Chapter 7: What a Trip!
I shuttered. I didn’t know what he was going to say next. “What is it?” I asked not turning around. “I have—“ BEEEEEP! The captain’s alarm went off again. “We’re halfway there.” Michael said. “Does he do that often?” I asked holding my ears. Michael laughed. “He does it three times. Once to let me know we’re heading back, then again to tell me we’re halfway and one last time when we get there.” “Jeez, that must be annoying.” “I’m used to it.” “What were you going to say?” I asked. “It can wait. Let’s go.” He said grabbing my hand. I felt uneasy. It seemed like what Michael wanted to say wasn’t a good thing. I didn’t want to force him into telling me so I didn’t bring it up again. We walked down to the lower deck bedroom and Michael opened the door. He nodded his head for me to go inside and I did heading straight for the bed. I sat on the edge of it and waited for him to join me. He knew something was bothering me. “What’s wrong, Precious?” He asked sitting next to me. “Nothing, I’m fine.” “You don’t seem like yourself.” He said. “What’s on your mind?” I didn’t know how to tell him without sounding offensive. “I’m really curious about what you were going to tell me.”  Michael looked down as if he were ashamed. “You can tell me.” I whispered. “I don’t know how.” He replied. I gently touched his left hand hoping to give him some comfort. I sensed he was having difficulty. “If you tell me maybe I can help.” “I don’t think you can.” He said. I let go of his hand. I didn’t know what to do or say at that point. “I’m not going to force you.” I said. “When you’re ready, I’ll listen.” I then stood up and walked out the door. I didn’t want to leave Michael in the bedroom alone but something told me to go. 
I returned to the upper deck and stood at the end of the boat watching the water. “It’s something bad. I just know it is.” I said to myself. “He didn’t even follow me or ask me to stay with him.” A few minutes later, I heard footsteps behind me. “Are you ready to tell me now?” I asked without turning around. “Yes.” Michael said. I then turned around and saw him down on one knee with a ring in his hand. “Monica, I want you to be my girl.” I screamed. “THIS is what you wanted to tell me?!” He giggled. “Of course! What did you think it was?” My eyes began to fill as Michael stood to his feet. “I thought it was something bad. That’s why I left. I figured it’d be best if I left you alone so you could have time to yourself.” Michael then grabbed me and held me close to him. “I wanted you to think that.” He said. “I was hoping you would leave the room so I’d be able to practice asking you and give you this.” He showed me the ring again. “Michael, it’s beautiful.” “Will you please be mine?” He asked biting his cute lip. Before I could answer, he quickly pressed his lips on mine. “Yes, Michael, I will.” I said breaking our kiss. “I knew you’d say that.” He said pointing to my finger. I looked at it and noticed Michael had already put the ring on my wedding finger. “How did you do that?” He giggled. “I have my ways.” He said winking at me. The captain then rang the alarm for the last time. “Perfect timing.” Michael said. “We’ll be there any minute.” I then started to feel bad. “Michael, I’m sorry you didn’t get a chance to rest.” He smiled. “It’s ok. I’m wide awake now anyway.” He took my hand and led me back downstairs. We quickly gathered our things and said goodbye to the captain as the boat came to a stop. Once we got off, I turned and looked back at it. “What is it?” Michael asked. “I just wanted to see the boat one last time. It’s beautiful.” “Don’t worry, you’ll see it again. I promise.” He said. 
After walking to the very end of the pier, the two of us jumped inside Michael’s limo which was waiting for us at the parking lot. “Michael please tell me where we’re going now.” I asked. He laughed. “No way.” “Pleaseeeeee?” Michael shook his head ‘no’. “Fine!” I said childishly. “I’m not going. Driver, take me home!” Michael gasped loudly. “NOO!” He yelled. “Please don’t go.” He grabbed my hand. I started to laugh. “Tell me!” “Gosh girl, you’re so stubborn.” He said giggling. I smiled and paid close attention. “We’re going somewhere that’s really nice, peaceful and has a lot of nature around it.” “Go on…” “There are lovely trees, beautiful flowers and lots of dirt.” “Dirt?!” I screamed. “I don’t want to get dirty.” Michael looked at me and winked. “That didn’t stop you before.” He said giggling. “Stop it!” I said putting my hands over my face. He came closer to me and kissed my forehead. “I feel like cuddling.” He said cutely. He then wrapped his arms around me and we both stayed that way without saying a word.
After a short while, Michael’s driver stopped the car. I started hearing very loud noises. “We’re here.” Michael said happily. The driver opened his door and he stepped out. “Close your eyes please.” He said as I was getting out. He put his hand over my eyes and started walking me somewhere again. “Michael, is this the dirty place?” I asked jokingly. He laughed. “No silly. We’re not there yet.” He said. I kept hearing loud noises but couldn’t tell what they were. “Michael, where are those noises coming from?” “You’ll see.” He replied. Suddenly, I remembered something. “Oh no!” “What’s wrong?” Michael asked. “I forgot my purse and shawl in the limo.” “Don’t worry, you don’t need them.” He said. “They’ll be safe in the limo. The same one is going to pick us up again in a few hours anyway.” I was shocked. “Few hours?” I asked. “Yes. Do you have a curfew?” Michael asked while still walking me. “Usually, but not tonight.” I said. “My family isn’t coming home remember?” “I’d love to go home with you, Precious.” “Me too.” I said. We kept walking further and further. All of a sudden, I felt a huge gust of wind hit my face and hair. “Ok, we’re here.” Michael said removing his hand from my eyes. I opened my eyes and noticed the two of us were standing in the middle of an airport landing strip. “MICHAEL!!!” I screamed “You’re taking me on a PLANE?!” Michael laughed loudly. “Yes! You’re not afraid of heights are you?” “No way! I just wasn’t expecting this. A limo ride, a boat ride, and now a PLANE ride!” I jumped in his arms and hugged him as tight as I could. “Thank you so much.” “You’re welcome sweetie.” He said. I kissed his cheek and turned my back towards him putting his arms around my waist. “Michael, do we have to wait here for the plane to arrive?” “Yes. It’s my private jet.” He said. “It should be here any second now. I wanted to get here early so you could see it land.” “Wow. So all of those loud noises I heard where airplanes?” “Yes. I hope they didn’t hurt your ears.” “Not at all. I can’t believe I didn’t know what they were.” I said laughing. While standing there, I noticed several planes taking off. It was really unbelievable to be standing that close to an airplane. “Are you cold?” Michael asked wrapping his lovely arms tightly around me. “No, but I’d love to cuddle with you.” I said winking. A few minutes later, a beautiful plane was lowering its way from the sky. “There’s my jet.” Michael said happily. Someone then ran in front of it waving huge bright flashing lights guiding the pilot where to land. “Michael, THAT’S your plane?!” I asked shocked. “You like it?” “I LOVE IT!” I screamed. It was black and dark red in color with a gold crown on its tail with Michael’s initials printed in big black letters. “How many people can sit inside?” “About 30.” “Wow! I can’t wait to see it.” A few minutes later, the side door popped open and a flight of stairs spat out onto the ground. “Can we go in now?” I asked anxiously. “Not yet.” Michael said. “The flight crew has to do a security check before I get anywhere near the jet.” Just then, I started thinking about how protected Michael’s life was. Always having to wait, never being allowed to stay in public very long and always needing multiple security guards to protect him. 
A few minutes later, I noticed about 15 men dressed in the same black uniform coming out of the jet. They started walking towards us. “Who are they?” I asked. “They’re my security and flight crew.” Michael said. “You need that many?” “Of course.” He said. “There are two floors in the jet. The upper floor is mine. The crew stays on the bottom. They bring me my food, drinks, and watch over the pilot and co-pilot to make sure everything’s ok.” “It must be nice to have so many people around that you can trust.” I said. “It is, but at the same time it worries me.” He said. “I always wonder about their loyalty and how honest they really are.” “Has there ever been a time where someone who worked for you broke your trust?” Michael looked at me and nodded his head ‘yes’. “I can’t talk about it, I’m sorry.” “Oh, it’s ok.” I said smiling. “I know those things can be difficult to talk about so I won’t mention it again.” He smiled. Michael’s crew suddenly approached us. They all stood together in line making two perfectly straight rows, removed their hats and saluted Michael like he was the President. I was amazed. He started giggling. “Thank you.” He said to them. “Sir, we’ll be taking off in about ten minutes. We’ve inspected the aircraft, everything is fine and we’re ready to go.” One of them said. “Thank you very much.” Michael said. He then introduced me to each crew member. They were all very nice and polite. One of them kindly kissed my hand. I noticed all of them were wearing “MJJ” pins on their collars. Michael put his arm around my waist and walked me towards the jet. “I am so excited.” I said. “You’re sure you’re not afraid of flying?” Michael asked. “I’m positive. How long is the flight anyway?” “About 12 hours.” I gasped. “12 HOURS?! Where are we going? Paris?” Michael laughed. “You’re scared aren’t you?” “No, I just didn’t think we’d be gone for that long.” “I’m kidding.” Michael said. “It’s only an hour flight.” I was relieved. 
As we approached the steps, Michael climbed up first with me following behind. When we got inside, I stood there by the door with my mouth wide open. I had never seen such a lavish, wonderful jet in my life! It had a bar, kitchen, huge seats with TV’s, bathrooms, a stereo and I noticed a few closed doors. “Are those bedrooms?” I asked Michael. “Yes.” He said. “This section is the flight crew’s. Mine is upstairs. You can look around if you want.” I walked to the front of the jet and looked at all the lovely seats and TV’s. “Is it ok if I see the cockpit?” I asked. “Sure. I’ll walk you there.” Michael took my hand and walked me to where the pilot and co-pilot sit. “Here it is, Precious.” He said opening a door. “Wow! There are a lot of switches and buttons.” I said amazed. “These are all the basics for a private jet.” Michael said. “Inside a larger plane, there’s a lot more to know.” We then left the cockpit and Michael showed me his kitchen and bar area. “This is my juice bar.” He said. There was a small fridge, lots of fancy glasses, silverware and napkins. “It’s beautiful.” I said. Behind the counter was a beautiful water fountain surrounded by stain glass. I couldn’t help but stare at it. “Michael that glass is gorgeous.” “Thanks. I designed it myself.” We then walked up a small flight of stairs where a huge metal door was. “This is my floor.” He said. He entered a whole bunch of numbers on a keypad on the wall next to the door and scanned his entire right hand for fingerprints. “Jeez, that’s pretty high tech.” I thought to myself. The door then opened on its own. Suddenly, a computerized voice said “Welcome, Michael Jackson.” “Hey, that’s cool!” I yelled. Michael giggled. “You like that?” “Hell yeah! I want one for my bedroom.” “It costs five thousand dollars.” Michael said laughing. “WHOA! I think I’ll pass.” I said laughing. Michael quickly walked inside the room and looked around. He then invited me in. Michael’s private floor was simply amazing! He had huge covered seats, a gigantic big screen TV in the middle of the room, his own bathroom, two beautiful golden swan fountains, lots of cupboards and an overhead projector. “Michael, this room is lovely.” “Thank you. We should sit now; the pilot’s going to be taking off soon. I’ll show you around once we’re in the air.” I smiled and quickly sat down. “Monica?” “Yes?” “You’re not scared right?” I laughed. “I’m fine.” “Ok good, because I am.” “WHAT!” I screamed. “It’s true.” Michael said. “Ever since I was little, I’ve been afraid of flying. Planes scare me to death.” “Are you serious?” “Yes. Will you please hold me?” I was melting. Michael was the cutest man in the world. “Of course. Come here.” I said holding onto him tightly. 
We then noticed the flight crew walking towards the jet from the window. Michael pressed a button by his seat window. “Are we ready to go?” He asked. “Yes, Sir. The pilots have stepped in and we’ll be taking off in about two minutes. Please fasten your seatbelt.” I did and Michael did too. “Michael, are you really afraid of flying?” I asked still in shock. “Yes. I don’t like it but I have to do it. Especially when I’m on tour, flying is the only way to travel.” I felt bad. “It must be so difficult to force yourself into doing something you don’t like.” “I’m used to it. I think everyone does things they don’t want to because they know it’s a part of life.” I smiled. “I know this might not help, but at least you’re not alone this time.” Michael then touched my hand. “I know. That’s why I wanted to fly today. I knew you’d be with me. I hate to fly alone.” My heart was breaking. “Do you fly alone a lot?” “Most of the time. I try not to think about it though. I focus on new ideas or come up with a song to help ease my mind.” “Does it work?” “Most of the time.” Michael said. Suddenly, the jet engine started and the propellers were slowly starting to spin. “Here we go.” Michael said smiling. The pilot announced his name on the speaker system and told all of us on board that he was preparing for take off. I looked over at Michael and noticed his eyes were closed. “Michael?” I whispered. He was quiet. He then put his head down and started mumbling to himself. “He must be praying.” I thought. 
After a few minutes, the plane left the ground. The pilot announced we were cruising comfortably at a high altitude and we’d reach our destination in exactly one hour. Michael then opened his eyes and looked at me. “I’m glad that’s over.” He said. “Did you ask me something?” “No. Are you ok?” I asked giving him a hug. “Yeah. I just hate taking off and landing.” I noticed the seat belt light was on. “Michael, does that light mean we have to stay in our seats?” “Yes. The pilot will turn it off in a few minutes and then I’ll show you around.” Just then, we heard a beep on the intercom. “Sir, are you two alright?” The person asked. “Yes, we’re fine thank you.” Michael said. “Good. Just letting you know we’re going to be arriving early.” The pilot said. “The weather’s perfect and the landing strip is ready. If everything goes according to plan I should have you there in 45 minutes.” Michael was really happy. “That’s perfect. Thank you.” He said. “You both can take off your seatbelts now. Enjoy your flight.” “Thank you again.” Michael said as he hung up. “Let’s go Precious.” All of a sudden, I felt sick. “Michael, I don’t feel good.” He gasped. “Oh no. You’re getting motion sickness.” He quickly grabbed a paper bag and stuffed it under my nose. “Here, you might throw up.” I laughed. “No, I won’t. I’m not that bad. I just feel dizzy because we’re in the air and I’ve never been on a plane before.” I could tell Michael was concerned. “Are you sure you’re ok?” “Yes. I’m ok now. I just needed a minute to calm down.” He helped me take off my seatbelt and picked me up. “I’ll hold you just in case you feel sick again.” He whispered. I kissed his cheek gently. “Thanks.” We stood like that for a few minutes. He then grabbed my hand. “Are you ok now?” “Yes. Thanks.” He kissed my cheek and walked me around. “This is where I watch Disney movies and cartoons.” He said pointing to the TV. “The bathroom’s there.” He said pointing to a door. “This is the bedroom.” He opened a door at the far end of the room. “Michael, you have such big beds!” I said looking inside. “I know. I like them.” He said. “I want lots of room to move around.” He then winked at me. “Michael…NO!” He giggled. He then showed me his special intercoms and security cameras. “Everything here is monitored but there’s no sound.” He said. “I can easily turn off the cameras if I want as well.” Suddenly, the jet made a sharp turn and Michael and I hit the ground landing on each other. “Are you ok?” He asked on top of me. “I’m fine.” I noticed he had a twinkle in his eye. “Michael, your eyes are shining.” He bit his lip gently. I knew what was on his mind. He lowered his head and kissed my neck. I put my hand over his head as he continued. He then put his hand on my stomach and started rubbing it. “Michael, we can’t do this here.” I said. He stopped without saying a word. “Your cameras are on.” I said. “What if your crew members see us?” He then got up and walked over to a keypad by the window. He pressed a single button and just then all of the security cameras turned off. “They can’t see us now.” He said smiling. Suddenly, the intercom started beeping constantly. Michael walked over to it and pressed a button. “Sir, we noticed your cameras have been shut off. Is everything ok?” Someone asked. “Yes. I turned them off.” Michael said. “Everything’s fine.” “Ok. Just doing our usual check. Please let us know if you need anything.” Michael thanked the man then came over and helped me to my feet. “I’m sorry.” I said. “Why?” “I didn’t mean to for you to get angry. I just didn’t want everyone downstairs to see us. It would be really embarrassing.” Michael laughed. “I told you, I could never get angry at you. It’s a good thing you mentioned the cameras when you did. Two more seconds and I would’ve forgotten about them.” 
We both had a good laugh then went back to our seats. “Come here sweetie.” Michael said offering his hand to me. I got up and started to move closer to him. As soon as I did, the plane jerked violently slamming me right on top of his lap. “I’m sorry. Did I hurt you?” I asked. Michael laughed loudly. “No, I enjoyed it.” He then turned my face towards his and kissed me passionately. “I’ve always wondered what it feels like to make love on an airplane.” Michael whispered. He knew just the right words to get me in the mood. “Michael, you want to?” “Yes.” I felt so excited. I started to get up from his lap and head to the bedroom but he grabbed my arm and sat me back down. “What’s wrong?” I asked. “I want to do it here, with you sitting on my lap.” I immediately got wet. The thought of making love to Michael Jackson in his own private jet right on the seat being a thousand miles up in the air was a massive turn on for me. “I’d love to.” I said. Not wasting any time, I headed straight for Michael’s pants. I opened his zipper and pulled them down halfway. He then pushed me towards him and we had a long make out session. His hands were traveling down my entire body and he kept rubbing me as if he wanted more. “Stand up sweetie.” He said. I did what I was told. Michael pulled the zip at the back of my dress all the way down. He then watched it fall off my body and land on the floor. As he looked at my body from head to toe, he moaned to himself which made me want him even more. He then put his hand on the top of my underwear and pulled it down to my ankles. I started untying the strings from my heels but Michael suddenly put his hand on top of mine. “No baby.” He whispered. “I love them. Please don’t take them off. They’re sexy.” Without questioning him, I left them on. He gently pulled me against him and kissed my neck with his hands pushing my bra straps down. After that, I felt his hands move towards my back. Within seconds, he unfastened my bra. It slid off my body landing perfectly in my lap. Without looking, Michael grabbed it and dropped it on the floor next to my dress. I then reached down and grabbed his penis. I knew he loved it because he started giggling to himself. I started rubbing it until he became very big and hard. I wanted to taste him so I got onto my knees and shoved his penis in my mouth. He squealed. I started sucking on the head and licking it constantly with my tongue. He then put his hands on top of my head and played with my hair. I looked up at him and noticed his eyes were closed. I could tell he was relaxed. “Oh baby, keep going. I love it. It feels so good. Oh yeah, right there.” He whispered. He was constantly biting his wet, gorgeous lips. Hearing his voice in the moment was one of greatest pleasures of my life. I wanted him to keep talking. Seeing Michael’s beautiful face while aroused was even nicer then seeing him perform live on stage. The noises coming out of his mouth sounded so good I sucked on his dick even harder just to hear what else he would say. As he screamed my name I took him in deeper and deeper. He told me he couldn’t wait any longer so I jumped onto his penis immediately. He began bouncing me and I licked the side of his face while kissing him seductively. He then opened my legs and snuck his entire hand inside my throbbing pussy. I moaned and screamed so loud I was afraid someone would hear me. I quickly covered my mouth. “Don’t worry Precious.” Michael said taking my hand away. “No one can hear you. You can scream as loud as you want.” Knowing that made me even more excited. His fingers were moving in all directions inside of me. It drove me crazy. I kept begging for more. Michael then did something I wasn’t expecting. He slipped his other hand inside me. I watched as both his hands were moving in circles against my clitoris. “Oh my God!” I screamed. “Keep going.” He went faster and faster and I couldn’t help but stare at his stunning face. I quickly put my lips against his again and the two of us made out again for the longest time with neither one of us wanting to stop. After a while, Michael took his hands out of me and asked me to turn around. I sat down on him with my back facing him as he bounced me higher and faster. “Monica, you feel so good.” He said. “I love your body.” “Keep talking baby.” I said. He then started moaning constantly which drenched my pussy even more. “I love getting hot in you. Your spot is meant for me.” He said. “More.” I begged. “Your body is gorgeous. I love the way you make me feel.” Just then, I burst out laughing. “What?” Michael asked. “Did you hear what you just said?” He started to think. “Oh!” He giggled. “That’s my song.” “Can I have it?” I asked winking. “Sure. It’s yours pretty baby with the high heels on.” He said winking back at me. 
We both kept going faster and faster loving each second. He gently turned my head towards him and we made out again. He slipped his tongue into my mouth and I did the same. A while later, Michael lifted me up and carried me to the center of the room putting me on the floor on my back. He lay beside me and kissed his way down to my legs. I screamed in happiness as he kept going. Suddenly, he stopped. “What’s wrong?” I asked. “I have an idea.” He said. “Wait here.” He quickly got up and ran somewhere. I stayed there on the floor wondering where he went. A few minutes later, he came back with a black box. “What’s that?” I asked. “You’ll see. Close your eyes.” I did. Michael placed himself on top of me and kissed my neck again gently working his way to my chest. Out of nowhere, I felt something really cold against my skin. I gasped and my body started to shake. “Michael, what is that?” I asked concerned. “Is it too cold?” “Yes, but it feels amazing.” He giggled. “It’s ice, Precious.” He said. “You’re putting ice on my skin?” “Yes.” He said romantically. “You like it?” He asked running it down my body. “I love it. It’s cold but it feels good.” Michael then put an ice cube in his mouth and felt my entire body with it. He traced the outline of my lips, kissed my neck, chest, stomach, and then traveled his way down to my feet. He asked me to turn around and sit up. I did as I was told. He took two ice cubes, one in each hand and ran them both down my back all the way to my ankles. I could feel it slowly melting into water. As it dripped down my skin, Michael licked it. I moaned louder and he did the same. He flipped me over and then put an ice cube between my thighs. “Michael, I don’t think I can handle that.” I said. “Trust me, you can and you’ll love it.” He said. I knew I could trust him. It was obvious that he really wanted to do it. I didn’t want to break his heart. I opened my legs for him. He slowly worked the ice around my inner lips. As it melted, Michael licked it making slurping noises with his mouth. “I love water.” He said licking his lips. I put my hands on his head as he continued doing it, using more and more ice. The sensation was unexplainable. “Oh Michael, that feels soooo good.” I said. 
I knew I wouldn’t able to hold on much longer so I decided to try it on him. I sat up and kissed his lips, holding his face with my hands. “It’s my turn.” I whispered. He lay down and I removed all of his clothing. I quickly grabbed an ice cube and gently rubbed it all over his penis. “Oh my God that’s cold!” He said as he squirmed. “Don’t worry baby.” I said. “You’ll love it.” At that moment, I had never heard a more beautiful sound. Michael groaned and begged for more. As the ice melted, I licked it making sure I didn’t miss a single drop. I kept repeating the process until all the ice was used. “I’m sorry baby, there’s no more.” “Oh Monica, that was incredible.” He said lovingly. He sat up and placed me on top of him again. “I’m almost there Precious.” He whispered. “Make me go. Please. Please.” I knew it would be easy. “I’d love to.” I said grabbing his penis. I stroked him up and down as hard as I could. He was biting his lips and breathing deeply. Seeing Michael pleased made me lose my self control. I couldn’t resist him so I put my mouth on his and kissed him deeply until it was time. “Turn around please.” He asked. “But I love doing this.” I said. “Please don’t make me stop.” “Don’t worry baby, you can do it again later, I promise.” He said. I then stopped and turned around. Michael quickly shoved his huge, wet penis in my behind. As he released, he grabbed my hands. I could feel his hips thrusting as he let himself go. Just then, I ended up going too. We both sighed and I turned around facing him. He held me in his arms and kissed my forehead. “Thank you.” He whispered. “You give me so much pleasure.” I could feel his heart beating very fast. “You’re welcome my King.” I put my hand on his chest where his heart was. I kissed it gently and he ran his fingers through my hair. 

Afterwards, I stood up and helped him to his feet. Michael grabbed his clothes and ran into the bathroom. I quickly put all of my clothes back on. The plane was moving very smoothly. It didn’t even seem like we were in the air. He then came out of the bathroom wearing different clothes again. “Michael, you change often.” I said. He laughed. “I know. I don’t like wearing the same thing all the time. I like to be different.” He had on black dress pants and a dark blue button down shirt with his cute fedora. His hair was in a little ponytail leaving one curl at his left side again. “You look handsome.” I said walking over to him. I kissed his cheek gently and he blushed. “You’re sweet.” He said. “You must really feel uncomfortable in that dress now.” He said looking at me. “I brought you a new pair of clothes if you’d like to wear them.” I smiled. “Ok. Where are they?” “I put them in bathroom for you. I hope you like it.” “Is it another dress?” “No.” He said giggling. “I hung it behind the door for you.” “Thank you.” I said as I walked to the bathroom to freshen up. I saw a really nice pair of jeans and a red t-shirt hung over the door. “I guess that’s mine.” I said to myself. The jeans fit perfectly. They were dark denim and the t-shirt was dark red with a picture of Michael’s feet with his glittery white socks and black shoes standing on their toes. “I love it!” I said to myself. I glanced at myself in the mirror after changing and went to join Michael. “How do I look?” I asked spinning myself around. “Beautiful. Gorgeous. I love you.” He said. “I love you too.” “I just talked to the pilot.” He said. “We’ll be landing in ten minutes. He wants us to take our seats and fasten our seatbelts.” I smiled and sat down next to him putting my seat belt on. “Are you ok?” Michael asked. “I’m fine.” He then looked down at my shoes. “You must be sick of wearing those heels. I hope you didn’t mind me asking you not to take them off earlier.” “Of course not.” I said. “I think they’re very nice. They look amazing on you. Seeing you wear them while making love turned me on really fast.” I smiled. “I’m glad you like them. I’ll wear them every time we go out together.” He giggled. “Thanks. I brought a pair of sandals for you to wear if you want.” “Michael, how do you know my dress size, jean size and shoe size?” He giggled. “I’m Michael Jackson. They call me a genius for a reason.” He said winking at me. “Looks like you got me there!” I said laughing. He reached down and grabbed a pair of baby pink sandals with rhinestones on them from under his seat. “Here you go.” He said giving them to me. “Aww, they’re soooo cute!” Michael took off his seat belt and slouched down, putting them on my feet. “I love them. Thank you.” “You’re welcome Precious.” He said as he came up and kissed my forehead. He then sat back down and quickly fastened his seat belt again. 
After a few seconds, the plane started to lower itself. The two of us felt the turbulence. “We’re going to land now sweetie.” Michael said. He closed his eyes and started mumbling again. I grabbed his left hand and held onto it tightly. He opened his eyes for one second and smiled at me acknowledging the fact that I tried to comfort him. He then closed them again and continued mumbling. I knew Michael felt very scared. I closed my eyes. Suddenly, the pilot announced “All passengers please prepare for landing.” I looked out the window and saw the wheels of the jet come out from the sides and push through the clouds in the sky. It was beautiful. When we finally touched the ground, I was relieved. The plane started to shake for a few seconds but then the pilot made a safe and complete stop. “Yaay! We did it.” Michael said childishly. “Yeah we did. Are you ok?” I asked. “Yes. I’m fine.” I kissed him on his cheek. We then heard a beep on the intercom again. “Yes?” Michael asked pressing the button. “Sir, you can’t leave the aircraft just yet.” A man said. “We’re going to check the grounds to make sure everything is ok. Please wait until we give you the ‘ok’ to leave. It shouldn’t take long.” “Thank you.” Michael said as he hung up. “It’s a security thing.” He explained. “Is it ok to leave our things here?” I asked. “Of course. No one can come on this jet or on this floor except me and whoever I bring.” The seatbelt sign suddenly turned off. I unfastened mine and quickly got out of my seat. Michael followed. I looked outside the windows but couldn’t see an airport. “Michael, where are we?” I asked. He giggled. “Somewhere.” I knew another surprise was coming my way. “Michael? Did you plan something again?” “Maybe.” He said winking. “Sir?” We heard on the intercom. Michael went over to it. “Yes?” “Everything is clear. You two can exit now.” “Thank you.” Michael said hanging up again. “Let’s go Precious.” He grabbed my hand. “Michael you like holding hands don’t you?” He suddenly let go of me. “I’m sorry. Does it bother you?” “NOO!” I yelled. “I love it. Here.” I gave him my hand and he took it smiling. 

We walked down to the lower floor and out of the open door. I stood there and looked around but couldn’t see anything. There was a small white building at a far distance and huge amounts of fog everywhere. “Michael, where are we?” I asked confused. “This doesn’t look like an airport.” “It’s a private landing strip.” Michael said. He walked me down the stairs and thanked the other crew members who were waiting for us outside standing in perfect rows again. I couldn’t handle the suspense anymore so I decided to ask Michael’s pilot. “Sir, where are we?” He smiled. “Welcome to San Francisco, Monica.”    
Chapter 8:

I gasped. “We’re in San Francisco?” I asked. “Yes.” Michael said cutely. “I can’t believe it!” “Have you ever been?” The pilot asked. “Never. But I can’t wait to see the city.” Michael and I thanked everyone and walked across the strip towards the white building in the distance. “Michael, is this an airport?” “It is, but it’s a lot smaller. It’s a private airport for celebrities.” “Does that mean I’ll see some more famous people here?” Michael giggled. “You will see one for sure.” I was so excited. “Who?” “You’ll see.” I was wondering who he was talking about. 

