Dirty Diana

Written By: Cynical Girl

Years ago, Michael made a mistake. He let himself be seduced, let a girl be his secret night loving thing. It disappeared into the past. Now he comes back to Diana's home town and she's still there, she hasn't forgotten. This is just make-believe of course. Just going by the lyrics to the song, not by what I think Michael would actually do. 

By the way, I had to just make up lots of stuff for it to match the lyrics. I personally believe that Michael's relationship with Lisa Marie Presley was real. I also KNOW that he would never cheat on anyone. But I had to think of someone to be the "baby". This is not realistic fiction and doesn't go along with any true events.
It is also an incomplete story that will have more once I come up with a conclusion. Enjoy! (
Chapter 1: This Time You Won't Seduce Me



I am lost in the music, lost in the beat, lost in the dance. Simply the magic that is the music controlling my body and letting me exhale the beauty that I have been given.

I can see the audience pulsing to my beat, a million hands waving as one, a million eyes staring at me.

And then the trance ends, I let out my breath. I watch the audience as a whole deflate. Scan over the faces in the front row; all eager, joyful, enthusiastic, meeting my eyes like they know me, can see into my soul.

They're men, women, girls, old and young, black, white, everything.

And then she's there. Smirking at me.

Those eyes, that laughing mouth, that body and those legs, just a flash from the past.

I can't believe it; she's an image from a day years ago. Something I had forgotten about. I can't believe it. How can she be here? Slap in the face.

She smiles. Laughing at me, meeting my eyes with dark sparkling ones. She knows I've seen her. She knows I remember her and what we both did.

I should have known she'd be here. This is her hometown, right? And I know her kind--she'll be here, waiting backstage, for every singer, every band. So why should I have imagined that she wouldn't be waiting for me?

I've moved on. I've grown. I don't need her kind of girl anymore.

Lights flash to black. I walk offstage, stare out at this girl who knows who's staring and why, and knows I'll always be a man.



She's waiting at the backstage doors, waiting for me. I don't want to talk to her. I don't want to see her. (How can I not see her?)

My car is waiting for me. (She's waiting for me.) She says my name with her eyes. I say her name with my mouth, spitting it out. "Diana."

She's standing there like she did before, flirtatious, coy, showing off her body as her only asset. I look at the ground.

She's wearing high-heeled boots, black and shiny, that show off curvy calves. Click-click, the heels go, as she walks towards me. Thighs are slender, toned. Tight black dress that shines in the moonlight, making the skin of her arms and legs look pale. She hasn't gained a pound--her waist is just as thin and tight as it was before. I wonder if she still has the belly stud. The top of the dress is low cut, I feel horny, I remember...

No.

"I was surprised to see you at the concert," I force out. "I thought you'd forgotten all about me; it's been a while."

Her voice is just the same. "If I did, I'd be a stupid girl." She's put on more makeup, though. Before she just used eyeliner; now she's got this smoky thing with the eye shadow and the glittery mascara. "I suppose you've forgotten about me?" She's scornful, mocking--and she's right. I had forgotten.

"Yes." Normally I wouldn't be this blunt. Normally I would say polite words and then leave. But I've seen what this girl can do. I know what she can do to me. My voice hardens. "Look, Diana, you do know that what happened is in the past. We both agreed it wouldn't need to be remembered. I've moved on."

She laughs. Tosses back her head. Her shampoo wafts into my face; I hold my breath. "Of course, Michael, I know what a one night stand means, trust me." She leans against the brick wall, folding her hands together on her chest. (Why can I not control my eyes?) "I just thought that it might have been good enough that you'd remember it when you saw me again." She stares at me. I look away.

I let out a groan, and lean against the wall as well. My bodyguards are watching respectfully from a distance. "It was good enough, and you know it. You're just asking that because you want to hear me say it."

She places a hand on my arm, and I flinch away. "Of course. It's good you're learning the rules of the game."

I don't look at her. "I can't do this. I shouldn't have done it the first time. I don't want to play a game like that; it's messed up."

And then I remember my baby. How could I not have remembered her? I'm in love with her (she's in love with me) so why is it that when I saw Diana, all thoughts of her fled my mind? "Lisa Marie is my girlfriend now. It's not the same as last time. I'm in love with her. There's no way anything like what happened before is going to happen. It was a mistake then. It'd be a huge mistake now."

Now she traces patterns on my back. (It feels good) I hate her for being so presumptuous, and I push her hand away (the contact tingles). "Is it a mistake to relax? To let go and do what you want?"

I turn my head and stared at her. "It is when you don't even care. When you'd do the same if it was Bruce Springsteen or anyone famous. You know I felt so betrayed when I found out you were just a common slut?" I can't let emotion get into my voice. Keep it calm. Keep it cold. "I thought the things you said were for me. I thought you were actually attracted to me, not my name. And so I gave it to you. Because you lied to me."

Both hands are at work massaging my back. I (try to) ignore it. I hadn't realized I was so tight after the concert; my muscles sigh in contentment. She whispers into my ear. "Does everything have to have strings attached?"

I push away her face, but she continues. "Okay, so you want to be logical. If it weren't a no-strings-attached, would you have wanted it? Would you have wanted the entire obligation that came with it? No; you just wanted to let out the lust and the need all men have. And you know I wanted to give it to you. You took it. It wasn't because I fooled you or something. You wanted it."

"You know what?" My voice rose. "Okay, so I made a mistake. You seduced me. I let myself be seduced. That's not going to happen again."

She stares at me, her hands still, and neither of us breaks the connection. Staring war, like little kids. She then drops her eyes, sighs and moves away. "Fine. I'm sorry. But I'm not that cold, I missed you. I'm not going to say I didn't do anyone else, because you'd know that's a lie." The laugh in her eye is for herself. "But, I don't know. I'm lonely." She slides down the wall, sits with her knees drawn up to her chest.

I can see under her dress.

Why do I think things like that? I press my nails into my palms. I don't want to think things like that, see things like that. I'm supposed to be in love with Lisa Marie. I am in love with her. I don't even care about Diana. I know what she is, I know what she offers, and I know that I don't want it. Why do I look at her that way?

My car is waiting for me. I ignore it. I can't leave her like this. (How she is guilt tripping me, after I promised myself I wouldn't let her in?) She looks so sad. And I know she isn't faking it.

"I'm not staying here. Just this one night, this one concert, and then I'm leaving."

"I know." She doesn't look up now.

"Look. Can you come with me, just to my hotel room--not for anything? I haven't eaten or anything. We can catch up. As friends." I try to force a smile, and fail.

"Of course." She looks up with snake eyes, uncoils herself, and staggers to her feet. I lead her to the car, and slip into the driver's seat. She silently sits down next to me. She's shivering (of course, in that tiny dress that doesn't cover anything). I start up the motor and drive into the night of forbidden impossibilities.

