Laundry Service-Wet Clean Only
Michael Jackson Fan Fiction 2010

© A & S

Pen Names: Tru Bleu & Michelle Alison Ross
This is our second Michael Jackson Fan Fiction together. We know the title sounds a bit weird but you readers will get a laugh out of it as you get into the story. This one takes place in 1984 when Michael attended the Grammy Awards in his dazzling blue jacket with gold trims accompanied by his date Brooke Shields and close friend Emmanuel Lewis... Enjoy! (  

Chapter One: The Touch of a Glass…

February 28, 1984. The night of the 26th annual Grammy Awards. The world has just witnessed its biggest night in music history. My father Bill will be attending the Awards after party. He is the CEO of Epic Records which has some of the world’s most biggest musical stars signed to it. My family and I just watched the Grammy’s on TV. We all became ecstatic because the biggest star signed to my dad’s label won a record breaking eight awards! I think everyone knows who I’m talking about. The King of Pop, Mr. Michael Jackson. As he gracefully walked across the stage in his dazzling blue jacket, I couldn’t help but stare. He looked exactly like I imagined. I am so proud of my dad and of course Michael. Once the show was over, my parents rushed to their bedroom to get dressed for the party. The Grammy Awards after party was being held at the auditorium close to where the ceremony took place. I quickly flew up the hallway stairs behind them and just before they closed their bedroom door I yelled “Dad!” “What’s wrong Cheyenne?” He asked with a concerned tone in his voice. “Can I please go? Please? Please?” My father grinned as he said his next words. “You really want to meet him don’t you?” “Of course!” My eyes lit up. “I swear I’ll never ask for anything ever again. Please?” My dad sighed. “Oh boy. Here we go. You’ve got a crush on him just like every other girl in their 20’s.” My dad said laughing. “Dad! We don’t have time to talk about that stuff. Get to the point-can I go?” All of a sudden a voice from beside us yelled “If she goes, I go!” It was my annoying little sister Celeste. My parents have three children including myself. I’m 23 and the oldest. My brother Darius is 17 and our little sister Celeste is 10. Celeste has this irritating, sarcastic trait in her which can be pure entertainment at times, but then on the other hand, it gets her in a lot of trouble. “Bill!” My mother screamed. “Yes, Valerie?” “We need to hurry up or we’re going to be late. Let’s move!” “Yes dear.” My dad replied. “Dad, you didn’t answer my question. Can I go?” “I really, really want to!” Celeste said butting in again. Before my dad could respond, my mother immerged from behind him and said “Oh Bill, let the children come along. It’ll be an everlasting memory and a great way for them to become a part of music history. It’ll be especially good for Chey since you’re producing her debut album which is going to be released at the end of the year. I think it’s about time she mingles around with some famous people in your record business. It’ll give her a chance to learn about how things operate.” My mother always had a talent for explaining things. As she was putting on her gold earrings with pearls hanging from each end, I had a huge smile on my face. I knew what my dad was going to say. “Oh alright for heavens sake!” He yelled. “Chey can join us but not the others. You two have school tomorrow and Chey is only going to boost her singing career. I’ll call Mrs. Thomas and ask her if she can come over and keep an eye on Darius and Celeste while we’re gone.” I was so happy! I started to dance around in circles. My siblings starting to whine about how unfair it is that they can’t go. My parents ignored them completely. My dad called our babysitter, Mrs. Thomas who lives right across the street. Luckily, she has no plans tonight and said she’d be happy to watch the brats. I darted to my room and slammed the door shut. Suddenly, I heard “CHEY! TEN MINUTES! BE READY!” “OK DAD! CHILL OUT!”  I yelled. I flung my closet door open and decided to wear my brand new sheer white chiffon dress embroidered with black beads. I also grabbed my black medium sized high heels and my hand held black purse with sparkly black and white rhinestones I put on myself with my bedazzler. I wasted five minutes just picking out my wardrobe. I now had to focus on putting it on and doing my hair and makeup. I quickly ran into my bathroom, turned on my shower and bathed as fast as I could. Luckily, I had washed my hair earlier so there was no need to do it again. I jumped out of the bathtub and threw my hair in a pony tail. I added a nice black shiny hairclip for a touch of class and elegance. I then did my makeup as perfectly as I could. I wanted Michael to notice me. As I took one last look at myself, I made sure every piece of hair was perfectly in place. My lipstick was on nicely. I added an extra touch of gloss for that special shine. My eye shadow was smoky with a hint of sparkle. As a final touch, I put on my sterling silver music note earrings. With two minutes to spare, I was ready to go. Just as my hand touched my bedroom door, I heard “CHEY! GET YOUR BUTT DOWN HERE NOW OR WE’RE LEAVING WITHOUT YOU!” “I’m ready!” I yelled back. As I ran down the stairs, I noticed my parents were nicely dressed as well. “Wow Chey! You look stunning. Someone’s definitely going to notice you tonight.” My mom said. I blushed. I hope it’s MJ. I thought.  “Thanks mom.” I glanced at my father who looked like he’d just seen a ghost. I snapped my fingers in front of his face. “Dad! Wake up! What do you think?” “You look great. Do you have a jacket to go with the dress?” He asked. “Of course, but I don’t think I’ll need it. MJ will keep me warm.” “Who?” My dad asked. “I said of course I have a jacket but I don’t think I’ll need it because it’s warm outside.” I can’t believe those words slipped out of my mouth. I’ll have to be more careful when I’m at the party. I thought. I grabbed my new black lace shawl from the coat closet and wrapped it around myself. “Ok, time to go!” My dad said. Just as he opened the front door, Mrs. Thomas walked up. “Hey! Mrs. Thomas perfect timing!” My mom said. “We were just about to call you. The kids are inside. We should be home by one. We’ll call if we’re running late. There’s pizza and snacks in the fridge. Help yourself. Darius can stay up until 10 and Celeste has to be in bed by 8:30. Thank you for coming on such short notice. See you later!” Celeste started whining again. My parents ignored her this time too. My dad then shoved us out the door. There was a wonderful white limousine waiting for us in our driveway. My dad always had fancy cars and drivers pick him up for special events. My parents and I got inside and the driver took off. We were on our way. I started getting butterflies in my stomach. After a short while, we pulled up in front of the red carpet at the event. My nerves were fluttering as we approached the main doors. Flashing lights began to flicker as our driver opened the car door for us. My dad stepped out of the limo first, then my mom, then me. Dozens of reporters began running to us from all directions shouting “LOOK! THERE’S BILL!” “Congratulations on your achievements. This night has definitely been magical for you and your label wouldn’t you say?” A reported asked. “Well yes, you could say that.” My dad said as ten different microphones were being shoved in his face. While he was being interviewed my mother nudged on my shawl. “You better be careful Chey. There are famous celebrities all over the place and you could get lost easily. I also noticed you have a smudge on the back of your dress already.” She began rubbing it hoping for it to come off. How the heck did that happen? I thought. Now Michael’s going to think I’m a slob. “Jeez, I wonder where that came from.” I said. “Don’t worry about it. You can barely see it now, but you might have to wash the dress when we get home.” My father signaled us to enter the auditorium. My heart instantly dropped as I began walking through the beautiful glass doors with my parents. I walked right next to a huge sign on a beautiful table with three chairs around it that read: RESERVED in big black letters. There were three fancy plates, shiny silverware and three gorgeous champagne glasses. That must be for the King. I thought. Just seeing his table brought a smile to my face. We were then escorted to ours. I noticed a few kids were eating at the dessert table. As we took our seats, I watched a waiter put all different kinds of toppings on the children’s ice cream. I should be over there. I thought. I want some too! Suddenly, everyone quickly stood up and started to cheer. I remained sitting. “Chey, get up!” My mom said. “Michael Jackson is about to come in. Show the man some respect!” I gasped. I couldn’t believe the time had arrived. I immediately jumped to my feet and began clapping.  Everyone in the dining hall cheered as loud as they could. There were so many people I couldn’t see the front doors. I quickly ran and snuck up behind some reporters to get a better look. The crowd had eventually parted and everyone’s cameras were flicking like crazy. I was still having trouble seeing over everyone so I stood on a chair. Michael Jackson, Brooke Shields and the adorable Emmanuel Lewis had all stopped at the door to wave, take pictures and sign autographs. I couldn’t believe my eyes! Michael looked so bright and sparkly. He graced us with his presence by wearing a beautiful navy blue jacket with beautiful blue diamonds sewn on it. There were gold trims on the edges and the chest area. He wore it with perfectly creased tailored navy blue dress pants that fit him just right.  He also had his signature white glove and sunglasses on. I wonder why he always wears those glasses. I thought. Just then, Michael looked up and noticed me on the chair. He slowly removed his sunglasses and winked at me. I became shy and jumped off the chair. I then covered my face with my hands and giggled to myself. Yes! He noticed me. I’m so happy! I said to myself. As the noise softened, the crowd began to enjoy themselves as Michael and his party were being escorted to their table. I watched as Michael glanced around the room and shockingly made eye contact with me again. I wasn’t sure if it was me he saw. I quickly put my head down in embarrassment.  I turned and noticed my parents were no longer sitting with me. Where the heck did they go? I asked myself. Just then, I noticed Michael took his sunglasses off and put them inside his jacket pocket. I noticed my mom standing and mingling with someone across the room so I quickly ran over to her. “Mom! Do you see him? Is he looking over here?” I whispered to her. “Chey, who the heck are you talking about? See who?” She asked confused. “Mom, you know who!” I said. “No I don’t, Chey. Stop acting like a kid. We’re in a huge formal dining hall with a lot of famous people around. Behave!” She said. I then looked over at Michael’s table and noticed he was looking at me again. This time, he smiled. Oh my god. He keeps looking at me. I’m going to faint! I thought. Suddenly, my dad showed up out of nowhere and said “Come on you two. There’s some important people here I’d like you to meet.” He introduced us to some of his co-workers from the Record label. I shook their hands and greeted them politely. “Hi Cheyenne. I’m Jeff. One of the many record producers for Epic. I just want you to know that I’ve heard a few of your songs. You have an amazing talent.” “Thank you so much.” I replied. “Well, we’d love to stay and chat but we must keep mingling.” My dad said. He then took me around the room and introduced me to a dozen other people. “See pumpkin,” My dad said. “This is easy. You’re not nervous are you?” “A little, but I’ll be fine.” I said. “I’m really getting the hang of this.” My dad started to look around as if he were looking for someone. “Looking for mom?” I asked. “No, somebody else.” I think I know who. I thought. I felt butterflies in my stomach again. A few more reporters approached us and we answered all of their questions. Shortly after, a tall, dark figure accidentally bumped into my dad. My back was towards the both of them. “Oops. I’m sorry—HEY BILL!” A soft voice said. “Hey, Mike man!” My dad yelled happily. I gasped. I hadn’t turned around but I recognized that voice. Oh my god! It’s him! I thought. I slowly turned around and gazed at my beloved. I saw my dad and him both shake hands. “I believe congratulations are in order my friend!” My dad said smiling. “Aw Bill, thank you.” Michael said smiling. Just then, my entire body went numb. My dad then stepped aside and said “Michael, this is my oldest daughter Cheyenne. She’s an aspiring singer.” “Wow.” Michael said. “Bill, she’s beautiful. How many children do you have?” Oh my god! Michael Jackson thinks I’m beautiful. I did a great job with this dress! I said to myself. “Thank you, Sir.” I said as my voice cracked. He knew I was nervous. My palms suddenly became sweaty. “I have three children.” My dad said proudly. Michael wasn’t paying attention to him. I wasn’t looking at him directly but I could tell his eyes were on me. This was my chance to actually have a conversation with the King. I put my hand out in front of me with confidence. “Hi, Sir. I’m Cheyenne. It’s a great honor to meet you.” Michael smiled. “Hi Cheyenne.” I had never heard a more beautiful voice in my entire life. He placed his hand gently in mine. “That’s such a beautiful name.” He said.  “Thank you. I like yours as well. Congratulations. I hear you broke some pretty impressive records this evening.” I tried to sound as calm and professional as I could. On the outside, I was normal. On the inside, I was jumping for joy. Michael giggled. “Thank you so much.” “Chey has an album hitting music shelves very soon.” My dad said as he put his arm around me. “REALLY?” Michael asked curiously with a smirk. “I’d love to hear you sing.” My dad immediately butted in. I knew he would. “Come on Chey! Give him a teaser!” I quickly became shy, nervous and embarrassed. “DAD! No way!” I said. Michael then touched my shoulder gently. “I’d really love to hear you if it isn’t too much trouble. Please?” He asked in the most angelic voice. As I heard him speak my heart fluttered and my mouth watered. I couldn’t possibly turn him down. If I was going to sing for Michael Jackson I knew it had to be a song that he would know. I cleared my throat, closed my eyes and these words came flowing out of my mouth: “Boy, close your eyes, let that rhythm get into you, don’t try to fight it, there ain’t nothing that you can do, relax your mind, lay back and groove with mine, you got to feel that heat and we can ride the boogie, share that beat of looovvveee…” As I ended the verse, I heard loud clapping noises. I quickly looked up at Michael who had a huge, beautiful smile on his lovely face. My dad also clapped. “She’s a real talent isn’t she?” He asked hugging my shoulder. “Wow!” Michael said. “That was incredible. Your voice is amazing. You sound way better than I did on that track.” I gasped. I couldn’t believe the compliment Michael gave me. “No way Sir! You sound fabulous! I was just trying to mimic you and your God given talent.” Michael then took a deep sigh and said “Cheyenne, I’d love to hear you sing again. Will you have a release party for your debut album?” “Yes, of course.” I replied. “You’re more then welcome to attend with all your friends and family.” I was excited. Just the thought of Michael Jackson being at my release party with his people would make anyone’s day! “That’s sweet. I’ll definitely attend. Thank you.” He said. “BILL!” A voice yelled from across the room. “Looks like someone wants to talk to me over there. I’ll leave you two to get better acquainted.” My dad said as he walked away. I looked at Michael. He was so incredibly gorgeous. All of a sudden, he pushed my hair gently behind my ear. “I love your earrings sweetheart. Are they music notes?” I became shaky. I could feel my legs twitching. “Yes Sir, they are. Thank you.” I felt jittery. I can’t believe Michael called me sweetheart! I’m in total bliss! Unfortunately, that special moment didn’t last long. Just then, Brooke walked over to us. “There you are Michael! I’ve been looking all over for you.” She said completely ignoring me. “I’ve been mingling around. I was having a music conversation with Epic’s new sensation.” Michael said looking at me. As I looked at him, I noticed he licked his lips and bit his bottom lip slightly while winking at me. I thought I was going to faint again. I wanted to melt in the moment. He then introduced me to Brooke. She seemed angry and fake but she shook my hand anyway. It felt cold and unwelcoming. I remained silent. I wasn’t going to disrespect her. She is Michael’s date after all. “I feel warm in here.” I said. “I’m going to get some fresh air. Excuse me.” I then went upstairs to the upper floor balcony and flung the glass doors open. There was no one there. I felt scared alone so I went back to the lower floor to get some air by the main entrance doors. I noticed a piano by the second floor stairway. Michael was there. No one could see him. He was sitting on a stool with his head down. He didn’t know I was watching him. What is he doing here alone? I thought. I gathered my confidence and walked over to him. “What’s wrong Sir? Are you not enjoying the party?” I asked. Michael slowly lifted his head and looked at me. “I am. I just needed to get away for a minute. Thank you for asking.” My first instinct was to leave him alone but I couldn’t resist. I wanted to stay with him. “Me too.” I said. He then stood up and put his hands in his pockets. He took two steps towards with me with his perfect smile. I panicked and quickly took two steps back. “What’s wrong sweetie? I’m not going to hurt you.” He said deeply. His voice alone was driving me insane. I wanted to succumb to him in every way. “I love your dress. It’s very sexy.” He said giggling. “Thank you. I love your outfit too.” As he continued looking at me, a waiter appeared. “Would you two like a drink?” He asked. “Sure.” Michael said. “Cheyenne, what would you like?” “Lemonade please.” I was hoping Michael wouldn’t think I was immature for liking such a childish drink. “Hey, that sounds good.” Michael said. “I’ll have the same please.” As our drinks were being made, Michael and I were having a very interesting conversation. “So when exactly did you know that you wanted to be a singer sweetheart?” My heart skipped a beat. Say that again please! I love when you call me that. I thought. “Since I learned to play the piano. I was only six years old but before then I used to love sitting next to my radio and TV and listen to Jackie Wilson, James Brown and my all time favorite Etta James. Music has always been a big part of my life. It will always have a special place in my heart.” “That’s incredible.” Michael said. “Especially since we both love and appreciate the same artists.” “We do?” I asked. “Of course. I’ve always loved James Brown. The man is pure genius.” “Just like someone else we all know and love.” I said smiling. Michael giggled. The waiter then gave us our drinks. Michael grabbed both glasses from the waiter’s serving tray and thanked him as he walked away. “Here you go sweetie.” Michael said as he gave me my glass. As I took it from him, I gently and discreetly touched his hand. He had very soft, beautiful skin. “Thank you.” I said. “A toast, to your future success.” He said. “I’ll drink to that. Thank you Sir.” I said smiling. We both touched our glasses and then took a sip. We made eye contact again. It seemed like he wanted to say or do something. He then quickly took another sip. As he lowered his glass from his lips, it unexpectedly hit mine and both of our drinks accidentally spilled on my dress and part of Michael’s jacket. I screamed. It felt really cold as it dripped from my skin. Michael gasped loudly. “OH MY GOD! I’m so sorry. I’ll pay to have your dress cleaned I promise.” I felt bad. “It’s ok.” I said as my teeth began to chatter. I looked around for some napkins. Luckily there were a few sitting on a table by the door. Michael noticed and quickly ran over to them. He was kind enough to help me wipe my dress. I then helped him with his jacket and our fingers accidentally linked together. I quickly moved my hand away. Michael didn’t say a word. “I’m sorry. I feel horrible. My poor baby.” WHAT? I thought. Oh my god! I’m going to faint I just know it! “I’m ok thank you. It just feels cold.” I said laughing. Michael smiled but didn’t find the situation humorous. He seemed very unhappy and disappointed. I couldn’t bear to see him upset. I knew I had to console him somehow. “It’s ok, really. There’s a dry cleaners just a few blocks away. I’ll get my dad’s limo driver to quickly take me home to change and then I’ll go drop off my dress there.” “No!” Michael said. “You shouldn’t have to do that.” I continued wiping my dress. “Oh gosh, it’s going to leave a huge stain.” Michael said as he touched my jacket. “Don’t worry about it. I’m not upset or angry. It was an accident. All I need is my washing machine, some strong stain remover soap and my iron. Then I’m back in business.” I replied happily. As I walked to a nearby garbage can to throw away the used napkins, Michael snuck up behind me. I had no idea how he managed to do it without me hearing his footsteps. He then gently put his hand on my waist and whispered “Chey, I want to take you home.” I gasped and quickly turned around. “Excuse me?” I asked shaking but excited. “I mean, we can go to my place, get your dress washed and come right back. No one will even notice we’re gone.” ME? Go to Michael Jackson’s HOUSE? Alone? At night? “Oh no Sir. I couldn’t do that.” “But I want you to. It’s the least I can do since it’s my fault.” “No, it isn’t.” I said interrupting him. “It was an honest mistake. I wish you wouldn’t be so hard on yourself.” He then looked in my eyes again and smiled. “Please Chey, I want to help.” It was so hard resisting him. Michael has this smooth, incredible charm in him. “Ok. If you’re insisting, then let’s go.” He giggled. “Thank you my sweet. I’ll ask my driver to bring the limo around the back. That way people won’t see us leave.” “Sounds good.” I said. As we left the patio stairway and headed towards the back entrance, Michael grabbed my hand. “Do you mind?” He asked with a wink. “Of course not.” I said winking back. I felt so warm and tingly all over. I’m never going to wash that hand again! I thought. As we quickly and quietly headed down the back steps, Michael and I ran smack dab into his brothers: Marlon, Jermaine and Tito. “Mike? Where the heck have you been?” Jermaine asked. “I was on the patio having a conversation with this lovely young lady.” Michael said. “Hey wait! I know you! Your Bill’s daughter!” Marlon said excited. “Yeah that’s me. Nice to meet you Jackson brothers.” I said happily. Suddenly, everyone’s eyes were on mine and Michael’s hand embrace. Michael noticed and quickly broke the silence. “Well, we better get going.” He said in a rush. “Whoa Mike!” Tito said. “Where are you going? This is your party and you’re taking off?” “Yes.” Michael replied. “Something important came up. We’ll be back. I promise.” “Ahem! WE’LL be back?” Tito quoted with a smirk. The brothers all began looking at each other with question mark expressions on their faces. Michael raised his eyebrows with a smile. “Guys, it’s not like that. Really.” He said. “Well, do what you have to do and get your butt back here.” Jermaine demanded. “Be back soon. By the way, you NEVER saw us. No matter who asks! Even Brooke. If she asks, you never saw me!” Michael then squeezed my hand tighter and the two of us rushed down the stairs and jumped into the backseat of his limo. 
20 minutes later, we arrived at Michael’s beautiful Encino home. We walked through the gate of his beautiful, elegant home. I noticed several paintings on his walls outside. Michael entered his security code on his alarm keypad and asked me to step inside the house. There were security guards all over the place! The door open and closed on their own. They even locked themselves! “Follow me, sweetie.” Michael said as we began walking down a long hallway. We took a sharp turn and entered an enormous room with several washing machines and dryers. After I entered the room, Michael then closed the door and locked it. “Won’t Ms. Shields wonder where you are?” I asked. “I’ll worry about her later when we get back.” I felt a bit uneasy but didn’t say a word. Michael wouldn’t do anything foolish. I thought. Especially in his own home and in his LAUNDRY ROOM of all places! “Sir, do you have something that I can wear for now until my dress is washed?” Michael smacked his hand against his forehead and laughed loudly. “I’m sorry. I’ll get you a towel.” He said. He then walked over to a walk in closet at the other end of the room and grabbed a huge white beach towel. It had his initials sewn in beautiful gold threads at the bottom of it. He walked over to me and said “This one is my favorite. You can wear it.” I smiled. “Thank you so much. It’s beautiful.” “You can change in here. I’ll just be outside. Call me when you’re done.” He turned his back to leave. I suddenly felt lustful. I didn’t want him to go. I quickly grabbed his left arm and pulled him close to me. “You don’t have to leave. Just turn around. It’ll only take a second for me to take off my clothes.” I whispered. Michael turned around and faced me. “Are you sure?” He whispered back. “Of course.” I said with a wink. “Ok. If it’s alright with you, I’ll stay.” He said smiling. I could tell he was nervous. “It’ll be our little secret.” I said. Michael giggled softly. “We’ll make a vow to just keep it in the closet.” He said winking at me. I gently let go of his arm and he turned around covering his eyes. I quickly removed my jacket, then my dress and wrapped his lovely, soft towel around me. “Ok. You can look now.” I said. Michael turned around. I handed him my dress and jacket. “That was fast!” He said shocked. “I told you it wouldn’t take long.” He then went over to one of the machines and turned it on. I saw him bend down to grab the soap and fabric softener. He carefully put my clothing in the machine and closed the lid. I then walked over and sat on the machine. Michael looked confused. “Why are you sitting there sweetie?” He asked looking puzzled. “I used to do this all the time when I was a kid.” I said. “I like the funny movements of the machine. It’s a great feeling.” Just then, silence took over the room as the machine kept going. Michael’s towel was just above my knees. I was completely nude underneath. He didn’t know I had removed my undergarments and tucked them into my dress. I then winked at him and crossed my legs seductively. Michael looked at me with the most amazing look I had ever seen. “Chey, why are you doing this to me?” He asked. “What am I doing Michael?” I asked sensually. I licked my lips and stared at his sexy waist. I then winked at him while biting my lip gently and moaning. Michael understood my intentions. He came over to me and kissed my mouth affectionately. I quickly put my hands on his face and kissed him back. He then pulled away and started to pant. “Oh baby, your mouth is so warm and soft.” I whispered. I knew he was turned on. He started kissing me again but this time with a lot more aggression. It seemed like Michael was pouring his entire self into my soul and drinking my lips with extreme passion. As our lips were tightly pressed together, I brought Michael’s gorgeous body as close to me as I could with my legs crossed around his lower body. My bare feet were constantly rubbing his thighs. He then took his hands and violently spread my legs open as far as possible. I moaned again. He then grabbed the towel that was wrapped around me and held it firmly. Oh my god! Are we really going to do what I think were going to do? I asked myself.  I felt a huge rush of energy run down my spine. I didn’t want to stop. Michael slowly worked his way down my neck with his tongue. His hands began to explore certain areas of my body. “Wait Michael!” I said. He immediately stopped. “What’s wrong baby?” He asked concerned. “I don’t think we should do this here. I mean, on top of your washing machine!” I said laughing. Just then, the machine went into its rinse cycle. “You feel that? This cycle will make it feel even better.” He said lustfully. He then gave me another passionate kiss and gently removed his towel from my body. He took both of his hands and gently massaged me from head to toe. I heard him moan softly to himself. His heart was beating fast. Just then, he suddenly became shy and pulled away. “It’s ok Michael. You won’t hurt me remember?” I whispered. He giggled and winked at me, biting his beautiful bottom lip again. He lifted me up from the machine. As my bare feet hung over his arms, he lay me down on the floor. I then decided to move things along. I touched his belt and began to unfasten it. I slid it off his pants and dropped it beside me. I then put my hand on his pant zipper. He became overly excited. “Oh girl, touch me right there.” He whispered. I did as I was told. I moved all of my fingers in circular motions. He loved it. Michael’s voice suddenly became sexy and very erotic. All he had to do was instruct me and I’d obey his every command. I then slowly opened his zipper and removed his pants, pulling them down with my feet. I then left Michael in charge. He took two of his lovely, long fingers and placed them in between my legs. I threw my head back passionately and laughed sexually. Michael was smiling. He knew I loved it. “Are you enjoying me baby?” He asked. “Of course.” I said. “Keep going. Don’t you dare stop!” I then began rubbing his hand vigorously that was giving me such intense pleasure. As the sensation became stronger and stronger, I licked my lips and stared at my gorgeous lover. He then looked at me with his beautiful, seductive eyes. He removed his hand from inside me, pulled me towards him and screamed “Oh baby, I want you NOW!” I noticed Michael’s voice had completely changed. It sounded deeper and amazingly sexy! “Go ahead my love. I’m more then ready to give it to you. I know you want it.” I said winking. Michael scooped me in his arms and lifted me up again. He put me back on top of his machine and grabbed my thighs pulling me closer to the edge of his machine. Just before he began, I noticed he was hesitating. To give him confidence, I said: “Open the door and you will see, this passion burns inside of me, don’t say to me you’ll never tell, touch me there, make the move, cast the spell.” Michael’s facial expression was priceless. “Oh god, that’s so hot. I want you even more now.” He whispered. “Go ahead Michael. Don’t stop till you get enough.” I said as I gently licked his left ear. He then opened my legs with both hands and pulled himself as close to me as he could. “You ready for me baby?” He asked with a wink and smile. “More then you know. Give it to me. I want it!” I begged. Just then, Michael entered my body very smoothly. We both moaned and shared another passionate kiss. His entrance was so perfect and tender. I barely felt him. As he began to penetrate, Michael buried his face in my shoulder as if he became shy again. “Oh baby, don’t be shy.” I whispered. “Just let yourself go and enjoy the moment like me. Come here, I want to see my lover’s gorgeous face and those beautiful eyes as we make love.” “I just want to feel you, and touch you all over.” He replied. I wasn’t going to force him to look at me. I knew he would when he was ready to. Michael’s hands were rubbing my back. I could feel his tight chest on mine. He started moving his hands up and down my spine as if he were tracing an outline. I then grabbed his back to let him know I loved his touch. I squeezed him so tight and begged him to keep going. “Ooo baby, you’re amazing. Keep going. I love it. Don’t stop.” I repeated. Suddenly, Michael heard a loud crashing noise and immediately stopped. He gasped loudly. “What was that?!” He asked frantically. “I don’t know and I don’t care. Why’d you stop? I was enjoying you. I want to keep going.” I didn’t have a care in the world. I then became frustrated because some fool interrupted our wonderful love making. “Michael, don’t worry, it was probably just a cat or something. Come here.” I said pulling him closer to me. “Sweetie, I have to know where that noise came from. It was very loud. It might be a spy or someone from the press trying to get a picture of me. I don’t want anyone to see me here especially with you like this. It will ruin my career and yours before it even starts. Also, your dad could lose his job and might end up killing the both of us.” After hearing Michael mention my dad, reality suddenly struck me. “You’re right. We should check it out.” I said. I quickly got off the machine and grabbed Michael’s white towel from the floor. I wrapped it around myself then scurried over to the walk in closet and grabbed another one for him. “Here you go my love.” I said as I wrapped it around him. “Thank you.” He whispered. He started to walk towards the window. I quickly grabbed his hand and followed. I could see Michael’s arms and legs trembling. He was very scared. “It’s ok Michael. I’m with you. Be careful. Someone could be watching us.”  I whispered. “I know baby. Just stay down and be as quiet as possible.” He replied. 
