Chapter 2



"C'mon at the bus stop. Don't stop till you see the bus." Destiny sang quietly to herself as she stocked clothes in the back room. It was unbelievably hot back there but at least the manager let her listen to the radio. "Touch me, and I feel so fine. Ain't nothing like a lucky sign, oh." She smiled to herself as she began to dance a little. She loved this song even if she didn't know the words. She honestly had no clue who sang it but that didn't matter. Destiny wasn't into the whole celebrity worship thing, she just liked what she liked and that was their music. As she put stickers on some tank tops and organized them, she didn't hear someone come in. 

"Wow, you're even more pathetic in the back room." It was the voice of her arch enemy Rachel. Well, not arch enemy. It wasn't like Rachel wanted to rule the world; she just wanted to ruin Destiny's. "I hate that stupid song." She went to turn the radio off but Destiny smacked her hand away. 

"I love that song, leave it alone and go away. How'd you get back here and why?" She went back to organizing with her back facing Rachel. When the girl didn't say anything, Destiny stopped and faced her. "What?" 

Rachel uncrossed her arms and rolled her eyes. "I don't know why I'm even, like, talking to you. Anyway, I heard there's a celebrity in this mall right now. He's like really super cute and, like, super famous." She smirked before continuing, "And I'm gonna meet him before you." 

Destiny shrugged her shoulders and finished up. She wasn't going to let someone richer and more talented than her earn her worship just because they were in the same building. She had a job to do. "Oh whatever, good luck." 

Rachel grabbed her arm and pouted. "You're not even gonna ask his name? He was just at the bookstore. Didn't you see him?" 

Destiny looked bewildered for a second before she remembered that she had been at the bookstore and she had met this guy. Maybe it was the celebrity Rachel was talking about. Maybe it wasn't. "Well, yeah, I was." She thumped Rachel's hand and the girl let go of her arm. "And I kind of met a guy too, a really cute guy. I didn't ask for his autograph though, celebs hate that." 

"Well, like, what'd he say? Tell me everything." Destiny laughed at how fast Rachel turned from enemy to uber fan girl. 

"Look, I'm not going to give you his business. I just know he likes to read." Destiny was lying through her teeth. She didn't know if they guy she'd seen was the guy Rachel was talking about but a little lie never hurt. "Now if you'll excuse me, I gotta work." 

She walked out into the store and greeted customers, Rachel shutting the door behind her. Destiny went to the cash register and waited for someone to make a purchase. It was only around 1 p.m. and she got off a 6 p.m. If they didn't make money, she wouldn't have to work but she wanted money so she smiled at everyone and was extra polite. 

Rachel grabbed a random bracelet and gave it to Destiny. "Ring this up and tell me about the celeb. What's his name?" 

"I don't know, okay? I was fibbing, geez. Why's it matter. I know he made that song you hate. Ben isn't it?" 

"Shut up, okay? That song creeps me out. Any guy who'll sing about a rat is berserk." She took the bracelet and didn't bother to get her change. "Bye, Destiny. See you never." As Rachel was walking out, she bumped into a guy and dropped her bag. "Ugh, watch it loser!" She snatched it back and took off.

"Hi, welcome to Butterflies Designs. How may I help you?" Destiny looked at the guy and then realized who it was. "Oh, hi. It seems like you found me." She got up and walked towards him before she saw a crowd of girls rushing from all angles to the store. She hurriedly grabbed the key from her pocket and locked the door. "Oh, wow, what's their deal?" 

"Um, I guess they want to meet me. I just want to buy something for my mom in peace." He motioned towards the bag in his hand. "I-uh-see, I got you this book." He took it out and handed it to her. Forever by Judy Blume. 

"Hey, how'd you get this? I heard it was a controversial book." She took it and smiled. "Thanks a lot." 

He smiled. "You're welcome. Uh, it-ya know, um- It means a lot that you're not falling all over me. I'm not use to that." 

She felt her cheeks getting hot and he blushed. He was so darn cute! "I appreciate the book; I've been dying to read it honestly." They stood there and it seemed that the world contained only them. Then the banging on the windows got louder and so did the screaming. "I don't want to let you get eaten alive out there. I'll keep them out until you find your mom something and then we can go out the back." She then realized what she said. "I mean you can go out the back, I mean, I'll watch you go but- There's a back door that you can use to get out without the fans." 

"Thanks, you're pretty cool," he said while looking down. He then went to look at jewelry and purses, the fans obviously getting to him. They were screaming that they loved him, some had posters. Others had CDs. Destiny found herself starting at one girl with a poster. It had the guy's face on it as a little kid. He had a big fro and a shy smile. The bottom said "Michael Jackson of the Jackson 5". She looked at the guy in the store then back at the poster. 

She was having a total mind fuck. They were the same person! All along she'd been talking to little Michael from the Jackson 5. The same Michael from The Wiz, the same Michael Jackson that was on the Jackson's Variety Show that she remembered watching a year or so ago, the same Michael Jackson that she'd kind of rejected at the bookstore. She'd been talking to a celebrity this whole time! And, he thought she was cool. What was she to do now? She couldn't just go ape shit and turn into a fan girl. Her hands were shaking now and she could feel herself getting hot in the face again. 

"I'd like this sequined jacket. My mother would love it." 

She snapped back to reality and took it, ringing it up for him. "That'll be $45.90." He gave her a 100 dollar bill and told her to keep the change. "Um, I’ll lead you to the back door or I can point the way." 

"I'd like it if you led, if that's okay with you." 

Destiny smiled and bit her lip before nodding. "Okay, well come this way." They went to the back room and she flipped the light on. "The door is right here," she said, walking through a tiny hall. "When you exit, take a right and you'll be in the parking lot." 

Michael smiled at her and just stood there. "Well, thanks. I'd feel better if I had your name though." 

"Oh, I'm Destiny. My real name is Marina but for some reason people call me Destiny. Nice to meet you." 

Michael bit his lip before reaching out his hand to shake hers. "I'm Michael, but my family and some people call me Mike. I hate when they do that." He laughed and she did too. "I like the name Marina, it's pretty, ya know, like you." 

Destiny almost died but she held herself together. "See you again, or not." She gave a nervous laugh as she shook his hand. He looked back at her before leaving. Once the door shut, she did a little happy dance. She couldn't wait to rub this in Rachel's face but then again, she didn't want Michael to feel like he didn't have privacy. 

She walked back up to the front room and saw that the fan girls had left. Sighing she unlocked the door and walked back to the cash register. She saw the book that Michael had given her. Forever, the title read. She flipped it over and read the back. The guy's name in the story was Michael and the girl's name was Katherine. She'd heard from a friend that the book had teen sex and mentioned birth control. What message was Michael trying to send to her? Destiny ignored the customer walking in and flipped the book open. 

On the first page Michael had written a note: "Love should last forever and so should friendship. Love, MJ." 

Destiny smiled and held the book close to her body, not caring that people would think she was crazy. Michael Jackson had given her a book that featured sex and then he had written a note in it for her. She had no idea what this all meant but she did know that her summer was about to get a lot more interesting.

