This is an MJ Fan Fiction written by Ashley Canterbury. She has only written one chapter so far but the story will definitely intrigue you. Enjoy! ( 
Michael Turns Me On

Chapter 1



Michael's stare was captivating. His deep brown eyes pierced me as he stood by the wall. He then took his back off the wall and walked towards me. He got as close to me as he could without touching me.

“What do you want from me?” He asked and I could feel his hot breath against my face.

I couldn't answer. All I could think about was tasting his delicious lips. I just wanted them to touch mine. I wanted to feel every part of his mouth against my tongue. I could feel his body heat; I could smell his fresh scent. I just wanted to grab him and run my hands all over his body. I wanted to turn him on in every possible way.

“I don't want anything from you. I just want to give to you.”
He looked confused. “Give me what?”
“Everything. You're so amazing and you deserve to be loved. I want to give you everything you want.”
“But, I don't want anything unless you mean love. You can't possibly love me. You don't even know me.”
“You're right” I answered. I don't know you, but for right now I just want to give you unconditional love because I know you deserve it.”
He then looked at me with lust and said “Then give it to me.”
That was my cue. I grabbed his lips with mine and we fell into a strong, passionate kiss. The feeling of his warm, soft lips over mine was amazing. I broke the kiss to gasp for air, taken in by how turned on I was. Michael stuck his tongue out towards my mouth and without hesitation I put my lips around it and sucked on it. He moaned softly and drew back from me. He looked into my eyes and bit his lip, it was so sexy. He walked backward toward the wall and instantly I followed after him.

I grabbed his wrists and pinned them above his head against the wall. I slowly ran my mouth along his face and down onto his neck, where I licked it with my tongue, then softly sucked on his skin. His heavy breathing was driving me crazy. Then just as I thought I couldn't get more turned on, Michael suddenly took control. He firmly grasped my shoulders and roughly pushed me backwards. Just as I lost my balance, I landed hard on the bed, and Michael was quickly on top of me with his knee pressed firmly between my legs. This was almost too much for me to handle and I couldn't help but moan. 
Michael responded to my moans and put his wonderful lips all over my body. He sat up and violently ripped open my shirt and the buttons went flying. He ran his hands slowly over my body and onto my breasts, then around under my back to take off my bra. He suddenly turned gentle and romantic as he carefully pulled it off my arms and threw it onto the floor. The gentleness was quickly over and the quick change in pace was so exciting I could hardly help saying his name right there. It wasn't even sex yet and it was more fantastic than anything I've ever had.

I couldn't wait any longer; I quickly reached down to unzip his pants. As I pulled them off, I finally got the chance to run my hands over his nice rear end. It was so tight, just as it looked. Without another moment, Michael pushed my skirt up and yanked my panties to the side. I watched him pull out his big cock. I couldn't have imagined it looking better and I just wanted it inside me. 

I moaned “Please put it inside me Michael.” He smiled sweetly and did just as I asked. He grabbed my legs and roughly pulled me right up on him then pushed himself inside me. The feeling was unbearable. The excitement of him entering my body sent a rush of heat up my spine that found its way out of my mouth. “Oh, Michael!” I moaned again.

He pushed himself in me, back and forth, with such perfect rhythm. He kept going in and out, over and over, faster and harder.
