Chapter 3: In the Spotlight…
25 minutes later, we arrived back at the red carpet entrance at the front of the auditorium. “Drive us to the back where you picked us up, please.” Michael told the driver. He then turned the limo around and did just that. “We better go in separately.” Michael said to me. “If people see us walk in together, they’ll know we left together too.” “You’re right.” I said. “We should split up. I’ll go first. That way the attention isn’t just on you.” “Sounds good. Thank you.” Michael said. I smiled. The driver parked the limo and stood in front of my door ready to open it. “You’re sure you’ll be ok walking in alone?” Michael asked. “Of course.” I replied. “I’ll be fine. I have the perfect excuse. I’ll just tell my parents I was in the upstairs restroom cleaning my dress because I accidentally spilt juice all over it.” I then laughed and so did Michael. I got up from my seat ready to go out when Michael suddenly grabbed my hand and pulled me towards him. “I’m so happy, sweetheart.” He whispered in my ear. “Thank you so much for tonight. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did.” He then gently kissed my cheek. “I did, Michael.” I whispered to him. “Thank you for making this the most wonderful night of my life. I love you.” “I love you more Cheyenne.” The driver opened the door and I stepped out of the limo. I looked back at Michael and waved to him as he waited for me to enter the dining hall. I took a deep breath and walked up the stairs around the back entrance. I then looked back at Michael’s chauffeur to signal him that I was entering the main hall and Michael should also come in soon. I entered the main hall only to see my parents running over to me. “THERE YOU ARE!” My dad screamed. “We’ve been looking all over for you, young lady!” My mom said. “Can you two please keep it down? This is really embarrassing.” I whispered. “First, tell us where have you been? We’ve asked almost everyone here and no one has seen you for almost three hours.” My dad said. “I was in the ladies room upstairs fixing my dress. I was drinking a glass of lemonade and I accidentally spilt it on me. I wanted to go to the dry cleaners across the street but I knew you two wouldn’t let me go there alone and going home to change was obviously out of the question.” I was praying they would believe my story. “Well, that’s still no excuse but it’s fine I guess.” My mom said. I was relieved! “Well, never mind all that.” My dad said. “You’re back now and there’s a lot more people I have to introduce you to.” At least they bought it! I thought. Just then, my mom started staring at my face. “Chey, I think you’re missing an earring.” I gasped. MY EARRING! I yelled to myself. Where could it be? How did I lose it? It must’ve fallen on Michael’s bed! “I’m sure it’s around here somewhere. I’ll find it.” I said worrying. I quickly removed the other one so people wouldn’t think the daughter of the owner of Epic Records was uncoordinated. “Mom, where’s my shawl and purse?” “Right here, with me.” She said. She handed them to me and I put my earring inside my purse. Suddenly, everyone started cheering. Here he comes. I said to myself. All heads were turned to the front as Michael made his grand entrance for the second time. “There he is!” People were saying as they ran over to him. I stared at him and admired his beauty from afar. “I’m sorry everyone.” He said loudly. “I had something to take care of. But I’m back now so let’s party.” Everyone clapped and whistled. He saw me right away. He looked at me and winked. I did the same, blowing him a kiss discreetly. 

Dad took me around the room again and introduced my mom and me to some very distinguished people. Michael and I lost touch completely when we got back. I noticed Brooke was screaming at him in private on the balcony upstairs. It really bothered me that she was being disrespectful and rude to him but I didn’t want to butt in so I stayed with my parents. I wondered where Emmanuel was. I didn’t see him after his entrance with Michael earlier. Maybe he had to leave suddenly. I thought. “Chey, I’m going to call Ms. Thomas to check on her and the kids. Looks like we’re going to be here for a while longer.” My mom said. ‘ALRIGHT!” I yelled foolishly. “Why are you so happy?” She asked looking confused. “Uhh, well I like being here. It’s fun and entertaining.” I said trying to sound professional. “Uh huh, well just stay with your father so we don’t lose you again. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” She then walked away. Following my dad around became dull and boring. I felt like I was his tail. He kept babbling about his business with all of these older people. I started to feel left out. “Dad?” I whispered tugging on his shirt. “What is it?” He asked. “I’m bored. Can I walk around for a while? I promise I won’t be long.” “Fine. But stay in this room so we know where you are this time.” “Thanks.” I said running off. I walked over to the ice cream bar and started reading all the different flavors on the menu out loud. “Chocolate, vanilla, strawberry, mango, mint, maple walnut…” “They don’t taste as good as you do.” A voice whispered behind me. I knew exactly who it was! I quickly turned around and jumped in his arms. “I missed you.” I whispered in Michael’s ear. “Me too.” He replied. “You dropped this, sweetie.” He said showing me my earring in his hand. “You found it!” I screamed happily. “Where was it?” “In my limo. I noticed it before I got out. It must’ve fallen or slipped off your ear somehow.” I sighed with relief. “I’m so glad you found it. I had to take the other one off so people wouldn’t laugh at me.” “Go get the other one please.” Michael asked. “I’d like to put them on you.” “Ok. Be right back.” I immediately flew over to our table where I left my purse and shawl and grabbed the other one. I went over to Michael and gave them both to him. He gently put the right one on first, then the left. “There.” He said smiling. “That looks lovely.” “Thank you, Michael.” I said smiling. 

Just as I was about to walk away, I noticed Brooke appeared in Michael’s face again. Completely ignoring me, she started swearing at him and caused a scene in front of everyone. I noticed people’s heads were turning towards her as she spoke. I’m going to let her have it this time! I said to myself. “Excuse me?” I yelled interrupting her. “I don’t mean to interfere, but you shouldn’t be talking to him that way, especially on his big night in front of all these people. If you have something personal to say, I recommend you say it to him politely and privately. I noticed you two arguing about something earlier and I kept my mouth shut. I know Michael’s too much of a gentleman to say this himself so I’m going to say it for him: Show some respect and don’t cause a scene in front of the people he works with. He may be the King of Pop but he’s also a human being who has feelings. He also deserves to be treated fairly.” Brooke was stunned. I turned my back and walked away from her. People started clapping as if I had just won a medal. Michael’s facial expression was priceless. He ran over to me, grabbed my hand and took me outside the room. “Why did you do that?” He asked. “I didn’t like her attitude towards you.” I said. “She’s very mean and that’s not right.” Michael’s eyes began to fill. I didn’t want him to cry. Especially on such a big night with everyone around. “Please don’t cry.” I said. “Did I do or say something wrong?” “No sweetie. He said touching my cheek gently. “No one’s ever stood up for me like that before. I don’t know what to say. I’m so touched. I’m glad I met you tonight. God bless you.” Suddenly, my eyes were filling. “You’re welcome, Michael. You deserve it.” He pulled me towards him and gave me a hug. It felt so comforting to be held by him. I hugged his amazing body tightly and closed my eyes hoping to freeze the moment. He then whispered “Chey?” “Yes?” “Just so you know that mark is still there.” He said giggling, trying to lighten the moment. We both laughed then let go of each other. “We better get back in there.” I said. “My parents will freak if they find out I’m gone again.” We both walked back to the dining hall. Luckily, my mom was still nowhere to be found and my dad was too busy talking to notice I was gone. “Michael, where is Emmanuel?” I asked. “He had to leave.” He replied. “He has two parties to attend this evening.” “We better separate again for a little while.” Michael said. “Good idea. Love you.” I said smiling. Michael giggled shyly. “Love you more.” I walked back over to my dad who was still talking away. “This is my daughter, Cheyenne.” He said to someone again with pride. “She’s going to be the next Whitney Houston!” “DAD!” I said. “Stop it.” “Bill, she’s lovely.” The man next to my dad said. “Thanks.” I replied. My mom suddenly came back and started fixing my hair. “Ms. Thomas is fine and the kids are in bed.” She announced. My dad didn’t pay attention and I didn’t really care. I looked over at Michael across the room. He was mingling with Brooke holding his arm firmly by his side. I could tell he felt uncomfortable with her. “She’s got a good man on her arm and she doesn’t even know it.” I said out loud. “Who are you talking about?” My mom asked. “No one.” I said. “I was thinking about a name for my new song.” 
As the night continued, dinner was served, speeches were said, and the dessert was presented at the buffet table. My mouth watered just looking at it all. “Which one should I choose?” My mom asked. “Just pick one or two.” My dad said. “I’m sure they all taste good.” “Not as good as chocolate.” Michael said as he walked past me. I started blushing. I whispered “Shhh!” Michael then giggled and walked away. He is so cute! I said to myself. After we had dessert, it was time for dancing. “Valerie, we should dance. It’s proper etiquette in a place like this.” My dad said. “Maybe later, Bill.” My mom replied. “The night is still young and there are still some people I’d like to say hello to.” She then got up from the table and walked across the room over to a few people standing on the other side. “Looks like I better go mingle some more too.” My dad said. “You’ll be ok by yourself right pumpkin?” “Yeah sure, dad.” I said. “Go ahead. I’ll be fine.” He smiled and walked over to another table with people. I didn’t see Michael anywhere. I started to worry. Maybe he left early. I thought to myself. The idea of not knowing bugged me. I decided to go look for him. I asked a lady who is a co-worker and personal friend of my dad to watch my purse and shawl. After handing them to her, I began walking around wondering where Michael was. I couldn’t see him anywhere! He must be outside again. I thought. I went over to the main entrance doors – he wasn’t there. I then went upstairs to the third floor balcony – he wasn’t there either. This is serious. I thought. Where could he be? As I walked down the stairs to go back to the dining hall, a hand reached over and covered my mouth so I couldn’t scream. “It’s me Chey.” A voice said. “Jeez, I thought you were a kidnapper!” I said as Michael removed his hand from my mouth. He then started to laugh. “I’m sorry. Come here.” He took my hand and gently placed me against the wall behind us. We were both standing next to a dark and secluded area of the auditorium underneath the staircase. “Michael, I’m sorry about earlier.” I said. “I didn’t mean to come in between you and Ms. Shields. I just couldn’t stand there and listen to her talk to you that way.” “Don’t worry sweetheart.” He replied. “She always says things like that when she thinks I don’t pay enough attention to her. I do my best with her but it seems like not enough sometimes.” “She’s not the one for you then.” I said honestly. “If a person tries their best to give another all the attention they can and the other person needs or wants more then they get, that person is too clingy and will always feel insecure. I think that’s what her problem is.” Oh my God! I thought to myself. What am I? Michael Jackson’s relationship counselor? Michael giggled. “You’re right. I’ll deal with her later.” He said. “Would you like to dance?” Me? Dance with Michael Jackson? The dancing God? “I’m not very good at it.” I replied. “It’s ok.” He said. “I’m not either.” I laughed out loud. “Are you kidding me?! You’re Michael Jackson.” I said with pride. “I know.” He said smiling. “I just don’t think there’s anything special about what I do. It’s just something I love and enjoy. I feel the same way you do about music.” “But I will never be as good as you are.” I replied. “Aww that’s sweet. Thank you.” He said as he kissed my lips gently. “We can slow dance. I’d really love that.” He whispered. “I can never say no to you.” I whispered. Suddenly, I heard my dad’s voice. “Chey! Chey where are you?” “Oh no, that’s my dad!” I whispered. “Shh, just stay here and don’t move.” Michael said. Michael came really close to me and covered me with his entire body. I licked my lips and winked at him. “Chey, not here.” He whispered winking back. “I wasn’t thinking that at all.” I replied giggling. “I better go.” I said. “My parents will be furious if they have to keep looking for me all night.” “Ok sweetie.” Michael said. “Don’t forget you still owe me a dance.” “I won’t forget.” I said as I gently pushed him away and walked over to my dad. “I keep losing you, pumpkin.” My dad said. “I was in the restroom.” I said. “Where’s your mother?” He asked. “I’m right here, Bill.” My mom said from behind us. “Let’s go.” She said. My dad took her hand and romantically led her to the dance floor. I stood there and watched the two of them dance to Michael’s “Liberian Girl.” “This is such a beautiful song.” I said to myself out loud. “It’s yours, my love.” Michael said walking past me. “Why do you keep doing that?” I asked. “I’m Michael Jackson. I can do anything.” He said winking as he walked away. I giggled to myself. I walked over to our table and sat down. After Liberian Girl, another slow song came on. Michael then led Brooke to the dance floor and they both embraced while dancing. I didn’t feel jealous at all. At least I got in his pants! I thought to myself laughing. Shortly after, my mom came and sat next to me. “Are you tired dear?” She asked. “A little. But I’m enjoying myself. Are we leaving soon?” “Yes. As soon as your father stops chatting with every single person he sees.” My mom said. “So, what was it like meeting the King?” She asked. “It was great.” I said smiling. “He’s a really nice guy. I’d love to do him again.” I said accidentally. “You want to what?” My mom asked. “I said I’d love to make a song with him one day.” “Well I’m sure if you asked him, he wouldn’t say no.” “Oh you got that right.” I said giggling. “What’s so funny?” She asked. “Inside joke mom, you wouldn’t get it.” 
At that moment, the music suddenly stopped and there was pin drop silence in the room. What’s going on? I asked myself. The lights were suddenly turned off and a white spotlight turned on in the middle of the room. Everyone began cheering loudly. “Oh my God!” I said out loud. “Michael’s going to perform!!” I then stood up and starting to whistle. At last, we heard footsteps and noticed an image of white, glittery socks walking across the stage…

