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Nina Marx

The Billionaire's Fantasies

Parts 4-6


1. Walking
Keep walking. One hour, two – it doesn't matter. Don't turn back. Don't think about the damage. The streets of Los Angeles are endless, and they help me clear my head. I've been here almost two months and my life could be the plot of a movie... It's no surprise Hollywood is right next door.
As if falling in love with Marvin James, the dandy of rock and roll, man of the year – while I was working with him – wasn't enough. I was so naive! If I weren't so busy walking, I would slap myself. I helped Marvin, professionally of course, but on a personal level too. He was under the spell of his uncle and manager Mike, who was playing him. He'd forgotten his past, forgotten the tragedy that hit his family when he was 10 years old. He'd forgotten Victor, his little brother, who died too young. He'd forgotten his father's suicide... and I helped him. To remember, and to reconnect with his mother – shut off from the world by her silence – who he had been visiting for years at the psychiatric institute but who he had never properly spoken with.
I did everything for Marvin. I held his hand and, accepting that our relationship had to be a secret, I tried to surprise him, to love him. I offered him my body, my heart, and even lied to my aunt for him. Especially after I'd promised not to. She gave me the opportunity of a lifetime by hiring me at Music King's Records, and now she must be cursing herself for asking her niece from the middle of Colorado to come out here.
In trying to help Marvin by convincing him to uncover his past, I gave some malicious person the chance to sell the information to the press, without meaning to. Information that's now available to everyone, whereas previously Mike had ensured it remained confidential for years. In an hour, everyone will know Marvin James' story, his broken childhood, his insane mother... But that isn't the only drama.
What made me think this perfect man loved me?
I think back to the photo on the article, and rage boils in my blood. Sophie kissing Marvin. Sophie, his childhood friend... I should have broken my own leg before I encouraged Marvin to see her again when we were in New York. I let the fox into the henhouse. It will take miles of walking and many years for me to forget that photo. The black and white snapshot where you can see Sophie's treacherous fingers running through Marvin's hair.
A kiss. Between them. Less than twenty-four hours after our amazing night in the desert. What did I do to deserve this?
My legs begin to feel the strain of my brisk marching, and I need to take a break. I slow down at a café and go inside to rest. My bag has been vibrating for an hour, both of my phones. I don't want to answer, whether it's Lindsey, my mom, Marvin, or even Rose, my best friend. I don't want to talk, and I just CAN'T.
I sit down at the counter and a waitress, about fifty years old, with an Irish accent, offers me a coffee and a slice of today's pie, blueberry. The gold badge on her generous bosom informs me that her name's "Mindy", and her rosy cheeks remind me of my mother's face. I'd give anything to curl up in my mom's arms right now. I feel so alone.
"Coffee and pie would be great. Thank you."
"No problem, my love!
Mindy smiles at me, and, glancing up at the TV, she lowers the volume on the music and turns up the news channel. Too busy with my chaotic inner monologue, I don't hear what's being said right away.
A skinny reporter, with lips much too large for her face, talks quickly into the microphone, as if she were reporting from a war zone. When I recognize the label's headquarters in the background, I freeze and begin listening to what the blond is saying.
An anchorman with orange skin and huge pectoral muscles is sitting back at the newsdesk and asking the reporter questions. The link-up is a special edition of Starnews, the news channel entirely dedicated to celebrities.
"And for those of you who are just now joining us, Johanna Fletsher, our rock specialist, is at Music King's Records where Mike James, Marvin James' uncle and more importantly his manager, is about to make a statement."
Johanna casts a dramatic look on her face when, a few seconds later, the anchorman's words reach her ear.
"That's right, Mitch. Let me remind you that the Daily Sun had Marvin James on their front page today. They reported on his TRAGIC history. His brother died when Marvin was babysitting him, his mother was institutionalized, and his father killed himself soon after. Marvin's always hidden his past from the press, but according to our sources, the police files on the James case were made public a few weeks ago at the star's own request. Is it a coming out? That's what I'm going to try and find out."
The Daily Sun is in Johanna Fletsher's hand, with a photo of Marvin alone. They didn't run with the photo of Sophie. At least that's one public humiliation I won't have to deal with.
Listening to Johanna, I can't help but think about Marvin. My anger's deep, but it's not as deep as my empathy or my love for him. I imagine him listening to his life being talked about for the whole world to hear. That same guy who hates being recognized on the street, what is he feeling now? Is he in her arms?
I check my phone, the one he gave me as our own private line. The screen shows twenty-six missed calls and ten texts.
If it's to apologize, he can dream on. Mitch's voice chimes back in and I listen attentively.
"Thank you, Angela. We'll come back to you in a few moments. This is the second scandal in a month to involve the successful singer, Marvin James. After Beatrice Bonton came out, revealing that her relationship with the star was a fraud, this second affair may be the end of the 'Dandy Rock Star', who seems to have picked up a new nickname since today's Daily Sun hit the shelves: 'The Rock Liar'. As social networking sites explode with more than 200,000 tweets already, his most dedicated fans have started to react. They won't stand for his name being dragged through the mud by internet users who hate him."
Mocking, the journalist continues:
"But I'm not sure it's quite to the star's benefit. A few minutes ago we received this very strange podcast from the Marvinlove.com website."
The video covers Mitch's face and I see June, Marvin's self-proclaimed number one fan. She never misses a concert, and terrified me the first time we met at Marvin's surprise concert. There was despair in her voice back then as she begged Marvin to look at her. I've always understood it when people admire a singer, but I can't comprehend devotion like this.
Filmed with a webcam, June is crying. She's cut her curly hair short to copy Marvin's new style. She's so agitated it's difficult to understand what she's saying. She screams, kisses the singer's portrait and finishes by moving closer to the camera and screaming as if she were possessed, "LEAVE HIM ALONE!" Mindy and I are captivated by the scene and we both shrink back.
"Poor thing is going to kill herself, or someone else. You want a refill?"
"No, thanks."
I smile politely at Mindy and get up, leaving my money on the counter.
June's video certainly does nothing to help Marvin's case. She's going to be mocked and parodied on every talk show across the country.
My telephone rings and it's Lindsey. I realize I left the office without saying a word and then completely ignored my phones. She must be worried, and she has enough to think about right now. I don't want to hear her icy tone, full of criticism (justified as it may be), but she's always supported me. After taking a deep breath, I pick up.
"Hello? Angie? Are you okay?"
My aunt is distraught and I instantly feel guilty for ignoring her calls.
"Yes, I'm fine. I'm sorry, I was..."
"Oh, I don't care! I'm so happy to hear your voice! Where are you?"
I hear her smile, relieved, and her muscles relax.
"I'm up north. I needed to walk, I don't feel very well. But I'm going to come get my things at Music King's Records."
As I hear the words leave my mouth, my voice cracks. I've kept everything inside for hours but I worked so hard, all just to end up losing my job. Not because of my own incompetence, but because of a leak. And Marvin... it hurts so bad...
"Don't worry, I got everything for you, even your cashmere sweater. I figured you wouldn't want to run into anyone..."
She's attempting to sound soft and kind and the thought was sweet of her, but knowing that I won't have an excuse to go by the label means my departure is definite. My adventure at MKR is over. My sobs turn to tears and my aunt continues as sweetly as possible after a long silence.
"Angie, as far as the photo goes, we managed to keep them from publishing it. No one knows about it besides the lawyers, Mike, John and me. Even Marvin wasn't told about it. We managed to argue that there's no way of proving he's the person in the photograph. He's not recognizable and it would be slander to publish it. Marvin only knows you were fired, and he tried..."
"I don't want to hear about him, Lindsey."
I cut her off. I don't want to know anything, I don't want to think about him. I tell Lindsey I'll be home in the afternoon and I continue walking, back in the direction I came from. I don't know if it's the physical effort, the sun, or the music pumping through my body from my headphones that helps me make it home, but when I get to my aunt's building, I feel a little better. When I see my reflection in the glass, however, I can understand why some compassionate passers-by smiled shyly at me. My eyes are red and bloodshot, with dark circles under them. My nose and mouth are red and swollen from my sustained sobbing. I'm pale and I look ill. When Pan opens the door, he doesn't say a word, but takes me in his arms and leads me to the bathroom. He places two warm cotton compresses over my eyes, still in silence. His kind gestures break my heart. He takes me to my room and closes the curtains. Instinctively, I lie down on the bed.
I don't remember falling asleep. I don't remember him leaving the room. But when I wake up the next day, my body aches and I feel like I've been run over by a truck. My phones are off, the batteries drained, and a new day has begun, but I'm still heartsick. I'm thinking about him.
When I get to the living room, Lindsey is there, still in her pajamas, and she's watching the news, sipping a green tea. She stops everything when she sees me.
"Hi Angie. Did you sleep well?"
"Yeah, I needed that. I was shattered."
"You know what they say. When you fall off the horse, you have to get right back on."
She pats the cushion next to her, inviting me to sit down. I can't tell if she's still mad at me or not, her tone is neutral. I feel so guilty. I need to talk to her about it. I sit across from her, looking her straight in the eyes. I hurt her, and I need to explain why. Hesitantly, I start the conversation.
"I don't know where to start, but before you interrupt, there's something you need to let me say to you."
Just as she's about to open her mouth to say something, she sits back into the couch, all ears.
"I'll never be able to thank you enough for everything you've done for me. You gave me the chance of a lifetime. I tried to make you proud and I didn't succeed. Please know that the only reason I didn't tell you about Marvin was because I thought it was a 'personal' matter that didn't affect you. I'm not going to apologize for falling in love with him, because I believe in my heart that we don't choose who we fall in and out of love with. If it were that simple, I would press the 'off' button and stop loving the man who betrayed me. Not only did I disappoint you, but I got my heart broken too. I lost my job and I lost your trust. I've got nothing left."
My voice cracks, even though I wanted to finish my speech; I can't continue. It's too painful. How can I cope with this betrayal? His mouth on Sophie's mouth. His mouth, which I thought belonged to me... How could he? How long has it been going on? The night hasn't wiped away my anger.
Lindsey is disarmed by my tears, and though she's not the sentimental type, she takes me in her slender, toned arms like a mother would. Her kindness makes me feel even more guilty. I try to control my sobs, while she shushes me in a soft, sweet voice.
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