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Part 1



Chapter 1 - Influencers Influencing Problems
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Brian watched as a dozen more people tried to get in through the front door of "Books and More". It had been the same thing for the last several hours, ever since that influencer arrived and set up shop. 

He was there when he watched her first come in with her small entourage. Pretty, sure, what woman wasn't when followed by some goons he thought. All tall, raven haired and skimpily dressed women with a slim figure sort of just looked alike after a while, especially here in Southern California. She came in, had one of her henchmen drag in a table and chair and the moment she turned her phone on and set several books aside the hordes of people showed up. 

The worst part was that "Books and More" wasn't even scheduled for book signings today. Not even next week, or the week after that. In fact for as long as Brian had worked there he wasn't even sure there had been any book signings since they weren't exactly a luxurious location. Just a strip mall in an area outside of LA close to the mountains where it was upscale enough to drive in the middle class from the suburbs, but far enough outside of the city to still be looked down on by anyone who measured wealth with an 'm' by any number. 

No... she came in, and set up shop and his bosses were too chickenshit and intimidated to tell her to go kick rocks and leave. Plus they wanted to take advantage of... whoever she was... fame to sell more books, coffee, and other trinkets and crap that they tried to hock off to those with too much money in their pockets. 

"Honest to god Jeremy, I don't even know what this woman's deal is," Brian said, leaning in to his co-worker Jeremy. "She's only been here for like, three hours and already we've dealt with more idiots than we have in the last three months alone. Who even is this lady? I've never even seen her in my life. I went over to ask earlier and she shooed me off."

Beside him, Jeremy laughed slightly in that annoying, high pitched tone he usually had. His beanie slinked down on his shaggy blond head as he flicked his thumb along the cracked screen of his phone. "You don't know? Dude. Check it out. It's his lady, man."

He then showed Brian, who had a hard time seeing the social media pictures between the cracks and the man's fingers. Jeremy scrolled through several of them, showing off a woman that was the same as the one in the main section of the store, just in different outfits and places. Some of them showing her in Vegas or New York, some in an upscaled apartment wearing either too little or too much. Some of food, some of her kissing. Some that were clearly videos to watch.

"Okay? and what makes her different from every other California bimbo in a bikini?" Brian asked, raising his brow. 

"It's 'Vicious Vician; the Bad Bitch of Pasadena," Jeremy said, stupidly gaping at Brian as if he should know who it was. "You've been living under a rock, dude? How do you not know who this is?"

"I just don't follow internet celebrities," Brian said with a shrug. "They're really not my thing. Plus I'm gay so I follow women influencers even less. Still not telling me what makes her different or special."

Jeremy lowered his phone, and continued to scroll, inviting Brian to come closer. "Alright so she's different because she's a bad bitch, hence her name. She's smart, funny, catty, and hot but she also is kind of a bitch in the funniest way. Always putting people in their place if they treat her wrong. Kind of like - ya know - the Queen of England if she was hot or something. That's what makes her so appealing, you know, just how she can get away with being a bitch but make it look funny."

He then showed one of those videos of her in some tropical location. Possibly Hawaii, Brian couldn't tell since they looked alike. In the video she ordered some expensive cocktail and she was showing herself just dumping it on the bartender's feet, and ordering another one. Flustered, he made her a new drink, only for her to yawn, and dump it again. Several more times. 

"Okay?" Brian said, confused. "I don't think that's particularly funny or anything."

Jeremy huffed and turned off his phone. "Guess you got to see another video. Besides, I don't know why you're complaining so much. At least with everyone coming in we get a bit more excitement. It's been dull the last few weeks. Hardly anyone has been coming in and now we can't even keep the doors closed."

Looking back at the door again to see another dozen people have shown up - this time seeing them lining up around the block and trying to open windows to climb in through - he wasn't so sure that was a good thing. Outside the gangs of people that wanted to talk to this Vivian woman were starting to get rowdy as the sounds of someone fist-fighting was heard among the chanting, chattering crowd. Some of whom appeared to be trying to mimic what her style of content would be. Most though were on their phones filming or streaming the fact they were there.

"Not really. They're messing up the place badly. We're going to have to do over time to clean this all up."

"Whatever man, I'm getting in line anyways. I want to get a picture of her before she leaves," Jeremy scoffed, took his beanie off, and started to march past the discount portion where Brian was hiding to get in line. 

"Dude, you can't just leave. We're working!" Brian protested, calling out to him. 

"I'm on break." Jeremy replied. 

"Now? You took one before she got here."

Jeremy shrugged. "Screw it, I quit then. I'll have her sign my beanie or my shirt. Selling it should pay my rent this month," he said, and then finally disappeared into the agitated crowd. 

Brian closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose, furrowing his brow now in agitation. A tight, sharp headache was starting to burn in the back of his temple, and he felt like he couldn't rightfully deal with this now. A break did sound good to him; at least just to escape the madness that was happening in the store. 

Several other people scooted into the store, and made their way to the cafe bistro. It was an area that was fairly popular when people came in, usually meant to read books or magazines and enjoy a coffee while they read. Usually it was laid back and where Brian liked to spend his breaks drinking a smoothie and scrolling his Friendbook page but now had several people ordering expensive juices, and intentionally spilling them to imitate the video that he watched a moment ago. 

Great. He could duck in the back, he guessed. Today they had a small staff and hardly anyone went there unless they needed to hide. 

Though no sooner had he turned to slink away till the influencer left than a man in a dark suit slinked out of the shadows next to him. For a moment Brian jumped, shocked that there was anyone in the store well dressed enough and not in line at this point. Though, he figured that the man might not have been the exact target audience. 

He was tall, slim, with a pointed face, and a shock of white hair despite looking young and handsome. For a moment he didn't look all that different from a normal busy-body, but it was the red eyes that made Brian pause for a second as he met his glance. 

"I hear you have an issue with my client out here today, young man," The suited man spoke in an eloquent speech that was sharp and to the point. 

Unsure of how to respond, and being called out like this, Brian at first thought he'd simply feign ignorance and leave. He worked in customer service long enough to know that when someone complained it was best to just nod and go along with it or deny it entirely and hope they went away. Plus, he said she was his 'client', which implied that he was the brains of the operation even though he didn't see the man come in earlier. 

Peering between him, and the table where "Vicious Vivian" was in the process of laughing and ripping up something she autographed, and having her bodyguards throw some poor bastard out the door, he thought maybe for once he'd just give him a piece of his mind. There was only so much abuse that the staff could take and his boss was chill enough to back him up. 

"Yeah, I got several problems with her actually," Brian said, thumbing behind him at the table. "For starters she's not allowed to be in here like this. We don't even do book signings for big name authors, much less some Friendbook starlette."

The suited man raised his brow, and slowly sneered. "I would think this failing store would be a little happier at the amount of people coming out here today. As I recall, this little store isn't exactly doing so well."

Brian looked towards the front where yet another dozen people had replaced the first dozen; some of whom were spray painting the window with Vivian's name to get her attention. 

"Her fans are doing a bit of damage out there. Are you going to compensate for that?"

"That's between me and your bosses," the man replied, shaking his head. "We're not liable for any thing that anyone else does, criminal or otherwise. Personally, if I was you I'd be happy that your place of employment might be seeing a bit of an extension of life."

There really wasn't much that Brian could say to that. He knew that the store was in dire straits; the boss talked enough about the finances and sometimes Brian thought he should maybe look for some other work elsewhere or go back to school. There were a lot of places that looked for waiters or other service staff and even more in LA where everyone wanted to be a star, but he wanted to just exist and live. 

"The look on your face says I'm right," the suited man smugly said. 

"Yeah screw you. I'm still not happy about it. Not much I can say, but hey, as long as you're gone in a few hours I don't really care." Brian huffed, and shook his head. It was now he realized he should have just told the guy whatever it was he wanted to hear and slink away. At least then he wouldn't be annoyed all day that he and this influencer was getting away with breaking the rules. 

Then the man in the suit just smirked, and turned to walk away. "I suppose there really isn't much to say. You are, at the end of the day, just a lowly worm who stocks the shelves, mops the floors, and busies yourself from one situation to another. Don't fret too much. We'll not take the whole day."

Then he left back towards the table with the influencer, leaving Brian to watch him for a moment as he cursed under his breath after the guy. 

"Prick," was all he could say for now. Just in time for several of the influencers' fans to knock over a stand full of locally baked cookies and then laugh about it, filming their destruction much to the dismay of his coworkers behind the bistro counter trying to calm them down. 

The asshole was right about one thing he guessed. He did get left to mop the floors. Seemed there wasn't any break for him today as he went to the cleaning closet to get the mop, bucket, and - if he had his way - a baseball bat to keep them all in line. 

Today was ust not a good day at all. 
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Chapter 2 - Books and Hooks
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There wasn't anything that Vivian didn't love more than attention. Money had its place and it certainly allowed her to do everything that she desired and dreamed of, sure. Food was great as well, as she had the uncanny ability to eat whatever she wanted and it didn't affect her at all (the secret being an eating disorder, drugs, and pills). Sex was certainly something enjoyable when she could demand it from whoever she fancied when the moment hit her. 

Yet it was attention that she craved. Attention was what brought in the money, got her the food - often for free - and made hot, sexy men want to be around her thinking they were going to be the ones to tame 'The Bitch of Pasadena'. 

And today, she was eating good when it came to attention. Ever since she got here, set up the table, smacked a fat stack of books on the table, and made a post on the newest, hippest social media app 'Influencia', people in the area flocked to get out here to this boring part of Southern California just to get a glimpse of her. Heck, one poor simp told her he told his friend who was driving straight from Nevada just for the chance to see her. 

Not that she'd be here or wait on the guy of course. It was just his luck. 

For the last four hours she spent her time taking pics with fans and often smiling, flipping them off, or blowing them kisses if they paid well enough. She also got to sign the books whenever someone bought one (though that was extra since she knew they were just going to scalp them online). There were even people who were live streaming and pretending that they were invited to an exclusive event, riding off of her coat tails the entire way before they paid her homage, and left. 

In fact she was even streaming right now, with her phone set up so all the fans that were too far away could pay for the privilege of leaving her hearts, super chat payments to shout their names, and chatting with other Vicious Fans from around the globe. The chat stream went by so fast that she could hardly catch up, not as if she would. 

Everything was going her way. 

Inwardly though? She hated every bastard and bitch that showed up today, even if it was all a part of the grift. Had she her way she'd just stick with taking pictures of her perfect body, get people drooling and begging for a crumb of attention from her and sending money and call it a day. 

She craved the attention yes but sadly it had to come at the cost of getting close to the grossest, poorest people she had ever met. 

Even now with all the people who spent money taking pictures of-and-with her, or streaming themselves, most of them didn't even pay a cent. She noticed that there was a long line reaching outside and possibly down the block but eight out of ten of them wouldn't give her a time when they should since she graced them with her presence. There were even people at the cafe dumping expensive coffees onto the floor and laughing, trying to imitate one of her latest viral videos when she was in the Caribbean. 

Stupid, the lot of them. They could be paying her. It was only $5 per autograph, $10 per picture, and the book was only $30. Even the store employees were in line and who might possibly be fired after this shift was over.

With a sigh, Vivian took a moment to herself and leaned back in her seat to look at the store itself. It was a large square building with rows of moldering books from authors she had never read and stories that didn't interest her. The green carpet clashed with the wood panel walls, she thought, but the natural light from the large windows - some now defaced with paint trying to get her attention - at least let in a modicum of natural light to make the place feel a lot larger than it was. A shame that the good smell of coffee and buttered bread was replaced with body odor. 

Eventually a shadow fell over her side, and for a moment she wanted to turn to one of the three body guards she had with her and tell them to throw the poor bastard out for interrupting her. Though as soon as she saw who it was she stopped, and smiled. 
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