Chapter 4: Lovin’ Some Lemonade…
I instantly had this feeling like my heart stopped beating. I knew what was going to happen but didn’t ever dream of seeing it person. As I caught sight of Michael’s glove, I quickly left my parents side who were standing at our table and ran towards the center of the room to get a better look. I heard my mom yelling “Chey! Get back here!” But I kept on running. I pushed past the reporters because I knew this was a once in a lifetime opportunity for me. They will always have another chance to see the King perform live. As soon as I reached near the center, the beat of “Billie Jean” played and the energy inside the dining hall was incredible. People were whistling and clapping as Michael gently pulled his fedora down over his beautiful eyes. I knew he was going to show us his magic. He sang the words himself as the beat played in the background. I couldn’t help but move my feet as I watched him sing and dance the night away. It was a beautiful moment. His glittery glove and socks shined like diamonds under the crystal ball. His sparkly black jacket shimmered like black beads as he moved with every strike of the beat. He then did his signature moonwalk and stood on his toes for at least five seconds. “How does he do that?” I asked myself amazed. The crowd whistled louder and everyone’s cameras were flicking like crazy. My dad was also taking pictures from every angle he could see from. Once the song was over, Michael did his freestyle dancing to the beat like he always did. Brooke is standing directly opposite me. She’s staring at me with so much hate and rage in her eyes. “What did I do to her?” I asked myself. I didn’t want to miss Michael’s dancing so I focused on him again. It was now time for Michael to throw his fedora at someone. I knew I was ready. Brooke has this “You’ll never get it bitch” look on her face. “We’ll see who gets it.” I said to myself. Just then, Michael threw his fedora to his left. “It’s mine! It’s mine!” I yelled running over to grab it. People were crowding and running into everyone just to get their hands on it. As soon as I managed to get a hold of it, someone from behind pushed me violently and Michael’s fedora slipped out of my hand. “NOOO!” I yelled running after it. I knew I had to break free from the crowd so I dove in again, hoping to get my hands on it. I pushed and pulled my way through hundreds of people. Finally, after people were throwing it around in the air, it landed on the ground. I scooped it up and put it on my head just as Brooke laid her right hand on it. I then winked at her as a way of saying “Ha! I got it.” She then gave me a very mean look and walked away without saying a word. I knew she was mad. Michael then bowed to his audience as everyone was on their feet giving him a standing ovation. He then looked over at me and winked with his beautiful smile. I quickly became shy and looked down, putting one hand on his fedora. He then left the center stage and ran to a back room. I felt like I was going to faint. I had Michael’s fedora and no one else did! My parents suddenly rushed over to me. “Chey! You caught it!” My dad yelled. “How did you manage to get through all those people?” My mom asked. “It was easy!” I said acting like it was no big deal. “I just didn’t give up. I almost lost it because some fool shoved me and it slipped out of my hands, but I caught it again!” I spoke loudly on purpose so Brooke would hear me and get jealous. It looked like it worked! 
After some more mingling, my dad said the words I didn’t want to hear. “Well, it looks like the shows over! Time to go home.” I was sad. “Yes Bill.” My mom said. “It’s late and we must get going.” “NOOO!” I yelled. “Can’t we stay a little longer? Please? Please?” “Chey, it’s very late. Your father has work tomorrow and there’s a lot more prep work that needs to be done this week for your upcoming CD.” I sighed. “Ok fine. I guess we better go.” I said. I walked behind my parents as they both went around the room saying thank you and goodbye to everyone. I kept turning my head looking for Michael but I couldn’t find him. “He must have left from the back.” I said to myself. “The limo must be outside.” My dad said. “We better not keep the driver waiting or he’ll charge it to the company.” I knew it was time to go but something was stopping me from walking out the door. I walked slowly when suddenly a hand touched my waist and I heard “Please don’t go.” I quickly turned around. “You’re back!” I yelled childishly. “Did you think I was going to leave without saying goodbye?” Michael asked. “No, but I figured you’d be tired and want to leave from the back exit.” “Oh no, I’m not leaving yet.” He said. “Did you like the performance?” “Of course!” I said happily. “I caught your fedora.” Michael giggled cutely. “I can see that.” He said tapping on my head. “Chey!” My mom yelled from behind. “Let’s go. Dad’s waiting.” “Wait here please.” Michael said to me as he walked over to my mom. They both started talking about something and suddenly my mom started to laugh. She then waved to me and left the room. Michael ran back to me. “I told your mom I’d take you home.” He said smiling. I was in heaven again. Is this REALLY happening? I thought. “Thank you, but I don’t want to cause any trouble.” I said. “Also, I really don’t feel comfortable being in the same car as Brooke. I think after catching your fedora she hates me even more.” Michael laughed. “She doesn’t hate you.” He said. “She just doesn’t know you.” “I don’t think she wants to know me.” I said. “That’s ok.” Michael said. “As long as I know you, I’m happy.” I smiled. He always knows what to say. “You can stay with me.” He said. “I told your mom I’d drop you home and we might be late.” He then winked at me. I knew what he had on his mind. “Michael…no!” He laughed. “What?” “I don’t think this is a good place for that type of thing to happen.” “What type of thing?” Brooke asked as she walked over to us. “We were talking about the music business.” Michael said. I didn’t want to be anywhere near her. “Well, I feel like PUNCH.” I said looking directly at Brooke. “I’m going to get some. Would you like some too Michael?” “I’m fine.” He replied. “Got that right.” I said winking at him. He giggled shyly. I then walked over to the punch bowl and poured myself a glass. Brooke was talking to Michael about something serious. I could tell he wasn’t happy. I had an urge to walk over and slap her across the face but I knew that wouldn’t be appropriate. I also didn’t want to jeopardize my new relationship with the King. 
After a short while, Michael walked over to me and hugged my shoulder. “I’m sorry about that.” He said. “Don’t be.” I said grabbing his hand and holding it. “I don’t mind.” Just then, a slow song started to play and the DJ announced it was the last song of the evening. “May I have this dance?” Michael asked offering me his hand. “Sure.” I replied putting my hand in his. He then escorted me to the dance floor and held me close from my waist. The song playing was called “At Last” by Etta James. “This is my favorite song by her.” Michael said. “Mine too. Her voice is incredible.” I said. We both closed our eyes and held each other tightly swaying to the beat of the song. I felt like I was dancing on clouds and there was no one else in the room but Michael and I. “You’re a great slow dancer.” Michael said. “No way.” I replied. “I don’t even know how to move. I’m just following you.” He giggled. “It’s easy once you get used to it.” After the song was over, Michael looked around and noticed Brooke was gone. “She must have left.” He said. “Maybe you should find out, just in case.” I said. “I don’t need to.” He replied. “If she’s not here, then she’s gone.” I felt bad. “Maybe you should’ve had that last dance with her instead.” “I’ve slow danced with her a million times.” Michael said. “It’s not a big deal if I choose someone else for once.” “You’re right.” I said. “She’ll be ok right?” “Yes. I’ll deal with her when I have time.” He said laughing. “I’ll take you home now.” Suddenly, a group of newspaper editors and photographers swarmed all over us wanting to take pictures of Michael for the last time. “Do you mind?” He asked letting go of my hand. “Of course not.” I said. “I’ll meet you on the balcony upstairs. I need some air.” I grabbed my purse and shawl and walked away towards the stairs to the balcony. When I got there, I opened the glass doors. It was really windy outside so I wrapped my shawl around my shoulders. “This is where it all began.” I said to myself giggling. I then had a fantastic idea! I searched through my purse to find a pen and luckily I found one! Underneath the railing on the balcony, I wrote “Chey loves Michael” and the date. Maybe in a few years I can come back and see if this is still here. I said to myself. I put my pen back in my purse and heard footsteps. I turned around and Michael was behind me. “I saw that Chey.” He said winking at me. I started to blush. “You did?” I asked. “Yes. You wrote something. What was it?” “Come take a look.” I said. Michael then walked over and kneeled down to read what I wrote. “That’s so sweet.” He said kissing my forehead. “Thank you. I’d like to come back here again in a few years to see if it’s still there.” “I think it will be.” Michael said smiling. “I’ll take you home now.” He said. “Michael…” “Yes?” “I’d rather go with you to your house again.” I said winking. He giggled then covered his face with his hands. “Is it ok?” I asked pulling his hands away. “I’d love to take you home with me but I don’t want your parents to get upset.” He said. “You’re right.” I said. “My dad will probably call this place and ask if I’m still here. If someone says ‘no’ he’ll lose it and send the police out looking for me.” Michael laughed. “Is he really that bad?” “Oh yeah, my dad’s really over-protective. It’s annoying.” “That’s because you’re his little girl and a soon to be superstar.” Michael said smiling. “Aw, thank you.” I replied. “It’s really late sweetie. Let’s go.” He said as he took my hand and walked me down the stairs towards the back exit. 
When we reached the back doors, Michael’s limo hadn’t arrived yet. “He should be here any minute.” Michael said. “No problem. I get to spend more time with you.” I said smiling. “Come here girl.” He said pulling me towards him. We shared another long passionate kiss. Michael’s lips felt so soft. His hands were grabbing me tightly around my waist. Suddenly, we heard a car coming. Michael quickly pulled away. “He’s here.” He said. “That was beautiful. Thank you.” I whispered. He looked at me and smiled. Behind him was a bright light that shined right on the side of his face. “Michael, you’re an Angel.” I said to myself. “Did you say something Chey?” “No, I was just thinking.” I said. The driver stopped the car and opened our door. We both jumped in quickly and Michael closed the door. “Where do you live sweetie?” The driver asked me. I gave him my address and he said he’d be happy to drive me home. “Michael, I’d really like to see you again if that’s ok.” I said. He smiled. “Of course it’s ok.” He said smiling. “I’ll call you so we can set up a time and meet again. What’s your number?” I immediately opened my purse and grabbed my pen. Sadly, I didn’t have a piece of paper to write on. “Here.” Michael said offering me his hand. “Write it on my hand.” “Are you sure it won’t fade or wear off?” I asked concerned. “I have a really good memory.” He said. “I’ll have it memorized before I get home. I promise.” I put my left hand underneath his and carefully wrote my name and number on the inside of Michael’s palm. He giggled cutely as I wrote it. “That tickles Chey.” He said. “Sorry. I’ll be quick.” “Oh no don’t be. Things that feel good shouldn’t be rushed.” He said winking at me. “Michael…no!” I said. “I didn’t mean it that way.” He said laughing. I wrote my name and number on his hand and drew a big heart around it. “There you go.” I said smiling. “Thank you. I’ll be sure to call you as soon as I can.” “Ok. Take your time.” I said. “I have my own line so you can call me whenever you’re free. If I don’t answer you can leave a message too.” “Thanks for letting me know.” He said. “Come sit next to me please.” I got up and did just that. Michael’s hand snuck over and held mine again. We looked into each other’s eyes and stared for the longest time. Suddenly, Michael started to sing. “You came and you changed me girl, a feeling so true, Liberian girl, you know that you came and you changed my world, just like in the movies, with two lovers in a scene, and she says ‘do you love me?’ and he says ‘so endlessly’ I love you Liberian girl…” I gasped. “That’s one of my favorite songs.” I yelled. “That song reminded me of you just now.” He said. “You have the sweetest voice in the world. I wish I could hear you sing all the time.” I said. “How about I call you one day and sing to you until you fall asleep?” I smiled. “That would be great!” “Ok. I’ll do that for you. I promise.” Just then, the driver stopped the car. “You’re home now sweetie. Safe and sound.” Michael said. I hugged him tightly and didn’t want to let him go. “Thank you so much for everything.” I whispered. “I had such a wonderful night with you and I’m so glad we met.” Michael gently put his hand on my hand and ran his fingers through my hair. “It’s ok sweetie.” He whispered. “I’m glad I met you too. I’ll definitely see you again. I promise. I won’t lose you my love.” I felt so much better. I let go of him but he wouldn’t let go of my hand. “I should go inside before my parents come running out here. Not to mention my brother and sister.” “You have siblings?” Michael asked. “Yes.” I said. “An annoying brother and an even more annoying sister.” Michael laughed. “Is it ok if I meet them?” He asked. “I’m sure they’re in bed.” “Oh right. It’s a school night.” Michael said. “Yeah it is. I almost didn’t come to the party because of that. I had to beg my parents and the only reason they let me is because of my CD release at the end of the year.” Michael touched my cheek gently. “I’m so glad they let you come. Otherwise I never would’ve met you.” “I know. I’m so happy about that. I’ll never forget this day as long as I live.” I said smiling. “You should go inside the house now.” Michael said. He let go of my hand and opened the car door for me. Just as I was about to leave, he closed the door and put me onto his lap. “Chey?” I giggled. “Yes?” “I love you very much.” He whispered as he kissed my ear. “I love you too Michael.” I whispered back. “Promise me something.” “Anything.” “Next time you drink lemonade, you’ll remember this night.” I smiled and looked in his eyes. “Even if I don’t drink lemonade I’ll still remember this night.” I said. He then kissed me so deeply and opened the car door. I stepped out and saw him wink at me one last time before I closed the door. I stood there in the driveway and waved as he drove off. Michael opened his sunroof window and waved back at me with his shiny white glove in the air. 

I skipped my way to the front door and opened it with my key. As soon as I got in the door, my irritating siblings ran over to me yelling in my ear. “So how was it? Did you meet him? What does he look like? Did he sing and dance? Did you get an autograph? What does he sound like in real life? Is he tall? Is he short? Is he cute?” “SHUTUP!” I yelled. “I’ll answer your questions tomorrow. I’m very tired. What are you two still doing up? Don’t you both have school tomorrow?” I asked. “Yeah but dad said we could stay up and wait for you.” My brother said. “Well, I’m tired. I’m going to bed.” I replied. “Can you at least tell us if you met him?” Celeste asked. “Yes, I met him. He’s a great guy. He performed Billie Jean and I might see him again one day. Happy now?” I said. My siblings started screaming like little girls. “Go to bed.” I said. I marched up the stairs to my room and closed the door behind me. I turned on the light and started changing my clothes. I walked across my stand up mirror and noticed the mark Michael left on my chest. It was still very dark and noticeable. I giggled to myself as I looked at it. I then grabbed my nightgown that was lying on my bed and quickly put it on. I went over to my makeup table and took off my earrings. “He really likes these.” I said to myself looking at them. “I’ll keep them forever.” I put them safely in my jewelry box, washed off my makeup, turned my bedroom light off and climbed into bed. “What a night.” I said to myself. “Lemonade is my favorite drink in the whole world.” I said giggling. I closed my eyes and started having visions of everything that happened. Seeing Michael with Brooke, us drinking lemonade, him spilling it on me, me going to his house, the tour he gave me, meeting his brothers, I saw everything as if I were re-living it again. I then drifted off to sleep. A while later, I heard a car approaching the driveway…
