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This is our first Michael Jackson Fan Fiction. Ashley came up with the original concept & wrote the first half. She then emailed the story to me & I created the second half. The story takes place during the Bad era when Michael was on Tour in 1989. We are aware that he traveled to Japan for this particular tour however this story takes place in New York. We’ve both tried our best to make this story as realistic as possible. The romance parts are of course our fantasy! (
Chapter One: In the Beginning…
As I stood in the middle of the yard watching the sunset just over the cliff, I felt enchanted with the possibilities that all my dreams could come true. “ASHLEY!” A loud screeching voice came from the house. I turned and said “What ma?”  “Telephone for you!” I ran towards the house. I grabbed the phone from my mother and she walked out of the room. I put the receiver to my ear. I heard a voice on the other end ask “Is this Ashley?” “Yes it is. Who are you? What is this call regarding?” “My name is Bethany Charles. I’m looking for an efficient worker who can assist me and the other crew members for the upcoming Michael Jackson “Bad” tour. We noticed you applied for this position on Michael’s website and you’ve been selected for an information session. When are you available to come in and attend?” As soon as she said that my whole face went numb and my mouth fell open! I was speechless for about 30 seconds. I asked “Is this a joke? How did you end up calling me?” Bethany said “Well, we checked your references and they were excellent. They all said you work extremely well under enormous amounts of pressure. We’re looking for someone who has a desire to learn and go above and beyond certain expectations. As you know, Michael is very selective with whom he works with.” I started shaking. “Ok.” I said sounding all excited. “When do I start?” “We’d like you to come in as soon as possible. Time is very limited for us seeing as the tour will begin tonight at Madison Square Garden. Are you able to come to Madison Square this afternoon?” “Of course!” I yelled. “I’ll be there before you can even blink. I’m on my way now! See you then. THANKS!”  I slammed down the receiver and flew past my mom. “What happened?” She asked. I yelled from my room grabbing my jacket “I GOT A JOB!!” She walked in my room. “Well sit down, tell me all about it.” “Sorry, I can’t. I have to meet with the recruiter now!” I grabbed my car keys, kissed my mom and said “I’m going to meet Michael Jackson! The King of Pop!” “WHAAAT!” She screamed. She couldn’t believe it either! I rushed out of the back door missing all the stairs, jumped from the top of my porch, opened my car door, got inside and turned on the motor. “Today might be the beginning of the rest of my life.” I said to myself calmly. I took a deep breath and drove off. I made it to Madison Square in 10 minutes. I entered the building and went up to the first person I saw sitting at the front desk. Before I could approach her, this young lady with beautiful hair and gorgeous high heels put her hand out and asked “Are you Ashley?” I felt nervous. “Yes, that’s me.” We both shook hands. “My name is Karen. Ms. Charles told me you’d be arriving and she’s been expecting you. I’m her appointment coordinator. I’ll take you to her now.” “That’d be great. Thank you.” I felt more nervous. As we walked up the stairs, my stomach grumbled. My heart was racing a mile a minute. We both walked up to his huge lounging area with glass doors. “Wait right here. I’ll see if Ms. Charles is ready to see you.” “Ok great. Thanks.” She was gone. I started looking around. Michael’s posters and autographs where all over the place! This must be a place where he travels often I thought. I wonder if they would allow me to take one of these pictures home. Or better yet I can take my own picture with the King! I see a young lady wearing a red dress and high heels walking towards me. That must be Ms. Charles. “Ashley?” She asked. “Yes, that’s me. Nice to meet you Ms. Charles.” “Please call me Beth.” She said softly. “I’ve been expecting you. Step into my office. I just have some quick questions for you.” “Ok then.” We started walking towards her office. I started to panic. What if I blow this interview? What if Michael can hear me secretly? I better pull myself together! “Have you ever worked in a concert setting before?” She asked nicely. “No, I can’t say that I have.” I hope I don’t lose points for my honesty.  “Have you ever been to one of his concerts before?” I started to giggle. “No. I’ve always wanted to but they’ve always been sold out before I can even get my hands on a ticket.” Beth started to laugh. “Yeah I know how that is. He tends to make people go crazy when it comes to a concert.” I stayed quiet. “Come on in. This’ll just take a few minutes I promise.” Beth had a lovely office. There’s a picture of her with Michael hugging her on her desk. His autograph is on her wall along with a picture of his parents and Janet. “You have a lovely office.” I said. “Thanks, Mr. Jackson is a good friend of mine. I love to show our friendship to everyone.” “You’re so lucky. It must be a great honor to work with him.” “It sure is. Michael has an aura about him that no one really knows or sees. When he walks into a room, you know he’s there without having to see him. The gifts that man carries are unbelievable. Anyway, let’s get started.” I felt queasy. I hope I ace this. “Are you willing to work overtime if there is a need?” “Absolutely.” I said. “Can you start today?” She asked. “Yes. Right this minute.” She laughed. “You don’t have any other commitments such as children? School or another job?” “Heck no! I have a lot of free time. I can be here at anytime for whatever reason Michael...Oops I mean you need me for.” I smiled idiotically. I felt like such a moron for screwing up that last answer. Beth laughed. “It’s ok. I get that from all the new hires. Don’t be embarrassed.” “Sorry. I just really want this job. It’s like a dream come true for me.” “Don’t worry. This is just a routine process. You’ve been selected by Michael personally which means we know you are a great addition to our team. The last part is just some information I’ll need you to read and sign.” She handed me a five page contract agreement. There were rules and regulations written on every page and I had to sign and initial each one to make sure I agreed and understood everything. There were rules like “Whatever you see or do in this building at any time is strictly confidential. You are not to speak about any issues relating to the assignments/activities you complete while on the premises or when you leave the building or property. Failure to abide by these rules will result in your immediate dismissal.” I gulped loudly. I didn’t realize how serious this job was! There was another: “Harassment of any kind is strictly not allowed or tolerated. Any person being rude, offensive, violent or aggressive will be immediately escorted out of the building and will not be allowed to return under any circumstances. This will also result in criminal prosecution.” That made sense to me. Michael wouldn’t want some psycho harassing him all the time. At the bottom of the last page was a personal message written by the King himself. “It’s all for love. Don’t be nervous. I believe in you. Do your best! Love always, MJ.” I gasped then smiled. Beth noticed. “Any questions?” She asked. “Not at all. It’s very straight forward.” I signed and initialed each document and handed the papers back to Beth. I can tell she’s happy to have me here. “Well the hard part’s over. The time has come for you to meet the star of the show! Shall we?” I gasped. I felt butterflies in my stomach. “Do you mind if I take a minute to fix my face and hair?” She laughed loudly. “Of course. You can use my bathroom on the right. Take your time. I’ll be right outside.” “Thanks very much.” I said. She left the room. I quickly jumped out of my seat and ran into Beth’s bathroom and locked the door. She’s even got a picture of Michael in her bathroom! I quickly pulled out my hairbrush and all of my makeup I could find stuffed in my purse. My hands were shaking as I began to powder my nose. I added some finishing touches to my lipstick, put on more eye shadow and did a quick touchup on my eyeliner. I quickly combed my hair, straightened my clothes and took a deep breath. I can’t believe I’m about to meet the greatest entertainer of all time! I started jumping for joy then came out of the bathroom and walked out of Beth’s office. “That was fast! Wow! You look lovely! Ready to go?” Beth asked. “Yeah I think so. I’m really nervous. Can you tell me what I should expect?” “Love. Michael expresses nothing but love for everyone. He likes people who are themselves and do not scream in his face. He’s a very down to earth person. You’ll feel comfortable with him in no time I promise. Let’s go.” “Thanks for the advice. It really helps.” While Beth was explaining the normal tactics of a concert to me, we walked by a huge conference room with huge glass windows. As I approached the conference room doors, everything seemed to be moving in slow motion. I saw a whole bunch of people wearing fancy black suits seated around a huge round table. The windows were all tinted so I wasn’t able to get a good look at everyone inside. I didn’t want to look desperate or weird by peering in the window like some crazy person. I had a very strong feeling that Michael was seated at that table. Just thinking about that made me nervous again. I completely lost my train of thought and ended up walking ‘BAM!’ right into the glass poles in front of the conference room doors. “Oh Ashley, are you alright? Let me help you.” Beth said. I’ve never been so embarrassed in my life! As I fell to the floor, all of the glass poles broke and made a loud ping ping pang pong noise. I was in total disbelief. As I began to pull myself together, I accidentally placed my right hand onto a pole that slid across the floor and hit someone’s foot. I slid over to grab the pole not knowing whose foot it had landed on. “I’m so sorry. I’m so clumsy today. This won’t happen again I promise.”  I said. The person giggled and said “It’s ok. I’m just glad you’re alright. Let me help you up.” I gasped. That voice sounded incredibly familiar. I couldn’t move an inch. My mind and heart were both racing. My mouth was wide open. I knew at that moment whom that loving voice belonged to. I quickly turned my head and looked at the shoes. My mind was fuzzy. All I could see were black and gold colors. Oh my God! Could it be? I slowly lifted my eyes and began to look up. When my eyes made it to this person’s hands, they immediately put them on my shoulders to help me stand up. I closed my eyes. I couldn’t look at him just yet. I wasn’t ready. “Are you ok? I’m sorry this happened. I’d like to see you. Will you please open your eyes for me?” That was my cue. I was ready now. I slowly opened my eyes and they landed in the right place. My mind went completely blank. I was lost. I felt completely mesmerized. It was him, the King of Pop, Michael Jackson! The only man I have been dreaming about for years and the only man I have loved. I could vaguely see a white light over him as if he were an Angel. It was lovely. It seemed like time had suddenly stopped. My hand was in his, he smiled at me. The smile I had admired from afar was finally in front of my eyes. Beth immediately came over to us and gave us a proper, formal introduction. “Mr. Jackson, this is Ashley. She’s the new girl you asked us to hire. She’s going to be joining our team starting today for the duration of your tour.” I kept quiet. I knew he was about to speak. “Really?” His gorgeous voice spoke. “That’s great. I’m so glad you accepted my offer to work with us all. I hear you’re a great person to work with and you’re very professional.” He smirked at me. My voice was lost. I was trying to speak but nothing would come out. Come on Ashley! Stop making yourself look like a dork! Say something to him! I thought. “Umm...thank you. I’m very sorry about what just happened. I’m usually never this clumsy.” He giggled again. “It’s ok. I’m just so relieved that you didn’t hurt yourself.” I smiled. My gosh Michael is sooooo lovely!! I can’t wait to see him perform live on stage. “Well now that you two have officially met, I guess we should be on our way huh?” Beth said. Michael was still holding my hand. I tried walking away but he wouldn’t let me go. “Umm...do you think I can have my hand back please? I kind of need it Sir.” I giggled foolishly. “But you’re bleeding. I think the glass cut you. I freaked out. “WHAT!” I quickly looked at my hand. There was a deep gash. I felt embarrassed. “I’ll put a bandage on it. I’m sure it’s nothing serious. I’ll take care of it really.” I said that all really fast in one breath. I hope to God he won’t let go of my hand. I love this moment. Beth nudged me twice and had this weird smile on her face. Her eyes widened. I wasn’t paying any attention to her. I looked at Michael again. He smiled in his cute, shy way. I thought about what I just said and then I laughed as well.  “Ahem! I’m sorry to cut this meeting short!” Beth said angrily. I think she is getting jealous. “We really have to get going. You’ll get a chance to get to know each other again soon. See you tonight Mr. Jackson. Have a great first show!” Neither Michael nor I moved. We just kept on staring at each other. I knew we had a connection. Neither one of us wanted to let go of each other’s hand. “Hello? Ashley? We have to get going! There are a lot of things you need to be trained on before tonight’s show! You can let go of him now!” She sounded furious. Michael apologized and let go of my hand. “Please get your hand bandaged. I’m sorry you got hurt on your first day. If there’s anything you need, please let one of us know.” “Thank you sir.” I said with a big smile. “I’ll see you again soon. Good luck tonight. I’ll be watching!” His bodyguards arrived and took him away. His hand slowly let go of mine and I watched him walk away. The sway of his back was beautiful. His long, dark curly hair flowed as he walked each step. God I love that man! “Jeez! You’ve only been in the building five minutes and you’re already holding hands with the man.” “I know. It was heaven.” I was a bit shaky. I can’t believe that just happened. I feel like I’m in a dream. As the day turned into night, everything and everyone was getting into place and time was getting closer and closer to opening the show! We had an hour left before the doors were to be opened to thousands of eager MJ fans. I had met all of my wonderful co-workers and memorized their names. My mind kept flashing back all day to what had happened earlier with Michael. I kept hearing his words echo in my head over and over. The way he said “thank you” and all of his other sweet words. They vibrated through me as if I was reliving that moment all over again. Scott, the stage light coordinator came up to me and said “Mr. Jackson is requesting your presence in his dressing room.” I didn’t believe him. “Is this some kind of first day on the job prank?” I asked. Scott laughed and said “That would be funny but this is serious. He wants to see you right away. He’s in room three at the end of the hallway backstage. GO NOW!” I darted off. I was halfway down the hall when I ran into Mr. Frank Dileo. He and two others shook my hand and they walked me down the hall where Michael was. “Mr. Dileo, did he ask to see me because I did something wrong?” Just as he was about to say “yes” a voice from behind us yelled “YES!” I froze. It was him again. There’s something about the King of Pop’s voice that can make anyone forget the world! 
Michael politely told Frank and the others he’d be ready in a little while and he would let them know when. Frank and the others then left immediately. Michael invited me inside his dressing room and closed the door, locking it. My heart skipped a beat. I was standing alone with Michael Jackson in his backstage dressing room just minutes before his first show. “Umm, Did I do something wrong Sir? Or do you see all of your new employees like this in private?” He giggled “No, you didn’t do anything wrong. I was just teasing you. I have something I want to tell you.” OH MY GOD! He’s going to tell me something in private. Ok Ashley, be calm, stay cool. “I’ve been watching you all day. You’re an incredible worker. I’m so glad I made the decision to hire you.” My heart was pounding. This was my first compliment from the King himself! “Thank you Sir. You’ve been watching me? I had no idea.” He started to smile. His voice deepened. “You can call me Michael. I’d like that.” OH MY GOD! I am going to DIE! It’s amazing how he can just change the sound of his voice like that! “Umm...I’m sorry, I couldn’t possibly do that sweetie.” I gasped. Did I just call Michael Jackson SWEETIE?! My cheeks were warm. I could tell I was blushing. He laughed. “It’s ok Ashley. You don’t have to make it seem like it was a mistake.” HE SAID MY NAME! Please don’t faint now, please don’t faint! “So what’s going on? Why did you want to see me? Is everything ok?” I gazed into his eyes. When we met earlier in the afternoon he had his sunglasses on with a few curls resting on the right side of his beautiful face. This time he was generous enough to keep his hair away from his face and not wear his sunglasses. “I just wanted to personally and privately welcome you to the team. I hope you stay with me for the whole tour.” I shrieked. “I’d love to Sir! It’s a great honor thank you.” He took my hand and held it. “Michael, Ashley. Not Sir.” OMG HE’S HOLDING MY HAND AGAIN! He gently rubbed his fingers over my knuckles. He touched the bandage on my hand. “I’m sorry did that hurt you?” “No, not at all.” “Your poor hand. Is it ok? Were you able to get all of your work done?” “Yes.” I said politely. “It didn’t bother me at all. Thank you for asking. Do you mind showing me the monitors that you were watching me on this afternoon?” “Sure.” He said. Please come with me.” While still holding my hand, he took me into another room. It seems like a secret passageway of some kind. There is a large black leather couch on one end of the room and a table with chairs on the other. There are about ten TV screens all across the room walls. Michael and I walked over to the table and he pressed a button somewhere. There was a loud beeping noise and out came a hallowed book case from behind us with hundreds of monitors. As I began looking at them all, Michael accidentally dropped a remote control that was sitting at the edge of his table. He bent down to pick it up. I quickly moved aside to give him space and started looking at one of the monitors. I noticed a co-worker onscreen picking his nose! I quickly turned towards Michael and said “Sir? Do you see—“We bumped heads. “I’m sorry. Are you ok?” I asked worriedly. “I’m fine. Are you—“He caught me staring in his beautiful eyes. We both didn’t move. He was staring back at me. He licked his lips, pulled me closer to him and quickly pressed his lips on mine. OH MY GOD! His beautiful soft lips! I pulled away. I was embarrassed, worried and confused. “Umm, Sir I don’t think we should be doing this.” He put his right index finger on my mouth. “SHH! Don’t say a word. Just relax. You’ll be fine, I promise.” I closed my eyes. I surrendered my soul to this man. I need him and he needs me. He wants to do this. I do too. I’m craving his delicious taste. I want his amazing body on top of mine. He started kissing my entire face. I traced the outline of his shoulders with my fingers. He then picked me up and gently put me down onto his leather couch at the other end of the room. He then pressed his lips onto mine again, this time with more pressure and lust. We began our romantic make out session. I felt his hands slowly working their way into my shirt. He was unbuttoning it, one button at a time. His warm lips then moved to my neck, kissing me all the way down to my tits. He caressed them gently but romantically. I moaned softly. He continued to the middle of my stomach. I stopped him as he began taking his shirt off. I took my hands and rubbed them across his chest, going through each and every muscle and crevice on his stomach. He moaned loudly. He then opened my belt and yanked my skin tight jeans right off me. He gently turned me over on my stomach and rubbed my lower back. His hands were so lovely. It felt like he was giving me a sexual massage. I love every second of this. I felt his lips on my ass. He squeezed and massaged it. I moaned louder. I was going insane. Michael felt so good. I wanted him to go further but I wasn’t going to interrupt his beautiful work. I want to savor this moment. I leaned backwards on him, bare naked and could feel him removing his black pants. His gold leg braces were pressing up against me and they clanked loudly and his pants came off. I kissed the side of his neck and his hands immerged from behind. He gave me a bear hug, caressing my tits nice and gently. He licked my nipples and he knew I loved it. I moved my hands to rub his warm thighs. He then started penetrating from behind. I felt his thighs tighten. As he went on, my whole body became limp. I quickly fell to my hands as he kept going. He whispered in my ear “I want to make love to you. Don’t stop me. I want this.” I knew at that moment it was going to happen. I wasn’t about to stop him. I was completely lost in my love for him. His sweet smell, his soft skin, his voice alone made me have a huge orgasm. I never told him. “Please Michael, put it inside me. I’m begging you. I want to feel your lovely penis.” He bit his bottom lip so tightly. It was such a turn on. I grabbed his face with my hand and begged him to hurry. He then quickly and violently pushed his huge penis inside my pussy, going in and out in perfect rhythm. He moaned loudly, I did the same. I had shivers running through my body and I had goose bumps. It felt sooooo good. I never imagined my first time being so wonderful and with Michael of all people. “Oh Ashley, you’re so tight. I love your body. I love your chocolate skin. Oh my God you feel so good. Give it to me Ashley, give it to me!” I didn’t say a word. I wanted to hear him say my name over and over again. I love hearing this man speak to me. I was so honored to be pleasing the King. He was enjoying this and so was I. I’ve never felt such pleasure in my life. I felt him on my back panting as my arms gave out. I could hear and feel his warm breath on my body. I felt his stomach move in and out. As he sat up, I looked at him with lust and said “Michael, it’s my turn.” I climbed on top of him, kissing his beautiful chin. I licked and kissed the lips he embraced me with. I reached down and positioned myself on top to ride him. I threw my head back passionately. My long black hair was in his face. He softly pulled it to one side with his generous hands. His hands were running up and down my back. He pulled me further onto his beautiful, huge, thick penis. His gasps became stronger. He put his hands on my waist and I bounced back and fourth on his huge, wet, aroused dick. I kissed his lips again. We entered an intense stage of ecstasy. He was screaming “Yesss, yess, ohhh mmmm, mmm, oooohh baby don’t stop, oohh, oohhh yeah…don’t stop!” My moans became more intense and loud. We were going faster and harder then ever before. He then said to me “Oh Ashley, I’m going to cum baby. Oh my God keep going. Keep riding my dick.” I was about to cum also. It’s amazing how we both have the same stamina in our love making. “Michael I want your fluid in me. I want to feel going inside my body.” I quickly turned over and shoved his penis into my pussy again. “Do it Michael. I want to feel it. Do it baby.” At that moment, he let out a huge moan and we both came. It was incredible. We were both unbelievably pleased and sweaty. I kissed his lovely face and licked his perfect eyebrows. I noticed his eyeliner had smeared. I gently wiped it with my hand. I pressed my lips onto his and he held me from my waist. We shared our final passionate kiss together. I hugged him tight because he was shivering. He seemed fearful. He took my hand and pulled me beside him. “Come lay next to me sweetie.” He said in his adorable, exhausted voice.” As we lay facing each other. I gasped loudly. “Oh my God! The show! How much time do you have to get ready?” He panted. “Don’t worry baby, I’ll be ready.” “I better go.” I said quickly. “You need to get dressed and I have to get changed for the show”. As I began to leave his side, he kissed my shoulder, tasting the sweat of our love. He pulled me close to him again and whispered these words in my ear that I will never forget. “Thank you Ashley. I want to see you again after the show. Will you please go on a date with me?”
