking.  I felt his sweet ass against my stomach.  I wrapped my arms around him and stroked his chest and stomach.  Light patterns of darker skin covered his back.  I traced the design with my lips.  Although these patches were from his vitiligo, they were charming on him.  As I kissed and licked his back, Michael breathed deeply with a slight quiver to his exhale.  I let my hand migrate to his bellybutton and down his modest trail of hair to the rich masculine hair around his hardened shaft.  I pulled on it so gently.  His shaft nuzzled in between my fingers and I felt the entirety of his erection.  He wasn’t circumcised, so I was extra gentle on the tip.

“You read my whole letter?” I asked, almost whispering.

“Your mouth on mine, on my wanting and throbbing manhood; my mouth on yours, on your gorgeous cunt,” he said.  His voice was soft like usual, but the sound came from lower in his throat.  To hear him say words like that moistened me.  Before I absorbed totally what he said he continued, “God, I can feel your breasts on me.”  My breasts had filled the small of his back the whole time.  Michael felt them harden as he spoke.
For the first time I noticed the mirror in front of us.  He was so slim and the muscles on his stomach showed.    His wet black hair stuck to his neck.  I reached to pull all that hair back.  My fingers were like snails caressing each crevice of his neck and leaving a slight trail from wiping the water.  His big eyes looked at my hands in the mirror.  His eyeliner had run, but wasn’t gone.  His dark eyebrows were perfectly arched.  His chest had a similar leopard-like pattern of slightly darker skin on it.  I ran my hand down his chest, making sure to notice every detail of his stunning body.
Michael’s penis was so beautiful.  I wanted it more than I wanted anything else in life.  The smell of his pheromones made my heart flutter and the sight of his giving dick threw my brain in a scramble.  I needed this man.

I bent a bit to touch his knees and feel up his thighs.  With my hands on his hips he turned around.  He put his hands on my shoulders and bent slowly to kiss me.  Our lips met for a brief moment before he took my face in his hands.  He pressed his lips harder onto mine, but I could feel his anxiety.  I think he was afraid to make this move.  Michael is a very sensitive and shy man.  I let him kiss me in this sweet, gentle way.  I eventually licked his lips and put my tongue in his mouth.  This made his hips thrust toward me and I knew he liked it.  I kissed and bit his lips and massaged his tongue with mine.  
We pulled our mouths away and hugged.  There was love here, not just lust; however, I wanted to focus on the lust.  
I took his hand as he had mine earlier in the zoo and took him to his messy bed.  We got under the covers and hugged again.  This time I put one leg over him to let him feel the wetness.  I took his hand and put two of his fingers inside me.  This made him squirm.  His cock got harder.  He moaned and kissed me.  No inhibitions with this kiss.  He immediately put his tongue in my mouth.  I pulled my hand away and he fingered my g-spot just right.  I couldn’t take it, but Michael continued almost forcefully.  He kissed down my neck and my collar bone.  He licked and sucked my breasts eagerly.  With his fingers still rubbing inside me, he used his free hand to take my clit with his forefinger and thumb.  The gentle wiggle sent me beyond ecstasy or heaven.  I never trusted a man like this before.  Michael was gentle, yet perfectly powerful.  

Michael laid his warm tongue on my clit and softly licked down to where his fingers still thrust in me.  All the while and kept working my clit and dampening my cunt more and more with his saliva soaked tongue.  He moved his head away and tenderly blew on my throbbing cunt.  The coolness felt so good that I almost came right then.  Noticing my state of arousal, Michael pulled out his fingers and stuck his gorgeous dick in me.  At first he rubbed the head of his dick over my cunt.  I loved the texture of his precum.  I wanted to suck his dick, but I didn’t interfere with what he was doing.  I wanted him to possess me as much as he wanted.  Finally he penetrated me, all the while not letting go of my yearning clit.  He put my legs on his shoulders and fucked me.  He held on to my waist with his free hand; sometimes he caressed my breast with that hand.  Every time he took hold of a breast, his eyes closed and he moaned.  I loved the low sound of his moaning and breathing.  As he kept fucking me he became sweatier.  His whole body thrust into me.  
It felt so good to have that shaft move in and out of my cunt like that.  I loved how the black hair neatly framed his dick fucking me.  As I looked at it and his fingers stimulating my clit just right I let out a moan and came more intensely than ever in my life.  Michael softened his touch at the perfect time.  Our bodies were in tuned to each others’ needs.  He let go of my clit and I flipped him over.  I rode him swiftly and watched his face.  His eyebrows frowned and he moaned, “Oh…just keep fucking me.”  He tightly closed his eyes and found my breasts with his hands.  He opened his craving eyes.  They were glassy and examined my body riding him.  “You’re so tight…and hot,” he whispered.  His voice alone made me feel I could orgasm a second time.  His sweaty body was perfect.  The faces he made were the sexiest faces I’d ever seen.  Sexier than any of his sexiest pictures.  His face was so serious and blissful.  He cried out louder and louder.  I loved how he did that.  I was much quieter and always have been, but it gave me such pleasure to hear this man cry out from the pleasure I was giving him.  His dick was rock hard and filled me.  Michael kept thrusting and we had such rhythm that our bodies were connected spiritually, almost telepathically.  I knew how he felt and he knew what I needed.  I could feel his thrusts quicken and harden.  Michael was going to ejaculate soon and I wanted his fluid in me.  “I’m gonna come…oh my god…I love your pussy, your sweet cunt.  Just keep riding me…oh,” Michael said in a needing and desperate voice.  He came loudly.  He slowed down his thrust and sighed as he slowly went in and out of me.  I was on top of him, but I let him control the penetration.  I put myself on top of him, my breasts on his sweaty chest.  I kissed and licked the sweat on his neck.  He breathed deeply.  I kissed his ear lobe and up to his closed eyelid.  I kissed his thick eyebrows and down his lovely nose.  I kissed his lips delicately.  They trembled slightly.  We rolled on our sides and his penis fell out of my vagina.  Both panting, we held each other lovingly.  
“I love you, Michael,” I said.

“I love you more,” he said. 

We stayed like that for the rest of the night and slept.  I awoke the following morning next to my sweet love and we showered together.

