Chapter 2: The Towel Swap…
As we held each other’s hand, we both snuck over to the window. Michael and I prepared ourselves for whatever caused the noise. Our eyes peered around outside the window but nothing appeared to be in sight. Letting out a sigh of relief, Michael asked “I don’t see anything. Do you?” “No, I don’t either.” I replied. Just then, we heard another loud striking noise! “What the heck is going on?” I asked concerned. Suddenly, I noticed something flicker in the dark and there was a huge BANG! “Looks like it’s a thunder and rain storm.” Michael said. I gasped and quickly grabbed Michael holding him as firmly as possible. He giggled. “Are you scared?” He asked. “YES!” I screamed. “I don’t like thunder storms. They freak me out.” “Don’t worry sweetie. I’m with you.” Michael said. I was in heaven. “I’m so glad it’s just the weather and not someone spying on us.” He said. “Just ignore it. It’ll be over soon. Storms don’t usually last long. Now, where were we?” Michael asked seductively. “Let’s see if I can remember.” I said winking. Michael stood by the wall and leaned against it. He then started staring at me. “What is it?” I asked confused. “You look so exquisite by the moon light.” He said smiling. I felt so flattered. “Thank you.” I said as I walked over to him and gently kissed him on the side of his mouth. Suddenly, we both heard a loud Beep! It was the washing machine. “Looks like your dress is washed, Chey.” Michael said. “I’ll put it in the dryer now. It shouldn’t be much longer before you can wear it again. After that, we’ll head back to the party.” He walked over to the washing machine, took out my wet clothing and placed them in one of the dryers nearby. He turned it on, and then faced me. He suddenly winked at me and smiled. It was such a huge turn on for me. I had the biggest urge to yank his towel off and made mad, passionate love to him right there. “Come here please.” He asked in his soft, charming voice. While the dryer was on, I walked over to Michael like he asked. He gently bumped me from behind in a playful manner. I laughed. While looking in his gorgeous eyes, I began to lust for him even more. He suddenly gave me a very sharp look. His eyes then quickly motioned towards the dryer as if he wanted me to sit on it. Oh my God!  I thought. Is he saying what I think he’s saying? I suddenly became shy and put my head down, embarrassed. Michael gently lifted my head with both hands and kissed me on my forehead. “Don’t worry baby. I won’t tell anyone I promise.” He whispered. I knew that was my signal. He wanted to go further. Without hesitation, I quickly jumped on the machine. Michael then spread my legs apart with his lovely hands and pulled me to the edge of the machine. Feeling caught up in the moment, I removed my towel exposing my entire body. Michael bit his lip as if he suddenly became nervous. He then began to lick and suck on my breasts. I moaned and ran my hands through his long, beautiful hair. He then worked his way up to my neck, and then passionately kissed my lips. His lips feel so good! I thought to myself. I then decided to take action and put my left hand on his waist where his towel was wrapped. Michael quickly put his hand on top of mine as if he didn’t want me to touch him there. “What are you doing?” He asked giggling. “I want to see all of you, Michael.” I whispered. “May I, please?” He then pulled me as close as possible towards him and softly replied “Yes.” Just then, his face became red and he seemed extremely shy. “Awww Michael, you’re blushing!” I said sweetly.  “Are you shy?” “You have no idea.” He replied giggling. “It’s ok though.” He said. “Go ahead. I don’t mind at all sweetheart.” I then unraveled his towel and dropped it on the floor, staring at his entire body. “Michael, you’re so hot.” I said staring. He started to blush even more and said “Thank you.” I held his face in my hands and said “I want you now.” He knew exactly what to do and how. He placed himself inside me immediately. We both started moaning. It felt incredible. Every thrust felt better then the last. “More Michael! Give me MORE!” I screamed. He kept asking me if I was ok and if I was enjoying him. “You’re the best lover in the world.” I said to him. I could tell by the way he was performing he felt more like a man once I said those words. I was happy to make him feel good about himself, just like he did to me. His body was in perfect rhythm with mine. I didn’t want him to stop. I kept begging and begging for more and he was kind enough to continue giving it to me. Michael made me scream louder and louder. He then pulled himself out and asked me to lie on the floor next to the machine. He helped me get up and I did what I was told. He politely asked me to turn over. As soon as I did, he came over to me and gently pushed all of my hair to the front of my shoulders and kissed my back gently. He then started licking my entire back all the way down to my tailbone. My hands suddenly became fists and my toes were curling. I had never felt such pleasure in my life. He then turned me over and began kissing my stomach. His tongue was moving in a specific way as if it was following a trail. He then lay directly on top of me, putting his hands on top of mine. He pressed his soft, warm lips onto mine and we began our first make out session. Even though we were not engaged in intercourse, it felt like we were. The way Michael was rubbing his body against mine felt so similar to him being inside me. I was getting impatient and wanted more. “Put it in me, Michael. I need it again. I want it so bad.” I begged. “You really want more?” He asked winking. “Yes! I do. I want it all. Give it to me NOW!” I yelled. “I love when you demand for me. It turns me on.” He whispered. He then let go of my hands and spread my legs wide open again. “I want to feel it this time. Don’t be gentle.” I requested lustfully. He then violently shoved his huge dick inside me and we had intercourse again for the second time. I was screaming louder then ever before and so was he. “Oh yeah, give it to me. Right there, more, more, MORE!” I yelled. “You feel so good.” Michael kept saying. I loved the sound of his voice. It sounded deeper as our romance became more and more intense. Eventually, Michael came in me and let out a huge moan. I knew he was done at that point. I was done way before but I became greedy and didn’t want Michael to stop making love to me. I wanted him inside my body for as long as possible. “Oh God, that felt so incredibly good.” He said looking in my eyes. “Thank you.” “No, thank you.” I said. “Looks like your clothes are still drying.” He said. “In the meantime, why don’t I give you a tour of the house?” “Ok, sounds great.” I said. We both jumped to our feet and reached for our towels. Michael suddenly had a great idea. “Chey, why don’t we switch?” He asked. “Switch?” I asked confused. “Towels. It’ll be fun. I’ll wear yours and you wear mine.” The thought of me wearing something that had once touched Michael Jackson’s amazing body excited me. “Ok! Sure! Why not?” I said. I handed him my towel and he gave me his. We both wrapped ourselves in them and left the laundry room holding hands. “WOW!” I said looking around. “Michael, your house is HUGE! How do you find your way around?” “It’s easy.” He replied. “There’s a map on each wall that tells you exactly where you are. See?” He said pointing to a map on the wall next to us. “We’re in the West Wing section of the house. Each part of the house has a Wing and room name. It’s really easy once you get used to it.” He explained. I was still confused but I didn’t care. I knew Michael would guide me. He showed me his arcade room, kitchen, bathrooms, guest rooms, living rooms, dining rooms, swimming pool, theatre and balcony. “Michael, where’s your room?” I asked. “This way.” He replied pointing to his right. We both walked down a long hallway and then reached an elevator. “Whoa, you have an elevator?” I asked amazed. “Of course. This house has ten floors. I’m not going to walk up 10 flights of stairs.” He said jokingly. “Wow. It sure doesn’t seem that big from outside.” “That’s because the layout of this house is different from the outside.” Michael explained. “It’s a security thing. When people from the press or media come around here, they think they can find me anywhere easily but they really can’t. My house is like a maze. Once you get inside, you have to figure your way out. The Wing where this elevator goes up to is top secret. It wasn’t even put in the blueprints when this house was being built. This section was created after the rest of the house was constructed for my safety. No one will ever find me here and not many people know it exists. It’s like a secret passageway.” “That is so cool!” I yelled sounding like a little kid. “Is this where you come when you want to be alone?” “Yes. It’s not very often but I do like to sleep in this part of the house once in a while when I need to relax.” We stepped inside the elevator and Michael pressed the number six button on the right side of the door. The elevator was made entirely of thick glass and had red and yellow lights flashing everywhere. There was also a TV beside the elevator buttons. “Can you watch something on that TV Michael?” I asked pointing at it. “No, sweetie.” He said. “That’s not a TV. It’s a security camera. Everyone who sets foot in this elevator is monitored. This area of my house has restricted access. Only certain people are allowed through unless they’re with me. As soon as someone steps in here that TV does a full body scan on every person just in case someone gets in and has drugs or weapons on them.” I was simply amazed. “What happens if they do?” I asked. “The elevator’s alarm goes off and that person gets locked in. The police and my security arrive within seconds, they pry open these doors and arrest that person.” “Has that ever happened?” I asked fascinated. “I can’t tell you that. I’m sorry.” “That’s ok.” I replied. At that moment, I knew the answer to that was a definite ‘yes’. Suddenly, a thought came to mind. “Michael, does this mean that camera can see us without our clothes on?” He then laughed loudly. “No, Chey.” He said between laughs. “It’s not that kind of body scan. It’s just a laser beam that detects metal, weapons or any kind of drug substances. You’re safe, don’t worry.” He continued laughing. “Hey don’t laugh at me!” I said whining. “I’m not sweetie.” He replied. “It’s just the way you asked me that question was so adorable.” I smiled. We then reached the sixth floor. Michael and I stepped out of the elevator. We took a few short steps then came to a beautiful oak door with Michael’s name on it. “Is this your room?” I asked. “Yes.” Michael said smiling. He entered what seemed to be a very long security code on a keypad next to his door and it suddenly opened on its own. “Is it ok if I go inside?” I asked worried. Michael giggled. “Of course. Let’s go.” He took my hand in his and we both went inside the room. I stood there by the door looking around in total shock. Michael had his albums, pictures of his family, sofas, tables, games, stuffed animals, bottled water and a million other things in this room. I noticed his room was built in sections and again, there were glass doors everywhere. “WOW! Michael this room is cool!” I said smiling. “Thank you. I’ll show you around.” He said. He showed me the other sections of his room which included a Jacuzzi, hot tub, stand in shower, marble bathtub, two gold sinks, an automatic toilet, and of course, a huge water bed. “You like waterbeds Michael?” I asked. “Yes.” He replied. “They’re bouncy and very comfortable.” Without thinking, I ran over to his bed and jumped on it, lying on my back. “Oops! I’m sorry. Do you mind?” I asked. Michael laughed. “Of course not.” He said politely. “Will you join me?” I asked winking. Michael smiled as he began walking towards me. “Uh huh.” I said. “Without your towel.” I replied pointing directly at it. Michael giggled cutely as he took off his towel. I then got up from the bed and did the same. “Come to me please.” I asked. He did. “Sweetie, we just did this.” He said shyly. “I don’t think I can do it again so soon.” “Who said we were going to?” I asked. “I just want to explore with you, that’s all.” We started kissing again and I grabbed both of his hands. I put one on my right breast and the other inside me. “Go as deep as you want my love.” I whispered. Michael then placed all of his lovely fingers inside me and began twisting them in different directions. It was driving me crazy. I begged him to go faster. He kept pushing his fingers in and out of me and repeated the process until I became so wet that his fingers became drenched. “You like that don’t you?” He asked. “Of course. I love you.” I replied. “I love you more, Cheyenne.” He said. I have been waiting to hear those words my entire life. I thought. My ears wanted to hear them again but I knew now wasn’t the right time to say it again. Michael then put his hands on my back and carefully pushed me back onto his bed. He started touching my body all over as if he were trying to locate a play spot. “I love your body.” He said. “I love the way it looks, feels and smells. I’m dying to find out how it tastes.” He then winked at me again. “I won’t stop you baby.” I said winking back. He began licking me all over as if I were an ice cream cone. He made beautiful sounds as he did it and I could not stop from moaning. “Michael, your tongue feels sooo good. Please keep going.” I said. He spread my legs open and licked the inner parts of my thighs not missing a single crevice. He then kissed my knees and put my toes in his mouth. “You taste like chocolate.” He whispered. I giggled to myself thinking about how sweet his comment was. He then worked his way up to my waist and started kissing my arms. When he arrived at my neck, he did the same. Then, he started sucking on it very hard. I gasped and gently pushed him away. “No Michael!” I screamed frantically. “What’s wrong?” He asked worried. “You can’t do that. It will leave a huge mark like a hickie and people will notice it.” “You’re right.” He said. “I completely forgot. Don’t worry, I know another perfect place. No one will know it’s there. I promise.” He said. He pulled me towards him and sucked on the skin beside my left nipple on my breast. I held his head with my hands as he kept sucking harder and harder. When Michael was finished, I looked at it and noticed a huge, dark brown spot. “That’s one of my favorite spots on you.” He said winking. “How sweet. I’m sure it will stay there for a long time. Thank you.” I replied winking back. “Now it’s my turn to give you one.” I said. I grabbed him gently by his waist and carefully lay him down on his bed. It bounced back and fourth as we moved on it. “This bed feels squishy.” I said giggling. “That’s why I like it.” Michael said giggling. I started kissing his neck and worked my way down to his stomach kissing every inch of it. I then reached down and grabbed his penis in my hand. Michael knew exactly what I was going to do. He started giggling to himself. “Oh my God Chey! Not THERE!” He screamed. “I let you choose your favorite spot.” I said lustfully. “Now I’ve chosen mine.” Michael became shaky and nervous. I tried to comfort him. “You know you want it baby. Don’t fight it.” I said. “You’re right.” He replied smiling. I then pressed his penis against my hand and lowered my head towards it. I used my tongue and sucked on the side of it. After a short while, I stopped and noticed the mark left behind wasn’t as dark as the one Michael had placed on me. “Looks like you need to do it harder sweetie.” Michael said jokingly. “I don’t have a problem with that.” I said smiling. “You taste so good. I could do this for hours.” I then tried again, licking and sucking as hard as I could. I noticed Michael was squirming and moaning like crazy. “You like it?” I asked. “Yes, please keep going.” He begged. I did just that until I couldn’t take it any more. I was totally wet all over again and I didn’t want to get my fluids all over Michael’s bed even though I knew he wouldn’t mind. I stopped again and looked at Michael’s big, yummy penis and smiled. “Oh baby, that looks perfect!” I said. “It took a lot of time and effort but it was fun and so worth it.” “Believe me, it felt incredible. Thank you.” Michael said. “You’re welcome my love. It felt so good in my mouth. I got hot just touching it.” I said. Michael smiled. “You know you can always— OH MY GOD! HOT! THE DRYER!” Michael screamed. I gasped. “My dress! I forgot all about it. We better go get it.” I said. We jumped off the bed, put our towels back on and ran out of Michael’s room. As soon as we got to the elevator, Michael forgot his code to go back down. “I can’t remember it now.” He said frantically. “Just calm down, and think.” I said. After a few minutes, it came to him and he entered it. “I can never forget that code.” He said. “It’s very important.” “Don’t worry.” I said. “Everyone forgets things at times. Just like I forgot about my dress.” Michael then grabbed me and kissed my cheek. “Chey, we have a few minutes before we get to the bottom.” He said winking. I knew just what he wanted. I pressed my lips against his and we had another brief make out session in Michael’s elevator. After a short while, the doors opened and we were back at the West Wing section of the house. We scurried into the laundry room and noticed the dryer had shut off automatically. Michael went over to it, pulled out my clothes and handed them to me. “Here you go sweetie. All done.” He said happily. “Thank you so much.” I replied. “It’s not even wrinkled! We don’t have to iron it.” “This dryer has a special anti-wrinkle system built into it.” Michael explained. “I never have time to iron my clothes because I always need them right away. That’s why I have this dryer.” “That’s incredible.” I said. “Michael, you have some of the most amazing and unique things I have ever seen in my life. I one of these dryers for my house.” Michael laughed. “Sure, if you have ten thousand dollars.” He replied. “That’s how much they cost.” “WHOA!” I screamed. “Maybe one day if I become famous like you, I’ll get one.” I said laughing. “You can change here.” He said. “I’ll be outside. We’ll leave when you’re ready to go.” He turned towards the door and started to leave. I grabbed his hand instantly. “Michael, don’t go.” I whispered in his ear. “You were here when I took my clothes off. Now you won’t stay when I put them back on?” “Of course I will sweetheart.” Michael whispered. “I wanted to be a gentleman and give you some privacy just in case you needed it. I was hoping you’d let me stay.” “That’s sweet.” I said. “I never want privacy when you’re around. I’d walk around all day in a towel like this with you if I could.” “I would too Chey.” Michael said as he faced me. I giggled and so did he. I took off my towel and gave it to him. He then examined me from head to toe licking his lips and moaning to himself. “What are you looking at?” I asked winking. “I just want to see you like this one last time before you put your clothes on.” He replied. “Well, if you want, the two of us can stay like this all night.” I replied without thinking. Michael giggled. “If you keep tempting me like this, I might just have to spill lemonade on you again at the next party.” Michael said laughing. “I’m looking forward to it.” I replied. I then put my clothes on. Michael was nice enough to help me with my zipper at the back of my dress. He then put his clothes on and I helped him with his dazzling gold trims. “Michael, you look like a real King in this outfit.” I said smiling. He blushed. “Thank you, sweetie.” We held hands and headed out the laundry room and out of the main entrance doors where Michael’s limo was parked. “Perfect timing, Sir.” His chauffeur said. He opened the door for the two of us and we hopped in the backseat. “How long were we gone?” I asked Michael. “Not that long surprisingly.” He replied. “Only two and a half hours.” “TWO AND A HALF HOURS?!” I screamed. “That’s a long time! I thought we’d be back within an hour or so.” “Well, we would’ve if we didn’t—““SHHHH!” I interrupted as I put my finger on Michael’s mouth. “Keep it in the closet remember.” I said. I then removed my finger from his mouth. “I was going to say if we didn’t do the tour of the house.” He said laughing. “OOPS! I knew that.” I said. We both let out a huge laugh and were on our way back to the party. 
