Sydney harbor was beautiful in the evening sunlight, as the orange embers of the day flowed across the blue water and shining glass of the city. Melissa Jones has seen the sight a hundred times before, but it never got old. Of course, the cafe she’s sitting in is renowned for having an excellent view of the harbor. That was part of the reason why it’s so expensive.
And it being expensive is part of the reason that Melissa herself is feeling a little nervous. The girl is in her mid-twenties, pretty and freckled with tan skin. When her friend, who Melissa hadn’t seen in years, had suggested getting a late lunch, Melissa had thrown on a stylish sweater and a cute pair of shorts for what she expected to be a regular hangout. Instead, it turned out to be a sudden sudden arrival into the lap of luxury.
In the front of the cafe, a long line of people were waiting to get in. An ornate sign next to the front door reminded visitors that vore was only allowed on the premises after dark and in a private room. For a moment, Melissa had thought she’d arrived at the wrong place. But, she’d been greeted by a well-dressed manager and shown to a private table.
Sitting there in clothes she’d thought were stylish, the brunette plays with her long hair for a moment, feeling far too poorly dressed. Why had Lindsay Smith suggested such a place to meet up? Her friend had been in Newcastle for the last few years, and had seemingly returned to Sydney for a holiday. But this kind of place seemed far beyond whatever her friend had been earning.
“Can I get you anything, Miss?” Melissa almost flinches as a waitress drifts over to her. Two long black ponytails fall down to the waitress’s back, and she seems surprisingly well-built.
“Oh, I’m waiting for someone, thank you!” The brunette blurts out, feeling oddly scared that the waitress might notice that she’s not rich and throw her out. 
The waitress is older than Melissa, and smirks at her with a bit of humor. “Well, I’m sure I can get you something to drink, at least?”
“Oh, um… just water, thank you.” The brunette tries to smile at the waitress, feeling a little intimidated. 
“A cute young thing like you? You gotta have a little bit more than just water!” The waitress seems surprisingly persistent. Something about it seems a little… Melissa’s eyes drift down to the waitress’s shoulder, where a tattoo of the female symbol is enveloping a smaller female symbol is inked into her pale skin. Ah, that explains it.
“You’re a… um, predator, right?” Melissa asks carefully. When the waitress raises an eyebrow, the brunette nervously holds up her hands. “I mean, I can see your tattoo…”
“Huh? Oh, right.” The waitress looks down at her shoulder, and grins. “Yes, I am. Loud and proud pred!” She stands up a little straighter. “Yeah, this cafe is a LGBTV+ friendly establishment, just so you know.” A wry look creeps across her face. “Would I be right in thinking that you might fall under a few of those letters?”
Melissa takes a moment to understand the question, and then blushes a little. “N-no, I don’t think so, sorry!” The waitress looks a little disappointed at that, but quickly masks it. “Actually, I know it mostly because my friend…” 
Speak of the devil… Melissa looks up and sees her old friend, Lindsay, approaching with a big grin. Melissa feels her heart leap at the sight of her old friend, who she hasn’t seen for nearly three years, and stands up to greet her. The waitress takes one look at Lindsay and decides to clear off, an irritated look on her face at having been interrupted in her flirting.
“Mel!” The red-headed woman grabs Melissa, and the brunette braces for the crushing hug that she knows is coming. That had been the standard greeting ever since they’d become friends in the first year of high-school. “Good to see you!”
“Good to see- urk!” Melissa feels all the wind driven from her lungs as her friend embraces her. It might be the fact that she hasn’t seen her in a long time, but Lindsay feels even stronger than she used to. “...g-good to see you, Lin. How was Newcastle?” They’d spoken on the phone fairly often while Lindsay was away, but this is the first face-to-face meeting they’ve had in a very long time.
“Three years of shitty dates and casual sex. Oh, and working too, I guess.” Pulling back from the hug, the red-head grins devilishly. “You’re looking cute, Mel. Got a real prey energy to you, I love it!” Lindsay looks Melissa up and down, and licks her lips.
Not this old thing again. “Yeah, yeah…” Melissa shrugs off the ‘compliment’, as she sits back down. “You’ve been saying that since high school. I’m not a prey, I’m just not interested in the whole pred-prey thing.”
The red-head shrugs. “Which is just a complicated way of admitting to being a prey. If you’re not on top, you’re on the bottom.” She snorts. “But I’m not making fun of you, Mel, you really are looking fine as hell!”
“Well… thanks.” Melissa can’t help but blush a little. “You’re also…” For the first time in a long time, the freckled girl takes a proper look at her friend. “Actually, well…”
Lindsay is dressed in a loose shirt that shows off the purple bra underneath, and a pair of black jeans so close-fitting that Melissa can’t even begin to imagine how the red-head pulled them on. They adhere to the curve of her ass so tightly that the jeans almost look like they were painted on, rather than worn. To put it simply, she looks absolutely stunning to Melissa’s eyes.
“Whoa, Lin, you look…” Hot? Sexy? Slutty? They’re all true, but saying them out loud seems a little crass. “...you look like a model!” is what Melissa settles on after a moment’s consideration.
“Aw, thanks, bae.” The red-head sets her handbag down on the other chair, and bends over for a moment to pick up a menu. Quite a few heads surreptitiously turn to admire the view. “A bunch of people have told me that already, but it’s nice of ya to say.” She sits down on the chair as she reads the menu, throwing her other arm out luxuriously. Somehow, her friend seems far more confident than she used to be, Melissa realizes.
Melissa looks over at the other chair. “Hey, is that a new handbag? Looks expensive!” The bag itself gleams richly, with what looks like real gold adorning the clasp.
“It was.” Lindsay shrugs. “I’ve come into some nice money recently, so I treated myself in the mall a few days ago.” Taking her eyes off the menu, she lifts up her leg for a moment. “These jeans were part of that too. Practically impossible to get on, but they make my ass look incredible.”
“Oh… that’s nice.” Melissa isn’t quite sure what to say to that. She looks down at her own menu, and bites her lip when she sees the prices. “Your job must be going well. Did you get, like, a promotion?” 
“Oh, that old thing? Nah, I quit that shit. Working in an office is a drag, and I don’t need it anymore.” Lindsay tosses her menu aside, and signals to a waitress, a young blonde girl who barely looks out of high school.. The nervous looking teenager walks over and opens her mouth to speak, but the red-head cuts her off. “I’ll have the sushi, the expensive shit. And bring me the Chateau Rieus… Rieu… whatever the two-hundred dollar one is.” The waitress nods quickly, and turns to Melissa.
The freckled girl had been too stunned by her friend’s order to think about her own. “Oh! Um… I-I might just have the salad…” That sushi sounded amazing, but the price was unsettling…
“What? Fuck that!” Lindsay clicks her fingers to get the waitress’s attention again. “I’m paying her share, so give her the sushi as well.” Reaching out, she grabs the menu from Melissa’s stunned grasp and tosses both menus to the waitress.
“Huh? No, wait-” The freckled girl is a little too embarrassed to just let her friend pay for her meal, but Lindsay isn’t taking no for an answer. 
“Nah, I’m paying, Mel.” The red-head’s response is sharp and final. She nods to the waitress. “That’s all, thanks… cutie.” Lindsay adds the last word almost as an afterthought, and gives a flirty smile to the teenage girl.
As the young girl turns and leaves, she blushes furiously. Melissa scowls and looks away from her friend. “I can pay for my own share, Lin…” A small amount of redness tinges her freckles as well. “And since when do you flirt with girls?”
Her friend waves her away. “Nah, it’s my treat. I’ve definitely got more money than you, Mel.” Watching the waitress wander away between the tables, Lindsay bites her lip softly. “And as for flirting, I’ve been doing a lot of… exploring with my new job. Good riddance to my heterosexuality, I’m not gonna miss it. Besides, didn’t you see the bulge in the little prey’s shorts?”
“Er, no?” Melissa had to admit she hadn’t been looking in that area. But now she felt quite intrigued. “Um, what is your new job?”
Lindsay grins, and lowers her voice slightly. “Well, I guess I can tell you, Mel.” Reaching into her jeans, she pulls out her phone. “Have you ever heard of VoreFans?”
“...I think so?” Melissa knows of the website, but has never used it herself. “Isn’t it basically a DIY porn site?”
“A DIY vore porn website.” The red-head grins. “Well, you know how I used to be a hardcore pred, but I kinda mellowed out after high school?”
Oh gosh, Melissa definitely remembered that. Lindsay Smith had been a force to be feared back in their high school. “Yeah, I probably wouldn’t have made it to graduation without you, Lin.” Since then, she’d calmed down a bit, but… Melissa suddenly has an epiphany. “Oh, are you back into the pred game?” That would explain the confidence and aura of ‘don’t-fuck-with-me’ that her friend was now exuding. 
“Yeah, big time!” The red-head taps her phone for a few moments, and then turns it to show Melissa. “Here, have a look. I started a VoreFans account as a predator, and I’ve been selling nudes and erotic videos and shit.”
Right at the top of the page is a picture of Lindsay in a bikini, giving a hungry look to the camera. Melissa feels her heart skip a beat. “O-oh, that’s not as graphic as I kinda expected…” she remarks, trying not to let her relief show.
“What? Oh no, that’s just the banner. Here, this is the kinda shit I post.” Lindsay’s thumb scrolls the page down, and Melissa gets an eyeful of her friend’s dripping wet vagina, with the caption ‘My little girl is hungry, who’s ready to die for my pleasure?’.
“W-wow!” Melissa looks away quickly. “That’s… that’s quite a lot, isn’t it?” She’d expected to have lunch with her friend today, not to see her private parts. 
Lindsay snorts, and turns the phone back to tap on it again. “Nah, that one’s nothing. I got way nastier stuff on there. I’d tell you about it, but not right before we eat.” She winks, and puts her phone down. “Yeah, I started doing it while I was working at that office in Newcastle. I hadn’t really ever thought about it before, but I just came across the website one day and decided to give it a try.”
The freckled girl is still a little bit shocked to hear that her friend had quit. “Weren’t you there for, like, three years? Last I heard from you, you were doing pretty well in that company.”
Lindsay chuckles. “Yeah, I guess? It was mostly just figuring out who the right people to sleep with were, really. I got a few promotions that way, yeah.” She looks wistful for a moment. “You know me, I like that kind of thing. But eventually I got kinda tired of it. And I started making enough money from VoreFans that I just didn’t really need to keep working there anymore.”
“Um, your wine…” The waitress from before returns, carrying a bucket of ice, two wine glasses, and a painfully expensive-looking wine bottle. Melissa and Lindsay watch with interest as the teenage girl carefully pours out the red liquid into the shining glasses. “Please enjoy! Your sushi is being prepared now.”
“Thank you!” Lindsay picks up her glass, and swishes the wine around, grinning.  Nodding at the other glass, she winks at Melissa. “Come on, you know what to do!” 
Tentatively, the freckled girl picks up the glass, and clinks it against Lindsay’s. The sound of the two wine glasses meeting is a clear and pure note of sound. Together, they take a sip of wine, and both smile at the pleasant taste. Lindsay licks her lips and looks back at the waitress. “You’ve been quite good to us so far, cutie. I think I’ll leave a generous tip.”
“O-oh, thank you!” The waitress blushes and bows slightly. “Well, if you need anything at all, let me know!”
The red-head turns and smiles smugly. “Well, I could use your number.”
Melissa almost chokes on her wine, and she wordlessly stares at her friend in disbelief. 
The waitress looks momentarily confused as well. “My phone number? So you can… Oh!” She blushes deeply, and then looks around the cafe with a furtive look. “I don’t think I can just give it out to a patron, but… I can put it on the bill.”
“That would be lovely, thank you.” Lindsay watches cheerfully as the waitress leaves again. “Well, finding a date turned out to be easier than I expected. I thought I’d have to take a minute to readjust to dating in Sydney.”
Still feeling embarrassed at her friend’s boldness, Melissa raises the glass to her lips again, and then pauses. “Wait, readjust? Are you… moving back here permanently?”
The red-head looks surprised. “Oh, I’ve already moved back, didn’t I say so? I’m staying at a hotel until I find a nice apartment.” Seeing the look of shock on Melissa’s face, Lindsay shrugs. “Well, I was only staying in Newcastle for my job, really.”
“Wha… Are you serious? That’s awesome!” Melissa tries hard to not jump out of her chair in excitement at the news, and barely succeeds. “You’re gonna be around all the time now? Holy shit, that’s so awesome!” Lindsay basks in Melissa’s joy for a moment, and nods approvingly. The brunette settles down after a moment. “Why are you moving back, though? I thought you liked it in Newcastle. I mean, I’m over the moon about it, but… why?”
For the first time today, Lindsay looks a little bashful. “I mean, Newcastle’s nice and all, but compared to Sydney, it’s a tiny ass town. I mean, Sydney’s literally the best city in the whole world. And, y’know, my whole family’s here. And you. I missed hanging out with my best friend over the last few years, Mel. To be honest, you’re probably the biggest reason I moved back.”
“O-oh…” Mel hadn’t been prepared for Lindsay saying that so plainly. “I missed you a lot too, Lin.” There is an awkward, but oddly pleasant silence between the two of them for a moment. “But, I meant more about money. Sydney’s super expensive, and you don’t have a job anymore. And you’re staying in a hotel, too…”
The red-head shrugs easily. “Nah, money’s not an issue for me. I’m staying over at Pier One, to be honest.” She turns and gestures toward the harbor, past the great bridge.
“You what? You’re joking?!” Pier One was one of the most expensive hotels in Sydney. “How can you afford to…?”
“Relax, Mel! You wouldn’t believe how much I’ve saved up. Doing VoreFans shit has been raking in the money for me.
“You’re not serious.” Melissa couldn’t imagine her friend lying to her, but that was quite hard to believe. “How could you have that much…”
Picking up her phone again, Lindsay taps on it a few times. “Yeah, VoreFans has totally replaced my old job, and I make way more from it than I did there, too. Here, have a look.” Lindsay turns the phone toward her. “You’d probably make more than your current job, too.”
“Oh, well, I don’t think I’m really suited for… huh?!” Melissa’s eyes widen as she sees the numbers displayed on her friend’s phone screen. “Wait, does that say you made five-thousand dollars this week?!” 
The red-head casts a vaguely alarmed look around the cafe. “Hey, keep it down a little, would ya?” she chides Melissa, clicking her teeth in irritation. “I know it’s crazy, but I’m showing this to you, not the entire shop, yeah?”
“S-sorry…” Taking the offered phone, Melissa stares at her friend’s bank account. “Gosh, that’s like five times what I make in a fortnight…” Suddenly, Lindsay’s phone vibrated gently, and a notification appeared. “Wha… someone just sent you fifty dollars!” Melissa exclaims softly, having a hard time believing what she’s seeing.
“Oh, yeah, these fuckers go nuts for a hot pred like me.” Lindsay takes back her phone and grins smugly at the small device. “Shit like that’s been pouring in since this morning.” Leaning in, the red-head whispers conspiratorially to Melissa. “Actually, I made a little post about how I was meeting up with a friend, so that little fifty bucks is probably some idiot paying for our lunch…”
“Wow…” Melissa’s eyes are unfocused, the image of her friend’s bank account still burned into her retinas. “That’s… Gosh, Lin, that’s amazing.” Feeling her respect for her friend skyrocketing, Melissa takes a sip of her wine. With that amount of money, she could pay off all her debts, and then some…
Lindsay stuffs her phone back into her tight jeans. “I mean, I’m not even the highest earner that I know. A girl I did a collaboration with a few weeks ago, Jessica Storm, already bought an apartment off her Vore Fans income, and she’s only twenty.” The red-head drains her wine glass, and fills it again. “Then again, she’s a futanari and a massive predator to boot, so that’s not surprising.”
The freckled girl shakes off her amazement, sighing gently. “Gosh, I don’t even know what I’d do with that kind of income…” Well, it’s more a case of what couldn’t she do, Melissa chuckles to herself softly. “Your whole world is so far above me, I couldn’t even begin to imagine it.”
The red-head looks Melissa up and down for a moment, and then shrugs. “Doesn’t need to be, ya know?” Leaning in again, Lindsay gives her friend a wry look. “What, you never thought about doing one yourself?”
“Huh? Me?” The idea seems ludicrous to Melissa. “Oh, no, I’m definitely not the kind of girl who could do that sort of thing…” Looking down at her sweater and shorts, the freckled girl tries to softly laugh off the idea. “I mean, I look super daggy right now…”
“No way!” A sudden enthusiasm seems to have taken hold of Lindsay. “You could totally do it, and be really popular, Mel!” Grinning cheerfully, the red-head’s gaze drops to Melissa’s chest. “We used to change in the same locker room, remember? You hide it behind baggy clothes, but you’ve got a nice body.”
“I-I don’t hide it…” Now it’s Melissa’s turn to look sheepishly around the cafe, reflexively trying to cover her chest. “It’s just… you know I’ve never been big on fashion or anything like that! This is as stylish as I get! Besides, I don’t own, like, sexy clothes or anything…”
“I mean, you might say not having clothes is a plus, ya know?” Lindsay giggles at her own joke, and after a moment, Melissa feels compelled to nervously chuckle along with her. “Ah… I mean, you’d be fine in just underwear, y’know?”
“R-right…” Suddenly, Melissa feels like she’s being hunted. “Ah, well… I don’t think people are looking for shy types like me, really…”
Lindsay shakes her head, pulling out her phone again. “Nah, you’d be super popular if you marketed yourself as a prey girl. Here, look!” She shows Melissa the VoreFans website, which has a long list of girls marked as ‘prey’. Some of them have a stunning amount of subscribers. “See? Horny preds go nuts for a cute prey girl.”
Oh crap. Melissa can feel the peer pressure emanating off her friend. “Well… I, um…” A bead of sweat runs down her face, and she looks away from her friend’s eyes. “That seems really…” It’s no use. Melissa knows she can’t say no to Lindsay’s excited look. “I… well, I guess I could give it a try…”
“Great!” The moment her friend’s resolve begins to crumble, Lindsay presses her advantage. “Here, give me your phone, I’ll help you set up your account!”
With a moment’s hesitation, Melissa pulls her phone from her shorts pocket, unlocks it, and drops it into Lindsay’s waiting palm. Taking it eagerly, the red-head quickly downloads the app and begins to set up the account. A few seconds later, she passes it back to Melissa, who looks down to see a page full of personal information waiting to be filled out.
“Oh, wow… that’s a lot of information.” And rather personal personal information, at that. “Breast size… sexual experience… masturbation frequency?” Melissa looks up at the red-head, feeling a terrified grin on her face.. “Um, did you fill out this stuff as well…?”
“Sure did!” Lindsay grins cheerfully, and then glances down at the phone meaningfully. “Go on, what are you waiting for?”
“R-right…” Feeling cornered, Melissa hesitates for a moment, and then begins to type…
*****
Two hours later, an exhausted Melissa opens the front door of her apartment. Closing it behind her, the freckled girl takes a deep breath and kicks off her shoes. The sushi inside her churns, and she can feel her stomach already melting down a much more expensive meal than it was used it.
Lindsay had pressured her into filling out the entire page right in front of her. Melissa was pretty sure that the red-head had been enjoying learning all about Melissa’s sexual history and habits. After that, she’d plied Melissa with a seemingly endless amount of tips and advice on how to get started on VoreFans.
VoreFans. Melissa felt her phone in her pocket, and the device somehow now felt slightly heavier with that app on it. Before today, she never would have believed that her phone would ever have something vulgar on it. Now, it was weighing down her phone, and her mind.
“Ugh… I need a shower.” Melissa sighs to herself and walks into her bedroom. It’s been a tiring day, for more than one reason.
As she reaches down to pull off her sweater, the freckled girl catches a glimpse of herself in the mirror. Her stomach is barely showing, but something about the sight of her own body now feels lewd and perverse. For a moment, she imagines the mirror as a camera, and she instantly snatches her hands away, letting the fabric fall back down.
Melissa sits down on the end of her bed, and rubs her forehead. Somehow, her phone feels even heavier now, and she reaches into her pocket and tosses it across the bed, where it lands on her pillow. Sighing again, she looks down for a long moment. Then, she looks up again, and stares at herself for a long moment.
The freckled girl had never thought of herself as ugly or unattractive, to tell the truth. She’d never thought of herself as hot or sexy either, to be fair. She’d just been… herself, in her mind. The idea of uploading pictures of herself online hadn’t ever really crossed her thoughts, and she knew she never would have done it even if she had. But, Lindsay’s bank account was still vivid in her memory…
Gosh, what she could do with that much money. A better apartment, better clothes. No more debts or student loans. Hell, she could even pay her parents back a little for raising her, even. The thought of the girl Lindsay had described drifted across her memories. Buying a house at twenty seemed insane, and yet…
Lindsay would probably bug her about it anyway, right? She would get annoyed if Melissa didn’t at least try something on the app. Besides, the red-head had gone to the trouble of helping her set it up, it felt a little ungrateful to just delete the app without trying anything.
Melissa stood up from the bed, and looked around for her phone. Snatching it up from her pillow, the freckled girl slips it back into her pocket for a moment. Reaching down again, she pulls off her sweater, revealing the black bra underneath. Her breasts are admittedly bigger than they look with the sweater covering them, Melissa concedes. They’re not huge by any means, but they’re enough to look good in a bra.
Well, that’s what she hopes, at least. Pulling out her phone again with a shaky hand, the freckled girl holds it above her head. Start with just underwear, Lindsay had told her, and slowly increase the heat over time. Well, a bra and shorts was fine for that, right? Carefully angling the camera to avoid her face, Melissa almost flinches as she hears the digital click.
The selfie looks… fine, she thinks nervously, as she turns the phone back to look at her handiwork. Her breasts are visible, but there’s no identifying information, really. The next step is much more difficult, however.
Opening the app, Melissa is instantly greeted with a prompt to make her first post. With a tentative tap, she’s taken to a page with a button to upload a picture. Well, as long as it’s just a bra, everything should be fine, right? The picture uploads quickly, and the freckled girl is presented with a text box. She can’t think of anything to say, so she just hits ‘upload’.
Blushing, Melissa shuts off her phone the moment she’s sure that the upload is done. Stripping off the rest of her clothes quickly, she dashes into the shower and tries to forget what she just did for a little while.
Forty minutes later, the freckled girl walks back out of the bathroom, her body steaming with heat. She feels much more relaxed now, and almost a little excited to see what response she got for the picture. Picking up her phone, Melissa nervously turns it on and opens the app.
A half-dozen likes and an empty comment section underneath. It’s a rather more underwhelming response than even Melissa expected. For a moment, a small sense of disappointment fills her stomach, but the girl quickly shakes it off, grinning smugly.
“Ha! I told her I wouldn’t be popular.” It’s a little disappointing, yes, but also quite relieving. She’d been proven right, after all.
Turning to her wardrobe, Melissa opens a drawer and pulls out a pair of black panties. “Yeah, Lin’s nuts for thinking I’d do anywhere as well as her. She’s crazy hot compared to me.” Pulling on her panties, she looks at herself in the mirror again. “I mean, I’m not hot, but I’m not bad either. I couldn’t…”
Staring at herself for a long moment, Melissa feels a sense of dissatisfaction. She turns back, her eyes falling to her phone. “Well…” She bites her lip.
Lindsay would be annoyed if she only tried one picture, right? A second one couldn’t hurt. And if she tried properly on this one, the red-head wouldn’t have any grounds to complain next time they hung out, would she?
Opening the camera, Melissa awkwardly gets down on her knees. She’d seen girls do stuff like this before, surely? On her knees, her breasts bare and her body only covered by a small pair of panties, Melissa hesitates in front of the mirror. This is kind of a sexy pose, she thinks to herself. For a moment, she angles the phone so that her face isn’t visible. But then, she turns the phone back up, and tries to smile. She would probably end up deleting her account in a few days anyway, what did it matter if people saw her face?
For a few moments, she tried to give the camera a smile that didn’t look forced. Giving up, Melissa let her face harden, adopting a serious face. Her heart almost skipped a beat as she heard the camera click. 
A quick upload later, Melissa’s finger hovered over the text box that popped up. Lindsay had said to market herself as a prey, right? “An eager prey just joined VoreFans, the name’s Melissa!” Blushing as she typed, the freckled girl hit ‘upload post’ and quickly turned off her phone, plugging it into the charger for the night. She was eager to clear her mind of any VoreFans-related thoughts, and fell asleep barely a few minutes after turning the light off and pulling the sheets up to just under her bare breasts.
The freckled girl slept rather soundly, not noticing her phone vibrating quietly. A few minutes later, it vibrated again. And then again. And then again… Eventually, the phone began to vibrate almost constantly, until it stopped, having been programmed to stop vibrating after a certain threshold of notifications in a short time.
Melissa slept soundly as the notifications continued to pour in…
End of Part One
*****
KNOWN STATUS OF KNOWN CHARACTERS AT THE END OF PART ONE:
	Name:
	Health Status:
	Relationship Status:
	Financial Status:
	Fertility Status:
	Current Status:

	Melissa Jones
	Alive
	Single
	Average
	Fertile
	Made a post on VoreFans that’s attracting interest...

	Lindsay Smith
	Alive
	Single
	Wealthy
	Fertile
	Excited to be back with Melissa, wants to upgrade her to a “best friend”.

	Pred Waitress
	Alive
	???
	???
	???
	Hungry for information about the cute girl she met earlier today.

	Teen Waitress
	Alive
	???
	???
	Virile
	Gave her number to Lindsay, against her better judgment.

	Jessica Storm
	Alive
	???
	Opulent
	Virile
	Looking for more girls to “collaborate with” on VoreFans.


