Chapter 8: The Surprise Visit…
I gasped. “We’re in San Francisco?” “Yes.” Michael said cutely. “I can’t believe it!” I screamed jumping up and down. “Have you ever been here before?” The pilot asked. “Never. But I can’t wait to see this place.” Michael and I thanked everyone and walked across the strip towards the small white building in the distance. “Michael, is this an airport?” I asked confused. “It is, but not as big.” He said. “It’s a private airport for celebrities.” “Does that mean I’ll see some famous people here?” Michael giggled. “You’ll see one for sure.” I was very excited. “Who?” “You’ll see.” He said winking. “I wonder who he’s talking about.” I asked myself. The two of us stood in front of the building waiting. “Michael, is someone going to pick us up?” “Yes.” He said. “Someone very special to me.” I suddenly was jealous. “A woman?” I asked. “Yes.” Just then, my face felt warm. I could feel a rush of blood running through my entire body. “Michael, who are you talking about?” “You’ll see.” He said. “TELL ME NOW!” I shouted accidentally. Michael put his hands over his ears. I felt shattered. “I’m sorry.” I said removing his hands. “I just got a little shaken when you said it was a woman.” Michael held my hand. “I didn’t mean it that way.” He said. “It’s a woman, but it’s not what you think.” Then, we saw a black limousine approaching us. “She’s here!” Michael said happily. “Do you want to know now?” He asked me. “No, I’ll find out.” I said smiling. “I’m sorry Michael. I didn’t mean to yell at you.” He smiled and kissed my hand. “It’s ok Precious.” The limo stopped a few inches away from us. The driver opened his door and stepped out. Michael put his hand up as a signal to stop him from opening the other person’s door. “Turn around and close your eyes please.” Michael asked. I did. I then heard him walking towards the car. “I’m so glad you’re here.” He said. “I missed you.” My body started shaking. I was filled with rage. “Who is this woman?” I asked myself. 
A few seconds later, I heard footsteps and Michael put his hand on my shoulder. “Monica, this is the woman I was telling you about.” He said turning me around. “Can I open my eyes?” He giggled. “Yes.” Michael stood in front of me. He suddenly moved to the side and standing right there was Michael’s baby sister, Janet. I couldn’t help but scream. “Oh my God! Is it really you?” I asked jumping for joy. “Yes.” She said in her sweet voice. I gave her a hug and we both shook hands. “I can’t believe I thought Michael was seeing someone else.” I said to myself. “How could I possibly doubt him?” The three of us went in Janet’s limo and she told the driver where to take us. “Is this your first time in San Fran?” She asked. “Yes. I’m really excited.” “Mike’s told me a lot about you.” She said. Michael sat next to me blushing and giggling to himself. “He never told me he talked to you.” I said. “I asked him not to.” Janet said. “I wanted to surprise you.” I smiled. The three of us laughed, told jokes and discussed all kinds of things. Janet even talked about her parents and how difficult growing up was for all of the Jackson children. “I’m so proud of Mike.” She said looking at him. “He’s an incredible person. My biggest inspiration and my closest friend.” Michael smiled then looked down shyly. “He’s amazing.” I added. “He’s the nicest person I’ve ever seen and met. I’m blessed to work for him and you’re really blessed to be his sister.” She smiled at me. 

A while later, the driver stopped the car. “Looks like we’re here.” Michael said. The driver opened the door and we all got out. There were six huge security guards standing next to us. “Who are they?” I asked Michael whispering. “My guards.” He whispered back. “You two go ahead.” Janet said. “I can’t stay. I have a flight to catch.” “Are you sure sis?” Michael asked. “Yeah. If I could I’d join you but I’m not able to.” “That’s too bad.” I said sadly. “I was looking forward to spending more time with you.” “Me too.” Janet said. “But I have a very busy schedule this month. I barely had time to pick you two up and bring you here. Mike told me so many nice things about you. He begged me to come to the airport to meet you.” “I hope we can keep in touch.” I said. “Of course. Here’s my number.” She started writing it on something. “Do you have an automated security system too?” I asked. Michael cracked up laughing. “We all do.” Janet said giggling. “We need it.” “I understand.” I said. “You can call me anytime.” She said handing me a white card with her initials written in gold letters on the front. I thanked her and took the card. “There are directions on the back on how to call and what to say.” She explained. “Thanks again. It was a real pleasure meeting you.” I said hugging her. Michael then gave her a hug and said goodbye. “My driver will be back to pick you two up in three hours.” She said as she got in the limo. Michael and I watched her leave. 
His guards suddenly surrounded him and walked us to the front of a large antique building. “Michael, where are we?” “This is an art museum.” He said. “I come here all the time.” “Wow! I love museums.” He started to laugh. “I know. That’s why I brought you here. This is one of the best museums in America.” “How did you know I was a big fan of art?” I asked. “Monica, I’m—“Yeah, yeah I know.” I said interrupting him. “You’re Michael Jackson the Genius.” The two of us laughed then headed for the main doors. “Is it safe for us to be here?” I asked. “Yes. It’s closed for the next few hours just for us.” Michael said. We walked through the main entrance doors with Michael’s security and stepped inside an enormous hallway filled with paintings. “Michael, this place is beautiful.” I said amazed. “I know. I try to come here every few months.” He said. “I’ll show you around.” He took my hand and walked me around the room showing me some marvelous pieces of art. They had several paintings on the walls by Michelangelo, Picasso, Da Vinci, and many others. We walked past a large section that was closed off with black curtains around it. “Michael, what’s in there?” I asked. He giggled. “That’s where they keep the nude paintings.” “Ohhh!” I said laughing. “Shall we go see?” Michael gasped. “Are you serious?” “No! I’m just kidding.” I said. We then saw some beautiful clay work displayed in lovely glass cases. Michael guards were surrounding all the doors and windows. I felt like I was in jail. The guards were watching me like I’d done something wrong. “Michael, how do you live like this?” I asked. “What do you mean?” “Well these people just surround you everywhere you go all the time. It’s like you can’t even breathe on your own.” He laughed. “When you’re as famous as I am, you have no choice.” “But do they EVER leave you alone?” “Of course.” He said. “All I have to do is tell them to go and they leave, but I like having them around. I feel lonely without them sometimes.” He then became silent. I could tell he was thinking about something. I didn’t want him to be upset so I quickly changed the subject. “Can we look at some more paintings?” I asked. “Sure. Come this way.” He said holding my hand again. He showed me pictures of little children playing in a park, and another of a sunset. He stood by them for several minutes just staring. “I love art.” He said smiling. “I know. I can tell.” “It’s such a unique concept.” He explained. “You can never fully understand it, that’s what makes it so stunning to look at.” It was wonderful to hear Michael talk passionately about something besides music and dancing. “I’ve never seen this side of you.” I said. “It’s great to hear you talk about something you really like other then music.” “Thank you Precious.” He said winking at me.
The two of us kept walking around the museum looking at all the different pieces of art displayed on the walls and in glass cases. We weren’t allowed to touch anything but it was marvelous to look at. “Come with me please.” Michael said. “I want to show you something.” He grabbed my wrist and walked me down a long pathway through a large revolving door. “This is one of my favorites.” He said showing me a picture of a nude couple holding each other lying down. The picture was drawn in a way so that you couldn’t see their entire bodies but you knew they had no clothes on. “It’s beautiful.” I said. As the two of us stood there looking at the work of art, Michael suddenly began staring at me. I looked at him and noticed he was looking at my hair. He ran his fingers through it and gently pushed it all behind my ear. He smiled then giggled to himself. “What is it? I asked. He shook his head and covered his face with his hands. “It’s nothing.” He said giggling. “A thought cross my mind.” “Please tell me.” I whispered moving his hands down. “No, it’s embarrassing.” He said. “I won’t laugh. I promise.” “Nooo!” He said giggling again. “Please?” “No way.” I didn’t want to force him. “Ok I won’t make you say it.” I walked around some more and looked at the other paintings that were in that room. I noticed there were no cameras and Michael’s guards couldn’t see us. “Michael?” Did you know that we’re alone?” There was silence. I quickly turned around. He wasn’t there. “Michael?” I asked. There was no answer. I started to panic. I immediately ran around screaming his name but I couldn’t see or hear him anywhere. I noticed there was a big fountain at the far end of the room. “Maybe he’s over there.” I thought to myself. I ran over to it and called his name again but he still didn’t reply. “Where did he go?” I asked myself. I decided to call security. “SECURITY HELP!” “SECURITY!” Just then, a hand grabbed me from behind and pulled me behind a large statue of a man. “SHHHH! It’s me.” I looked up and saw Michael. I pushed his hand away from my mouth and hugged him. “Where were you?” I asked. “I was so worried. I thought something bad happened. Why did you leave me there alone?” “I’m sorry.” He whispered. “I was just playing. I wanted to scare you.” “Well, it worked!” I said. “I hope my guards didn’t hear you scream.” He said looking around. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know what to do.” “Don’t worry, it’s ok.” Michael said. “I think we’re safe.” 

“Can we look around more?” I asked. “Sure.” He said. “We have a bit of time left.” As I started to walk away, Michael grabbed my arm and pulled me right up to his chest. “Monica?” My heart instantly dropped. “Yes Michael?” “I want you. Here. Now.” I gasped. I turned around and faced him. “Here?” I asked. “Yes. Please?” He put his left hand on my right hip and held onto my jeans at the waistline. He then moaned to himself and started biting his lips. All he had to do was that and I’d easily give in. “We don’t have to if you don’t want to.” He said. “Is this what you were too embarrassed to tell me before?” I asked. “Yes. I’ve been resisting you ever since we got off the jet. I can’t resist any longer. You’re so beautiful and we’re alone again.” I put my arms around the back of his neck and kissed his soft lips. He then wrapped his arms around my back and rubbed me up and down. His lips then traveled to my neck. He took his right hand and placed it on my cheek and held my face in his hand. Michael always knew how to be a perfect gentleman. His hands went to the front of me as he worked his way up to my chest. I suddenly shivered and backed away from him. “What is it?” He asked. “Your touch is amazing.” I said looking at him. “I love it. Every time you put your hands on me I get this indescribable sensation.” Michael smiled and came over to me. “I feel the same way about you.” He said. We shared another kiss then Michael put me down on the ground next to the statue. “I want you so bad.” He whispered lying beside me looking in my eyes. I pulled him closer and put his entire lower body on top of mine. My hands worked their way down to his pants. Without opening his zipper, I started playing with him between his legs. “Keep going please.” He whispered. I moved my fingers in circles and he closed his eyes. I could tell he was enjoying me. I put his hand on my stomach. He lifted my shirt halfway and started tracing the outline of my belly button. He played with my belly jewel then bent down to kiss it. He came back up to my face and kissed my forehead, then my nose and finally my lips. He put my hands on his penis again and asked me to keep playing with it. “You like that don’t you?” I asked. “Yes. It feels so good.” He said. I did what he asked and he kept making lovely sounds with his gorgeous mouth. After a few seconds, Michael opened my legs slightly and put his right hand in between them without taking my jeans off. He played with my zipper with his other hand pulling it up and down and putting his hand inside touching my panty. He gently rubbed me and I moaned softly to myself. He then became impatient and started rubbing me harder. I did the same and he pressed his lips to mine and we stayed that way for a long time. I was so mesmerized by him I couldn’t tell how long we were doing that to each other.
“You turn me on so fast.” Michael whispered. “I love the way your body feels.” Hearing him say those words always took me to another level. “I love when you talk like that.” I said. He smiled and asked me to rub him harder. I did and suddenly his eyes closed and he buried his head into my chest. “He’s done.” I said to myself. “That felt incredible.” He said looking at me. “Thank you.” “You’re welcome.” I said kissing his cute nose. He then stood up and told me he’d be right back. He helped me to my feet and I brushed myself off while waiting for him. When he came back, he had his sunglasses and fedora on. “You don’t want to show me your eyes?” I asked. He giggled. “No, it’s not that.” He said. “I like wearing them when I’m really happy. I haven’t worn them all day. I hope you don’t mind.” “Of course not.” I said grabbing his hand. “Let’s go look around some more.”

After looking around a bit more, Michael’s guards came up to us and told him it was time to leave. There were people lined up to enter the museum from the front entrance so the two of us were instructed to wait by the back door. “It’s time to go Precious.” Michael said walking over to me. “Do we have to?” “Unfortunately, yes.” He said. “There are lots of people waiting outside to get in. I think some kids are here on a school trip. I’d love to stay and meet them but my security won’t let me.” “Ok then.” I said sighing. “I’ll bring you here again. I promise.” He said touching my cheek. We both walked to the back door where we were instructed to wait. “Your driver will be here any second, Sir.” One of the guards said. “Ok, no problem.” Michael said smiling. He came over to me and held me from behind. “Do you feel like cuddling again?” I asked. “Of course.” He said. “You know you like it.” I giggled. “Yeah, you’re right.” Just then, a man came in through the back doors and told us our limo had arrived. “You must leave now, Sir.” The man said. “People are already entering the museum from the front. No one can see you.” Michael grabbed my hand and the two of us flew out the door and ran inside the car. “Michael, how can you do this all the time?” I asked sitting down. “You get used to it.” He said. “I’m happy that I can’t be anywhere for too long. Whenever I stay somewhere for a long time, people find out and the media surrounds me within seconds. It’s really hectic.” “I understand. Is our date over now?” “It will be when we get back to LA and I take you home.” I went and sat next to him. “Michael, I can’t thank you enough for today.” I said. “This was the best date I’ve ever been on. I’m so glad that my first date was so lovely and with you of all people.” He smiled and kissed my hand. “You’re welcome. There will be plenty more, I promise.” I hugged him and he asked me not to let go of him until we reached the airport. 
When we arrived, the two of us stepped out of the limo and stood on the strip again. The plane had already arrived this time. Michael’s same flight crew came out of the jet like before and saluted him again in perfect rows. They walked us both inside and closed the door. The pilot was standing nearby. “We’ll be taking off immediately, Sir.” He said. “Ok. We’re going to sit down.” Michael said walking me to the upper floor. He entered his code and scanned his hand again. The door opened and the automated system said his name like before. “Michael, that’s REALLY cool.” I said. He giggled. “You can have it if you want.” “No, that’s ok.” I said. “There’s only one Michael Jackson, and that’s you.” He giggled and kissed my forehead. “God bless you.” He whispered softly. The two of us then sat down and fastened our seatbelts. Michael held my hand as we took off. He didn’t seem too afraid this time. I was happy he felt safe.

It took us a while longer to get back to Los Angeles. “Michael, it’s been almost two hours and the pilot hasn’t said anything about landing.” I said worried. “I know. It always takes longer to get back because of the weather.” He explained. “There’s a lot of fog after hours in San Fran which makes it difficult for the pilot to see so as a safety precaution he doesn’t fly as fast when going back to LA. That’s why it takes longer.” I was relieved. “Well, that’s good to know. Will we be there soon?” “Yes. If there was a problem he would’ve told me by now.” A few minutes later, the pilot apologized on the speaker system for the delay and announced he’d be landing the jet in a few minutes. “See, I told you.” Michael said laughing. “You are just so cute.” I said pinching his cheek. “Noooo!” He said blushing. “Yes, you are.” I said kissing him. Once we landed, Michael and I got out of our seats and I gathered all my belongings. 
“You sure you have everything Precious?” Michael asked. “Yeah. I have my purse, clothes, shoes and shawl. I don’t think I’m forgetting anything.” I took one last look around just to be sure. Michael then came over and gave me a handle bag with his initials on it. “Here, you can put your things inside this bag.” “Thank you. It’s lovely.” I said taking it from him. I put all my things inside. Michael grabbed my hand and said “Let’s go.” We walked out of the jet and said our goodbyes to the crew and pilot again. “Welcome home.” Michael said smiling. “Thanks. It’s good to be back.” We walked over to the end of the strip where his limo was waiting. “Michael, can I ask you something?” “Anything.” “Do you always go places in limousines?” He laughed. “No. Are you tired of them?” “Well no, I like them. I was just wondering if you ever get sick of them.” “Sometimes, I do.” He said. “But I prefer it. The windows are tinted so no one knows I’m inside. I can watch TV and lay down if I feel tired. You can’t do those things in regular cars.” He was right. “I never thought about that. That’s a good point.” I said.
We got inside the limo and Michael politely asked the driver to take me home. “You can come with me if you want.” I said giggling. “I’d love to.” He said. “But I really can’t. I’m not allowed to stay anywhere overnight unless my guards approve. They have a huge screening process they do which takes forever and they’re really picky about where I’m going and who else is around. I can’t even stay at Janet’s house.” “I understand.” I said. “It’s for your safety after all.” He smiled. As the car started moving, Michael removed his sunglasses and fedora. He then put his head on my lap. “I’m so tired.” He said. “Is it ok I lay on you?” “Of course.” I said running my fingers through his hair. Within seconds, Michael’s eyes were closed and his breathing was steady. “He’s fast asleep.” I said to myself. It was nice to finally see him get some rest. It must be hard to go days sometimes weeks at a time without any sleep. The driver hit a speed bump and Michael gasped jumping up. “It’s ok.” I said consoling him. “It was just a speed bump.” He laughed and lay back down. “Michael?” “Yes?” “You’re the best. I love you.” He giggled cutely to himself. “Where did that come from?” “From my heart.” He then opened his eyes and looked up at me. He smiled and put his hand around my head and pulled me down towards him. He kissed my lips gently and told me he loved me more. He then turned around and fell back asleep. 
After a while, the driver stopped the car. Michael was still fast asleep in my lap. I bent down and kissed his cheek. No response. I gently blew in his ear. Still no response. I then took my hand and started tickling his neck. He giggled then flinched. “You’re awake.” I said laughing. “Looks like you got me.” He said opening his eyes. “We’ve arrived at her house, Sir.” The driver said. Michael got up from my lap and held my hand. “I don’t want you to go.” He said looking in my eyes. “I don’t either. I wish you could come with me.” “Me too.” He said kissing my cheek. “Call me later?” “Sure. What time?” “I should be free in about two hours. I’ll miss you.” “Me too.” I said as the driver opened the door. I grabbed all my things and stepped outside. Michael followed me. The driver went back to his seat. Michael then gave me a big hug and kissed the side of my face. “I had so much fun with you today.” He said holding my hand. “Thank you so much.” “You’re welcome.” I said. I let go of his hand and started to walk towards the house. “WAIT!” Michael yelled. I quickly turned around. “I almost forgot something.” He opened the limo door and grabbed a small bag. “This is for you.” He said giving it to me. “What is it?” “Don’t open it yet.” He said. “Open it when you’re in bed.” “Michael, it’s not a sex toy is it?” I asked. He laughed loudly. “Nooo!” He said. “I just want you to open it alone when you have nothing else to do.” “Ok I will. Thank you.” I said. I watched Michael get in his limo and drive away. I waved goodbye to him and walked up to the front door. 
As I put my key in, I heard the phone ringing. By the time I got in the house, took my shoes off and ran to the kitchen to answer it, the call went to voicemail. “It’s probably mom and dad.” I said to myself. I ran up to my room to change. I washed my face and got into my pajamas. I then ran back downstairs to make popcorn and watch TV. I noticed the red light on the phone was flashing. “There’s a message.” I said to myself. I picked up the phone and checked it. “Hey sis, it’s Morgan. Mom and dad want to know how your evening was and if you got home safely. When you hear this message please call us at Uncle Earl’s.” I re-dialed the number from the caller ID. My mom answered. “Where did you go?” She asked. “Oh, nowhere.” I said. “Just to San Francisco.” “Be serious Monica.” “Ok, don’t believe me. I went to the movies.” “Did you have a good time?” “If you only knew.” I said laughing. “Well ok. I’m glad you’re home. We’ll be back sometime tomorrow morning or afternoon.” “Ok. Goodnight mom.” I said as I hung up the phone. 
I went to the kitchen and made myself a huge bowl of popcorn. I checked all the doors and windows to make sure they were locked and all the blinds were closed. Then I turned off the lights. I walked over to the family room and turned on the TV. “There’s nothing on!” I said to myself.  Just as I was flipping through the channels I noticed there was a Michael Jackson video marathon on. “Yaay!” I said jumping up from the couch. I turned on the surround sound speakers and spent the rest of the evening watching the King do his magic. By the time the marathon was over, it was past 3 am. Just then, I remembered I was supposed to call Michael. “OH NO!” I screamed. “He must’ve been waiting for me.” I hesitated about calling him because it was so late, but I knew I wouldn’t sleep unless I did to make sure he wasn’t mad at me. I ran up to my room and grabbed my phone. I noticed I had a message. “It must be him.” I thought. I quickly dialed the number to my voicemail. “It’s me Precious.” I heard on the other end. “You must’ve forgotten to call. Something important has come up. Please call me back. I need to talk to you.” I gasped. “Something’s wrong.” I thought to myself. I grabbed Michael’s note with his number on it and dialed. “We’re sorry, the number you have dialed is out of service.” I re-dialed. “We’re sorry, the number you have dialed is out of service.” “Something’s wrong.” I said again. “Why isn’t his number working? I hope he’s ok.” Suddenly I realized I had Janet’s number. “I better call her.” I grabbed her card from my purse and dialed the number. “We’re sorry. You are not authorized for this call. Please hang up.” “NOOO!” I screamed. I re-dialed and got the same message. Then I ran downstairs to see if both numbers would work from my parent’s phone. I got the same messages. I turned off the TV and went back up to my room. I lay on my bed staring at the ceiling as tears flowed from my eyes. “Why did this happen?” I said to myself. “Why didn’t I remember to call him? How could I be so stupid?” I kept my phone close to me hoping he would call back. He never did and I eventually drifted to sleep. 
