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Nina Marx

The Billionaire's Fantasies

Parts 7-9


1. Who are you?
I'm... My... Ouch...
I'm in so much pain. I feel like my entire body is swollen. I try to move... to no avail. My feet, ankles, thighs, stomach, back, shoulders, neck... I concentrate to control them, but when I try to move even an inch, painful spasms shoot through me like electric shocks.
Things are jumbled in my head. My skull is ringing with a loud buzzing and high notes keeping time.
Beep. Beep. Beep.
I try to open my eyes and the light that enters through the slit between my eyelids burns my retinas. I instinctively close them again. I want to know where that beeping is coming from. My computer? My phone? It's not like me to leave things on over night. I bet this is another one of Hank's pranks. The oldest of my little brothers has been pushing my buttons lately. He knows I'm going to live in L.A. with my Aunt Lindsey. It's his way of showing me he'll miss me.
But why am I in so much pain? What's that strange smell? I'm still so tired. I want to sleep. A voice tries to wake me. But I still want to sleep, just a little longer.
***
"Angela? Angela, can you hear me, my love?"
I feel a long hand placed over mine. It's cold and at the same time very tender and loving. I don't know this voice, but I recognize the skin. I shiver, and the feeling is uncomfortable. I'm in so much pain, I can't open my eyes.
"Colorado?"
The man's voice is deep. Am I dreaming? Who is this person? I don't recognize his voice and yet I get the feeling I should. Why am I in so much pain? Why does it smell like rubbing alcohol and disinfectant? Why is there a taste of iron and blood on my swollen tongue? Come on, Angie, open your eyes, pull yourself out of this strange dream.
The light fights to make me close my eyes, but I'm too determined and after a few hot tears, I manage to force them open.
"Oh my god," the man says.
He's standing above me, blocking out the light. A white band of light surrounds his head like a halo. He looks like an angel. A backlit angel. An angel smiling at me.
I've seen him somewhere before. His beauty is breathtaking. His brown hair is short and curly. He's so tall, and he has big green eyes. His features are drawn, as if he hadn't slept in ages. But his smile, framed by fine red lips, is absolutely gorgeous. A tattoo climbs up his neck and I can tell it must extend down his torso. I don't know this man, and yet he's somehow not a stranger. Why did he call me "my love"? Why are my eyes open? Am I still dreaming?
I'm supposed to be in my bedroom in Golden. And here I am in a cold room that smells like a hospital.
Who is this man? This force of nature, this Adonis?
He said "my love."
My eyes adjust to the light and he looks at me with kindness. Using a button next to the bed, he raises me into a seated position, sparing me the pain I experienced trying to sit up myself. But the pain is ever-present. The beeping is actually coming from the machine hooked up to an IV in my arm. The green lines dance on the screen and I start to get very worried. This dream is so realistic that it scares me.
Close your eyes – go to sleep – wake up in Golden, without pain.
The sounds accelerate and the beep makes the noise of an alarm. The man shakes me. I open my eyes.
"Angela, are you okay? Angela?"
Another man enters the room. A doctor – at least I think he is. I can't read his name tag. The man speaks quickly to the doctor, worried. I don't understand what they're saying, and he leaves the room. I open my mouth and the doctor comes to sit next to me.
"Miss Edwin, you were very lucky. How are you? Do you know where you are?"
I furrow my brow. Shake my head. I can't manage to say "no."
"It's to be expected. Everything is going to be fine, I assure you. You fell two stories, from a height of twenty meters. You're at Cedars-Sinai, you were here to see your aunt last week."
What's he talking about? Last week I was covering a ridiculous event for Nathalia, my crazy boss at The Gazette. Why's he talking about my aunt being in the hospital? Lindsey? It's just more proof of the fact that I'm dreaming. My aunt is a rock. And why am I in a hospital for celebrities?
The doctor hands a note to the nurse and takes out a pen and flashlight. He shines the light on my pupils. It hurts. I follow the pen with my eyes like he asks.
"What's your name?"
That's an easy question. I clear my throat and after concentrating very hard, I swallow.
"Angela... Angela Edwin."
"Good."
He scribbles something.
"How old are you?"
"22 years old."
"Where do you live?"
"In Golden... Colorado. But my aunt is going to hire me as an intern. In L.A. Why am I in L.A.? Where did I fall from?"
And most of all, I wonder... if I fell – oh my God – twenty meters, and they brought me to Cedars Sinai, that's a two hour flight! The hospital in Denver is very good. Unless Linds insisted? She has expensive tastes.
"Well. We're going to take things one step at a time.
The man – the angel – who was leaning over me and who was with me when I woke up, walks in with the nurse. He smiles at me. I smile at him... blissfully. I must look ridiculous. But I can't help it. There's something about him, an aura I can't ignore. And a warmth that's so comforting. My beautiful stranger.
"Miss Edwin, do you know this man?"
I look into his big green eyes. I know I know him, but I don't know where from. I'm afraid to admit it, afraid they'll tell me he's in my room by mistake. Afraid I'll never see him again.
"I think so, yes..."
"You think so..."
Shoot, it's a trap.
"No."
The stranger stares at me as if I'd just plunged a burning blade into his heart. He doesn't say anything. He presses his lips together tightly and runs a long hand through his slightly mussed hair. I follow his every movement. If I knew a man like this, I'd remember.
What's happening to me? The pain that had faded under the effect of the sedatives the nurse gave me, begins to creep up again. I'm hurting, but I don't take my eyes off the man.
"Angela. I need to perform some more tests, but the short-term memory loss doesn't worry me too much. Come on, Mr. James. Let's leave Miss Edwin to rest. Her mother's at reception and would like to see her."
"Very well. I'll fill out the last of the paperwork. I don't want any fees to be charged to the..."
I can't hear the rest of the conversation. But I've been frozen for a few seconds. "Mr. James." "James"... God, I'm an idiot, of course I know who that man is. It's Marvin James, the ROCK STAR. The dark, elegant singer... Thousands of rumors have been circulating about him, but he's so quiet about his personal life and gives nothing away in his interviews. He's gorgeous. My best friend Rose is a huge fan, I only know his biggest hits, but who doesn't? Why did Marvin James call me "my love"?
The door opens suddenly and Rose and my mom come in, followed by an attractive man I've never seen before. I look at him and Rose whispers in his ear. He kisses her on the mouth with such sweetness. Since when does Rose have a boyfriend? What's up with this crazy prank? Both women come over to the bed and I smile when I see their red, swollen eyes. They look like they've been crying a lot and I'm touched because Rose isn't exactly the "emotional" type.
"My daughter, my sweetheart, how are you?"
"Hi mom... I'm okay. Well, I'm in pain... but most of all I don't know what in the world is going on..."
"Shhh!" Rose says, before speaking.
"We just talked to Doctor Bloomwood and he explained that your memory will come back. He recommended an excellent neurologist to Marvin – Doctor Amond. He specializes in head injuries."
"But..."
I have so many questions racing around my head and the emotion that crashes over me like a wave is unexpected. I'm no longer in pain, thanks to the morphine, but I'm suffering from something else: I'm terrified. I feel like I'm living in a science fiction novel. Is it possible to "forget" so much? I've always had such a good memory. Salty tears stream down my cheeks and land on my lips. I suddenly feel alone and crazy. While Rose takes my hand and wipes away my tears, trying to hold back her own, my mother places both of her warm hands around mine.
"Sweetie. What I'm going to tell you will seem surreal, but I know you trust me. You moved out of the house a few months ago, to go live with Lindsey. You worked at Music King's Records for two months. For Marvin James. You two... fell in love. It was complicated, and in any case, you switched jobs. You became a writer for the Daily Sun. But you and Marvin carried on seeing one another in secret. Then you both started getting harassed by someone writing anonymous letters. One night, you were both at a hotel, and a crazy woman threatened you with a gun."
"June. The mad woman's name is June. She's a crazed fan of Marvin's," Rose interjects.
My mother nods and continues.
"Apparently she shot at you, but Marvin jumped in to protect you. You lost your balance and you fell. As you fell – and it was a long drop – you were incredibly lucky. A truck was delivering supplies to the hotel kitchens. You landed on the roof of the truck, which broke your fall. The doctors say it's a miracle." A miracle.
My jaw drops. My mother's voice didn't shake as she explained everything. But I'm distraught. How could I have forgotten all that? I feel dizzy and I begin to faint. It's dark and my mom and Rose's voices fade into the distance, then there's nothing.
***
I've been writing everything down for five days now. I'm scared. Scared of forgetting again. I just finished my second session with Doctor Amond, who's a psychiatrist and neurologist. He encourages me to write everything down and he's very patient with me. It's strange. He's considered an eminent figure at the hospital, but he's probably only thirty-five years old.
Marvin, however, doesn't seem to like him much. He comes to see me in the morning and the evening. Doctor Amond asked him to give me some space, which I find a bit harsh because I like it when Marvin's around. I never get tired of admiring him and seeing his mouth and eyes smile at me. Sometimes when he says goodbye, I can tell he wants to kiss me, but he holds back. He knits his brow and his light green eyes turn a shade of emerald before he turns and walks away, not looking back.
For a week, I've seen all the faces I know by heart. My mom, my aunt, Rose and Pan. My brothers, the twins and Hank, also made the trip to see me. It's November, but in L.A. it's hard to believe it's almost Thanksgiving. The weather is so nice and warm. I Skype every night with the baby of the family, Harold, and my Dad, who both stayed in Golden. They are all rocks to me – they keep me from thinking I may have gone completely insane.
Then there are the people who visit whom I don't recognize. There's Mathias, for example, who looks like my ex-boyfriend Charles. Apparently we're good friends. I live in the same building as he does and he's Marvin's stage manager. I'm told we went to New York and Las Vegas together for one of the star's concerts. I'd give anything to have that memory back. There's also Ganjada, a friend of Marvin's who is a stylist: very strange and beautiful. Then there's Elton, Rose's "future husband." Lindsey is often with a man and she insists he's just a friend and that I know him well because I'm the one who introduced them to one another. His name is Scott. He's in his 50s, is very handsome and obviously has feelings for my aunt. I laugh thinking about it. They stand side by side, their arms crossed, teasing each other and looking deep into the other's eyes. My mom said, "She's finally found her husband. I can never thank you enough, my dear." But I still don't understand what I did.
The best part of the day is when Marvin arrives. He talks to me about everything: his album, his world tour, though not about us. But I want to know. He explains that he's following "Dr. Amond's rules."
Someone knocks at my door and I see Marvin's head peek through.
"You're not sleeping, then?"
"I do other things besides sleep, you know."
"That remains to be seen, my little dormouse."
I laugh. Everything is so natural between us. We must have been really happy. He pulls out the Louis XVI chair next to the window and brings it closer to me. This room doesn't look like a hospital room – it's more like a luxury suite. Though I guess I don't know what a real suite looks like, or rather I've forgotten.
"Well, before you found out from someone else, I wanted to tell you. June, the one who..."
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