Chapter Three



The four of them had enjoyed dinner and they were now sat at the table, drinking yet another bottle of wine. They had consumed a fair amount already, and both Michael and Lisa were beginning to feel the effects of it. Michael was sat telling various anecdotes of his life including one of the time in Las Vegas when he had first met Lisa Marie all those years ago.

Lisa sat listening intently, astounded at his intelligence, surprising wit, charm and... Normality. Ava was right she smiled to herself. Lisa had quickly forgotten that he was Michael Jackson, the world renowned megastar, and was quickly finding herself becoming more interested in and intrigued by Michael Jackson, the man, the human - the one who was sat drinking, swearing and evidently enjoying himself in front of her. He certainly wasn't like the personality he showed himself to be to the public. Of all the facades she had seen of him, most surprising she thought was his voice. There was no childlike squeaky tone to this Michael's voice. It was deep, strong - sexy. Yes, no doubt this Michael was all man.

Brett and Ava both noticed that during dinner there seemed to be a chemistry forming between Michael and Lisa, and as Lisa sat laughing at Michael's tales, he thought it was the perfect time to get the ball moving - that and the fact that if they drank much more they'd be in no fit state to seriously talk about music and business. Brett began gathering the plates up, "Hey you two, why don't you go and make yourselves comfortable in the lounge and me and Ava will tidy up in here. Give you a chance to talk alone and get whatever you need to sorted. You don't need us interfering..." he signaled them to head into the next room.

Lisa took a seat on the sofa, placing her wine glass down on the coffee table in front of her. Michael sat at the opposite end, slouching down, his body angled towards Lisa and his arm resting along the back of the couch. He looked at her quizzically, a glint in his eye, subtly looking her up and down. Lisa sat there biting her bottom lip, beginning to feel slightly nervous again. Was he checking her out?

"So. What made you want to meet me... eventually?" Michael questioned Lisa, with a soft tone to his voice. "Uhm, well. It's not like I didn't want to before. Because I did" she defended. "Well in the most part. But, well. I was just chatting to Brett about my ambitions and to be honest, I'm not sure which road I want to take, so he suggested he put me in touch with you. After all, I'm sure there’s no one better than you out there to be getting advice from in this field".

"Advice... hmm" he mockingly nodded his head. "Well, usually you know that doesn't come cheap, but seeing as it's you... I'll make an exception".

"And I should hope so too" Lisa beamed. "Hey girl, if anyone's owed anything around here it's me..." Michael smirked, pointing smugly to himself whilst looking Lisa deeply in the eye. He picked up the half empty wine bottle that he had bought in for them from the dining table, and topped up Lisa's glass, before refilling his own. "Hey you're gonna have me pissed before I even have chance to pull these demos from my purse, let alone play them" Lisa giggled. "And uhm, what do you mean by that? If anyone's owed anything it's you..."

"Oh well you know, it's not nice to leave a guy hanging around for six years... and well, I'm perfectly happy enough to get you pissed" he flirted.

"Hey c'mon I've said, it's not like I didn't want to... I actually did, especially more so recently..." her thoughts were trailing back to his latest video releases. Black or White, Give into Me. Oh hell. Why HAD she waited so long to meet this guy?? "But I guess the paths of life just got in the way... the whole marriage shit, and countless other things. I just never got round to making the time. But I apologize, I should have" she said, with a tinge of regret.

"Let's not get sentimental" Michael teased "There's no need to apologize..."

The pair continued chatting for a while, before Lisa played Michael one of her demo tapes. She had written the track herself, and her husband Danny had dealt with the production side. Michael felt the track could do with a little more work, but one thing he didn't doubt and notice the potential with, was Lisa's voice. He was instantly taken by the deep, smokiness tone to her vocals. Lisa had no confidence in herself as an artist, she had told Michael -- yet she let him persuade her into singing a few lines to him personally.

"Girl, let me tell you one thing" Michael reassured. "You have real talent there. A real, raw talent for sure".

"You don't need to talk me up you know... I'm not under any illusions. I know I'm not amazing, or by any means the best out there"

"Miss Presley, let me tell you something. Now, I know we hardly know each other... at least for now" he smiled coyly. "But one thing I do like being when it comes to music is honest. And I am being. If I thought you weren't good... hell if I thought you were shit... I'd tell you, you were shit" he laughed, drinking another mouthful of wine.
Lisa couldn't help but giggle at his candor.

"Seriously girl, I like you... and not just your voice" he winked, before suddenly realizing that perhaps he was coming on a bit too strong. He didn't want to seem overly crazy on her, but on the other hand, he did want to make sure she got the point of why he had been pursuing her ass for years. "Look, you could with the right guidance become a star - a star in your own right of course. I'm gonna see what I can do for you".

"Really? You'd do that for me?" she smiled sweetly. Lisa wasn't sure if it was the wine talking, but either way she certainly was having thoughts of her own about what he could do for her... 'Stop it!’ she cursed herself in her head. 'Jesus Lisa, are you forgetting you've got a husband?’ There was just something about him though, something so intense and powerful about him and Lisa couldn't help but feel herself attracted to him. By no means of the imagination was he the man she thought he was. Really... who is this guy? She wanted to know more. 

"You know dude... if people have seen what I've seen tonight, hell they'd be so surprised. I'M so surprised" she stressed. "Dude, you have such a bad mouth and you're a fucking funny guy Michael". Michael couldn't help but smile at the compliment from her. Thank fuck the decision to not put on an act tonight hadn't backfired. He wanted Lisa to see the real him, and that's all she had and would be seeing for the rest of the night. 

"Seriously, what the fuck is all this shit around you?”
"Shit? As in the media crap?"

"Yeah..."

Michael sighed. "Look, I know you're just like everyone else. I know you won't have been immune to as you say -- the shit that surrounds me, and... I'm well aware of all the things you must have heard about me... I know that you think that I'm gay, but I'm not..." he paused for a minute thinking where to go next. Lisa listened carefully, and couldn't help but feel relieved to hear him announce that he wasn't, as he put it, gay. Of course she'd heard the rumors and truth be known, she thought there was a possibility -- well, before he walked through the door earlier in the evening that was. Her opinion had quickly changed, and she was pleased to hear him confirm it although she wasn't quite yet sure why she felt that.

"I get tired of people thinking I'm gay... but oh well. Fuck them. In fact, I know you've heard a lot of things about me... I can assure you, most of it isn't true. And... As for the things that are, well - that stuff... you shouldn't hold that against me" Michael winked, flashing that gorgeous smile of his along with it.

Lisa raised her eyebrows. "Hey mister, I'm a married woman. If I didn't think better I would think you were coming on to me" she replied, only half joking.

"Well... I might be..." he quietly whispered, in an almost seductive manner.

Just then, Brett walked in holding the telephone before Michael could take the flirting to a new level. "Lisa, Danny's on the phone for you", he handed the phone to Lisa and headed back out of the door to finish off in the kitchen with Ava.

"Hey. What’s up?" Lisa spoke into the phone. Michael instantly noticed the change of tone in her voice. Moments ago she'd been laughing, happy and full of fun. Now she seemed to instantly sound glum and sullen. It was hard for Michael to not sit and listen to Lisa's end of the conversation, as much as he tried to distract himself from doing so, his ears couldn't help but be perked by curiosity at what he was hearing.

"What the fuck Danny? ... You said you'd stay home tonight. Christ, can't you handle any fucking responsibility for one evening of your entire life......... No. Shit Danny, you're so fucking selfish...... oh go to hell!" Lisa slammed down the phone. "I'm sorry about that" she apologized to Michael, shaking her head. "You didn't need to hear that".

"Is... everything... ok?" he questioned, unsure whether it was his place to probe or not and feeling a little uncomfortable at the situation -- a little pissed off too, that they had got interrupted by the call.

Lisa didn't say anything, just sat biting her nails, staring at the floor and looking miserable. She felt a warm tear forming in the corner of her eye. 'Please don't start crying' she begged of herself, 'don't make yourself look like an idiot in front of him.' But she couldn't help it, the combination of the alcohol and the fact that she'd had enough with her so called marriage was too much. Things hadn't been going well with Danny long before her son Ben was born 6 weeks earlier, and the conversation she had just had with him was just about the last straw.
