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Nina Marx

The Billionaire's Fantasies

Parts 10-12


1. Suspicions
Flap. Flap. Flap.
I stare at the black sticks swiping across the windshield, mixing blood with the falling snow. The impact must have turned them on. I am in shock, as if I were drowning. I'm trying to reach the surface, but I feel like I'm suffocating. I’m terrified.
Breathe with your stomach. Inhale deeply. Come on, Angie, get it together!
"My God, Marvin. What just happened? What was that?" I say in a panic as Marvin's trying to open his door, which is blocked shut.
His face is pale, his soft green eyes have gone dark. He's worried, and I can see fear in his eyes. It's only the second time I've seen him like this, and it makes me even more nervous. He answers, his voice full of worry and chilling as the snow falling silently from the night sky:
"We hit someone, we need to get out and help him. Can you reach the phone on the back seat?"
The first time I saw him this scared was when June tried to kill me. When she pointed her gun at me, I saw the distress in the eyes of the man I love. Today I can see the same look; he won't stop repeating that we need to help this man and that we have to move fast because of the cold.
After a few seconds, which seem to last forever, I manage to unbuckle my seatbelt, and Marvin gets out of the car.

I'm living a nightmare, and yet, it's real. We just hit a human being, not a tree or an animal, but a man. In this dense, snow-covered forest, the cold bites at my skin. It feels like fiery needles are piercing my face. Our footsteps crunch through the snow. Then, lit by the lights of the car, we see a dark lump lying motionless on the ground.
A man. A very large man, what I'd imagine a Canadian lumberjack to look like: tall, broad, muscular and bearded. A fur hat covers his head and all I can see above his worn scarf is a large nose.
Marvin kneels beside him, and I can tell he's struggling to remain calm.
"Sir, are you alright?"
Marvin doesn't dare to touch him. He takes a deep breath and his pupils blacken even more. He gets up quickly and takes the phone from my hands.
"I'm calling an ambulance," he says.
It is so cold that my fingers are turning red. I can barely move them, but I'm going to have to. I head to the back of the car to get an emergency blanket out of the trunk. The important thing is to keep his body temperature stable. I remember my first aid course with Rose when we were teenagers. She was in love with a fireman and we signed up for the course he was giving so we could "get a closer look at the specimen," as she had put it. I giggled, I didn't have her confidence. Men frightened me back then. I was still dreaming of my prince charming.
But at least that little escapade turned out to be useful: CPR, safe position, the actions that can save a life. Rose's fireman taught us everything, before telling us that he and his boyfriend had decided to head off to survival camp. Rose was devastated and I was thrilled, thinking that someday I might be able to save someone.
"Yes, hello, I need an ambulance. We’ve had an accident and I don't know the Canadian emergency number... Yes, I'll hold..."
Marvin's voice is choppy. He watches me go over to the man and motions for me to be careful. I lean over the poor bearded fellow and cover him with the blanket. Marvin steps away to try and get better cell reception.
"He has a pulse!"
Finally some good news! Marvin watches me count the stranger's heartbeats as I hold his wrist between my thumb and forefinger. He lets out a sigh of relief, massaging the bridge of his thin nose.
This man will be ok, I tell myself over and over, like a mantra.
Carefully, I pull the scarf down from the lumberjack's face to expose his mouth and I'm shocked at what I see. I jump up and back away, frightened. From a few yards off, still on hold, Marvin sees me.
"What is it Angela?" he asks, worried.
I'm afraid to tell him. I cover my mouth with my hand as if I'm trying to avoid the inevitable. I look at the man again, surrounded by snow. Marvin walks over.
"My god, Marvin, it's... it's Mike! This man... it’s Mike!"
"What?!"
Marvin is in shock. He comes over and kneels down next to Mike, letting his phone fall to the snow-blanketed ground. He shakes his uncle, screaming his name. Despite the confusion, we hear a voice coming from the telephone. Marvin sits up and speaks quickly.
"Yes, it's an emergency. My uncle is unconscious... Yes, in the snow. We’ve had a car accident."
Marvin gives them the GPS coordinates of our location and I look at poor, unconscious Mike. I feel even worse for this man who used to be so strong, so powerful. I never could have imagined him being in such a state. And I don't even mean the accident. Besides a cut on his lip, he doesn't seem to have any external injuries. I'm mostly surprised by his physical appearance which bears witness to the depression he's been struggling with. His face is puffy with purple rings around his eyes, and his beard is long and unkempt. I lean over to his ear, hesitating as I place my hand on him to comfort him and warm him.
"Mike, it's Angie. I don't know if you can hear me, but you're going to be alright. The ambulance is on its way."
I try to stay calm and reassuring, but I can’t stop my voice from shaking. I didn't hear Marvin hang up, but he's standing next to me now. His hands are trembling, and he's breathing hard as he holds his uncle's hand.
"Mike, it's Marvin. Oh God, are you sure he's alive, Angie?"
"Yes, I felt his pulse, and it doesn't look like he broke anything. I'm not a doctor, but maybe he's just knocked out or in shock."
Marvin seems to be freezing to death and he moves closer to lightly caress his uncle's face and help bring him back around. He's upset and I realize he only has two relatives left. For a long time, his uncle was the only person who was ever there for him. We are both kneeling next to Mike, and Marvin is still holding his hand as I readjust the blanket over his motionless body.
All of a sudden, Mike comes out of his comatose state. He coughs and moans, clearing his throat.
Thank God, he's alive!
Marvin moves in front of his face.
"Mike, it's me, Marvin. Are you alright? Don't worry, the ambulance is coming."
Marvin is babbling away, he seems relieved, finally. Mike smiles at him, he seems out of it, but tries to lift his hand to his nephew's face.
"Marvin, are you there? My son, I'm sorry, I was..."
"Shhh," Marvin quiets him softly before speaking again. "It's not the time to talk about that, Mike. We're going to get you to the hospital. What's most important is to make sure you're safe."
Mike coughs and tries to sit up, but Marvin stops him.
"No, save your energy, Mike," Marvin whispers.
I don't dare move. I don't dare say anything to interrupt this exchange between the uncle and his nephew who are really more like father and son.
"It's a fitting punishment. You ran me over, as you should have. I deserve it," Mike says.
"No, it's not a punishment, Mike. It was an accident. I didn't see you, and neither did Angie."
"Oh you're with that pretty girl, Sophie?" he says, looking at the sky.
"Sophie?" My muscles tense, but I try to ignore it. Maybe the impact was worse than I thought. I chase the image of the beautiful blond from my mind. Marvin’s childhood friend, the woman who tried to keep him away from me, but she didn't succeed. She and Marvin are still in contact because I have no proof that she did anything wrong, and we wrongly accused her of threatening me. But I don't like Sophie one bit, and I absolutely hate being mistaken for her.
Marvin kindly corrects his uncle, as gently as possible.
"I'm with Angela. We decided to come see you. You remember Angela?"
"Of course, Marvin. I'm sorry. I've always been a bit lost when it came to your personal life."
He coughs and chuckles at his own joke, giving me a strange look. Paranoia begins to come over me, making me wonder if this little jab about Marvin's love life is more than just an awkward mistake. But then he winces as he moves his arm and I immediately feel guilty for thinking the whole world is out to get Marvin and I.
While the impact wasn't too violent, it did throw him to the ground after hitting the windshield. But he seems alright. A little blood is trickling from his brow bone. Maybe it was his outfit that protected Mike from the worst injuries. Even at that speed, he could have broken a leg, some ribs, or worse - his neck. But Mike is wearing a padded ski suit and a scarf that acts as a neck brace, along with stiff gloves. He even has a back brace on that you'd wear to do heavy lifting. A surprising outfit, to say the least.
I continue looking Mike over as he takes Marvin's hand. The sirens of the ambulance are getting close.
"I'm so happy to see you," Mike says to his nephew.
"Me too. I would have liked it to be under better circumstances, of course," Marvin says.
"I put on my clothes to go cut some wood and make a nice fire. Luckily I'm wrapped up like this or I could have been really hurt."
The emergency workers arrive and tell us to step away. They examine Mike and transfer him to a stretcher to drive him to the nearest hospital. They explain that they'll need to do some X-rays and a scan to make sure there's no internal bleeding. We're relieved that Mike is now in good hands. We take one look at each other and collapse into each other's arms.
"Oh my God Angie, he better be ok."
"I'm sure he'll be fine, my love."
We have to leave the car where it is for the investigation so we get in the police car that arrived at the same time as the ambulance. We are exhausted and drained, but we hold hands tightly, making a true team: Marvin and me.
***
In the police car on the way to the hospital, Marvin begins to explain the circumstances of the accident.
But when I realize he's about to explain everything that happened in detail, my heart skips a beat and I decide to cut him off. There's no way I'll let him be incriminated. Marvin James is a public figure, a star. I am just an ordinary person. He has fans and is examined closely by journalists and even when we were in Paris, we weren't left alone. Everyone loves Marvin James, and his reputation has suffered greatly over the past few months. First there was the revelation that his relationship with Béatrice Bonton was all a front, then his past resurfaced in the press: his little brother's death under his watch, his father's suicide and his mother being institutionalized. Then there was the story with June, which is far from over. The 16-year old girl almost killed me, revealing to the world that I was Marvin's girlfriend, and then she was killed when she was being transferred to prison. And the secrets she carried with her to the grave are proof that Marvin and I are still in danger, if we believe what Scott thinks.
I think that's a lot for one man to deal with, especially since none of it is his fault! I love him, we had an accident, but I won't let it ruin him.
"Actually, I was driving. We were going to Mike's - the person who's injured. It was night, the car slid and I hit him. I couldn't have been going more than 10 or 15 miles per hour," I say to the officers.
One of them, sitting in the passenger seat, turns around and smiles, telling me kindly that we'll talk about all that at the hospital.
I'm quiet, still trembling and realize what I just said. Marvin is furious and stares into my eyes. I've never seen him angry before, or rather; I've never seen him angry with me. It's cold in the car and the difference in temperature between his hot breath and the cold makes steam form as he exhales, like a bull ready to charge.
We get out of the car and are led into a private waiting room where we'll be questioned and the hospital can keep us informed on Mike's condition. When they close the door on us, Marvin explodes with anger.
"Angela, what the hell were you thinking lying like that? Why did you say that? Huh? You can't go back on that kind of thing! Jesus, Angela, what were you thinking?"
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