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“Yo yo yo, it's ya boy Jayden L-O-P-to-the-E-Z, not Easy E, coming at ya live with another stream, what it is Jaydeniacs, if ya new here don't forget to like and subscribe and hit the bell...”

Sorry. Force of habit. You aren't the audience for that voice. I know you people are busy; we'll get to the point. 

My name is Jayden Lopez. Age twenty-two, occupation social media influencer. If you are alive in the current year and at all aware of modern cultural trends, I'm sure you have some kind of opinion about influencers that falls somewhere between mimes and lepers. That's fine. I'm not really here to impress anybody. If you want to be jealous that I got rich by being an idiot on camera, be my guest. Per usual for influencers, I do have an extremely high opinion of myself. Inflated? Eh, maybe. The fact is, I am incredibly easy on the eyes. Model wasn't an occupation that was out of the question, but doing video content for the internet masses is more fun, less stressful, and frankly more lucrative than the modeling world. But yes, leaving aside all ego, I am part of the one percent of the one percent for whom modelling was an option. Six foot two, athletic muscular build, thick black hair, light-brown skin so perfect it would—and frequently did—make women jealous of me. Green eyes thanks to my Caucasian mother, a face blessed with high cheekbones, a strong jaw and a prominent brow, inspiring such descriptions from internet journalists as 'statuesque and cinematic, refined but rugged, possessed of a timeless quality that bridges classic and contemporary aesthetics.’

Whatever all that means. I just know it was easy for me to pull chicks. 

The other principal in this story is a woman called Margot Vale. Age forty-eight, occupation romance novelist. Critically-acclaimed I guess, though that wasn't the type of content I was interested in consuming. She also happened to be my neighbor in one of the swankiest neighborhoods of Los Angeles, though that detail is only tangentially relevant to this tale. She was certainly beautiful for an older woman, tall and willowy, so fair-skinned she was almost luminous, with an elegant face, sculpted with high aristocratic cheekbones and lovely gray-green eyes that that conveyed her cool intelligence. Her lips were soft and balanced, and her golden hair was simple, worn straight, favoring effortlessness and practicality. She was certainly not the kind of woman to whom I would gravitate; my usual tastes ran more towards the young, the cosmetically-ambitious, the lip-injected and the butt-lifted and the breast-augmented. But I had to admit, there was something undeniably alluring about Margot Vale, something authentic and refined that interested me. Although we were neighbors, I didn't see her much; neither of us spent much time at the mansions for which we'd worked so hard, for which we'd paid a fortune. But anytime I did run into her, there was also that slight hint of intrigue. I don’t think she liked me very much—we hadn’t spoken much at all, but I could tell she was definitely one who thought the ‘influencer life’ was absurd, inauthentic, obnoxious. In all fairness, she was probably right about that. But again, it paid the bills. 

So, there's your two protagonists. The setting is a remote cabin in the Sierra Nevada mountains, beautiful, rustic, far from anything and everything and anyone. Though it was just a few hours’ drive from the front door of my mansion, it was the kind of place where you could forget the modern civilized world existed. And that was the point for me. The content I make, in my charming and high-energy goofball fashion, is essentially focused on travel and lifestyle. Outdoor challenges and 'bro-philosophy,' grindset type stuff. I set out for this cabin in the Sierra Nevada for a new 'back to nature' series, hoping to prove to my viewers the benefits of disengaging from your Wi-Fi and embracing your manhood out in the wild for a week, and also prove to myself that I'm not just a content slop machine. Years ago, I initially set out in my social media journey to create art, believe it or not, and I'd somehow lost that along the way in favor of creating highly profitable crud. But, I figure, it was never too late to change it. 

So that brings us up to speed. Hope that wasn't too much backstory. If you know me online, you know I am infamous for having the gift—or curse—of gab. 

My driver dropped me off at the cabin with my one duffel bag, which was filled only with snacks, three changes of clothes and camera equipment. There was obviously a fine line between glamping and truly roughing it, but I thought I was still leaning in the latter direction. I walked up to the cabin and let myself in, and stopped immediately, seeing about the last sight I ever expected to see out there in the middle of nowhere, twenty miles from the nearest gas station.

Margot Vale was already there. 

She hadn't been there long. She had four bags, all still unpacked and lined up on the single twin bed. Margot was dressed in jeans and a tank top and an outdoor-clothing-branded cap, sitting at the dining table, a thermos of coffee beside her and her laptop open in front of her. She startled when I came in, jumping out of her skin as the door opened when she'd thought she was the only human in a several-mile-radius.

“OH my God,” she exclaimed, nearly leaping out of her chair, grabbing her chest. I startled in a much less dramatic fashion than she, but then recognition dawned on both of us. “Are you... what the fuck, you're... you’re my neighbor, aren't you? Jayden?”

“Yeah,” I said, laughing at the absurdity of it. Hundreds of miles away and you run into your next-door neighbor. “Hi Miss Vale.” 
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