The bedroom window is covered by blinds, but the afternoon sunlight slips through every crack it can find, slicing through the air in streams of amber. Even in the darkness, summer heat has seeped through the walls, making the room uncomfortably warm. A ray of light illuminates a pink nipple, erect and moving up and down slightly, as the girl clad only in panties snores softly. Melissa Jones usually sleeps in late on a weekend, and today is no different.
A bead of sweat glints in the sunlight, cresting over the nipple and dripping slowly down the curve of the girl’s breast. As she sleeps, her freckled face seems troubled, but her cheeks are flushed. It appears that the combination of the summer heat and yesterday’s events have caused her to have an erotic dream. As she sleeps, her lower body twitches slightly and her breathing hitches slightly. From the sound of it, she’s close to…
The phone on Melissa’s bedside table vibrates suddenly, and Melissa’s eyes crack open. For a moment, she’s still in a groggy state, the pall of sleep still inside her brain. Slowly, she sits up, wiping a small amount of drool from her lip. “Fuck, it’s hot…” she moans to herself, rubbing her forehead.
Looking over at the phone, Melissa looks to see who on Earth is calling her on a Saturday morning. Well, Saturday afternoon, really. She picks up the phone, and holds it to her ear. No-one’s called her at this hour for years, not since…
“Lindsay?” she asks into the phone, her voice still hoarse from sleep. “What’s up?” 
“Hey- whoa, did you just wake up or something?” The voice in her ear is relentlessly cheerful. Trust a red-head to be a morning person, Melissa thinks wryly to herself. Lindsay Smith laughs for a moment in her ear, and then continues. “I just wanted to check up on you, sexy!”
Sexy? Oh, right. “Ah… You saw the post I put on last night, did you?” The post on VoreFans had been a little silly, now that Melissa thought about it. The wine from yesterday must have gone to her head. A picture of herself only in panties, with her face visible? That had been a bad idea. Now it was on the internet forever, with her name attached to it. 
Lindsay snorts across the line. “Yeah, me and, like, a million other people!”
“Huh?” Melissa blinks for a moment, still feeling groggy from waking up only minutes before. “What do you mean?” She fumbles for the switch on the wall, and turns on the fan, feeling relieved at the cooler wind blowing across her nipples.
“What? You don’t know?” Her friend sounds incredulous. “Your debut was a big fucking hit! You’re trending on VoreFans! Everyone’s looking at your pictures!”
“What?” The freckled girl shakes off her sleepiness and finally processes what her friend is saying. “Wait, what? I didn’t think it’d be that popular! I only posted myself in my underwear!”
Lindsay laughs into the phone. “I told you that people on there go nuts for preysluts! Just check your messages, I bet you’ve got a bunch of horny ones!”
Melissa pulls her phone away from her ear, and switches her friend to speaker mode. Then, she swipes over to the app, and freezes when she sees how many red notifications are in the corner. “Oh, shit…” She opens the app, and nervously waits for it to load. When it does, her mouth falls open.
“What is it?” Lindsay’s voice chirps from the phone, sounding as if her friend is standing right next to her. “More than you expected?”
“Lindsay, I’ve got eighty-three messages!” The freckled girl puts her finger over the button to open her inbox, but then hesitates for a moment.
“Holy shit, eighty-three? My first post only got, like, forty! You’re doing even better than I was when I started out on the site! I’m so fucking proud of you, bae!” She can almost hear Lindsay giving her a thumbs up from across the phone line. “Keep in mind that every one of those messages is a person that’s had to subscribe to message you!”
“Oh, crap…” Now that was an intimidating thought. People had actually paid money to speak to her? Why on Earth… Shaking her head slightly, Melissa presses the button to open her inbox, and starts to read some of the messages.
They were almost all from women, bizarrely enough. Nice tits! They’re a D-cup, right? That was an unsettlingly accurate guess from one message. welcome to VoreFans, bitch! I lovre supporting new girls, so heres a taste! That message came with ten dollars attached as a tip. Being called ‘bitch’ was a little rude, but Melissa felt oddly aroused by it. The third message was a little bit more unnerving though.
Address? Was all it said. The woman in the profile picture was incredibly buff, with almost coal black skin. Melissa almost instantly pressed the button to open this person’s account. She was dressed in a black leather jacket, which was open to show a purple bra. A matching pair of black leather jeans held a worryingly large bulge. Melissa felt her heart skip a beat at the sight, and tried not to think about what that heart skip implied.
This was a bad idea, but she was too curious… Melissa licked her lips nervously, as she began to type a reply. My address? What for? 
The original message had been sent hours ago, but the reply came back almost instantly. You’re a prey. I’m a pred. Do the math, genius. A few seconds later, a second message followed. Drop your address, and then count the last precious minutes of your life before I arrive at your place.
“Mel? You still there?” Lindsay’s voice cuts through the bedroom, causing Melissa to flinch violently.
“Yeah! I mean, yeah, I’m here! I’m good!” Sweat is running down the freckled girl’s face, and not just from the heat. “I’m… Fuck, Lin, this is way too intense for me right now…”
“Whoa, calm down, girl!” Lindsay’s voice is soothing. “You’re just getting started. Think about the money rolling in, and chill.”
Melissa takes a deep breath, and lets it out slowly, feeling her heart still hammering in her chest. “Geez, Lin, this is crazy…” The freckled girl runs her hand through her long brown hair, as she often does when she’s nervous. “Can… can I come over to your place right now? You’re just at your home, right?”
“... right now?” Her friend sounds a little reluctant. “Everything’s a bit… messed up right now. But if you wanna come over, sure!”
Melissa is already kicking off her panties. “I’ll be there in a little bit then, Lin. I don’t mind if your place is messy, don’t bother cleaning up or anything.”
“Oh, I kinda meant me… but I guess you’ll see when you get here.” Lindsay giggles to herself for a moment. “Whatever. See you soon, sexy!”
*****
After a quick shower, Melissa throws on a loose white shirt and a red skirt. The shirt is loose enough that she doesn’t bother with a bra, just a new pair of panties. Throwing her handbag  over her shoulder, she leaves her apartment and begins to walk over to Lindsay’s place.
Sydney is a bustling city, especially in the early afternoon. Melissa was born in this city, and she’s used to it by now, but something about today puts her on edge. As she moves along with the crowds, the freckled girl feels a vague sense of eyes on her. Lindsay had said that millions of people had seen her pictures, but surely her friend had been exaggerating. But even still, had anyone in this crowd somehow recognised her? The thought plagued her mind as she walked.
Stopping at a crosswalk with a dozen other people, Melissa tries to look around as nonchalantly as she can manage. A few men and couple women are looking around at the traffic, and her eyes meet each of them in turn. One of the women, a brown-skinned businesswoman, smiles at her, and Melissa feels her stomach shiver. Did this woman recognise her from VoreFans? Had she seen Melissa almost naked? Was she going to-
The lights change, and the business woman turns away as she crossed the street. Melissa comes back to her senses and crosses as well, unsure if she’s relieved or disappointed that her path diverges from the business woman’s.
Thirty minutes later, Melissa arrives at Lindsay’s place. Pier One is a well-known hotel in Sydney. Built over and almost right on top of the water, it prides itself on being a maritime-themed luxury accommodation. And it wasn’t cheap, Melissa knows that for certain. As she enters the lobby, the freckled girl almost expects someone to stop her, but the staff just smile at her as she heads toward the elevators.
Third floor, Apartment 305. Door code is 54234, just let yourself in. I’d open the door, but I’m a bit immobile at the moment. Melissa has no idea what Lindsay had meant by the last part of her text message, but she guesses that she would know soon enough. The lift is smooth, and the third floor is quiet. Apartment 305 is easy enough to find, and the electronic keypad beeps happily as Melissa punches in the code. The door swings open, and the freckled girl lets herself in.
“Lin, I’m here!” Closing the door behind her, Melissa takes a step forward and then pauses. She is in a hallway, which has at least five doors along its length. As she slowly pads down the hallway, Melissa peers into each door curiously. A pristine white bathroom, a bedroom, an office, another bedroom… This hotel room feels more like an apartment than her actual apartment.
“Ugh… In here, Mel!” The sound of Lindsay is coming from the end of the hallway, where it opens out into a large living space. The freckled girl follows her friend’s voice.
“Geez, Lin, this place is even bigger than I ex- Oh, wow!” As Melissa rounds the corner, she sees her friend sitting on a couch, lying with her head on the armrest. Her eyes are drawn to her friend’s belly. Well, that explains what she meant by being ‘a bit immobile’, alright!
Lindsay’s belly is heavily swollen, and the white shirt she’s wearing is bunched up under her breasts, unable to stretch over her bulging stomach. As Melissa stares, the belly shivers slightly, and a menacingly low rumble emanates. Lindsay bites her lip for a moment as her belly churns, and a slight blush tinges her face.
“You ate someone?” It’s hard to mistake a belly full of person, even if said person was clearly mostly digested by this point. Even for a person who’s had no direct experience with vore like Melissa, it was easy to see that her friend had spent a few hours digesting someone. In fact, she had seen Lindsay with a similar belly before. But that had been years ago. “Geez Lin, it’s only been half a day since I saw you last!” She drops her handbag on the table next the couch and sits down on the opposite end, her eyes wide.
Lindsay shifts uncomfortably for a moment. “Yeah, I bet you weren’t expecting this, huh?” Once she’s settled into a slightly more comfortable position, the red-head grins weakly. “I don’t mind if you sit there, but sitting there might be a bit awkward for you, Mel…”
Melissa rolls her eyes. “Yeah, I can see you’re only wearing a shirt and nothing else, Lin. We’ve been friends for like a decade, it’s not like I haven’t seen your naughty bits before.” Indeed, Lindsay is not wearing any panties, and her huge belly is doing little to conceal her vagina. 
“I mean that you’re sitting on a couple of my dildos, but whatever.” Lindsay snorts as Melissa twists around on the couch. The freckled girl gingerly pulls out a couple of pink sex toys, and tosses them onto a nearby table. 
“Geez, Lin, I know I said you didn’t need to clean up, but at least put your dildos away.” Melissa settles back on the couch. “And don’t you ever clean those things?”
Lindsay shrugs. “I was filming some stuff for VoreFans before I called you, and I didn’t feel like putting them away after I finished. Mostly because of…” She pokes her belly, and it grumbles softly, almost in response.
“It’s been quite a while since I’ve seen you like this, Lin.” It’s true, Melissa hasn’t witnessed her friend with a belly like this almost since university. She stares at the belly, and feels oddly soothed by the sight. “It’s… kinda nostalgic. Who’s the unfortunate?”
“That cute teenage waitress from last night.” The red-head feels around with her hand for a moment, looking for something. “My phone… I took some pictures…”
“I got it.” Melissa can see her friend’s phone, and can see that there’s no chance of her friend finding it with her hand. “Hold still…” Reaching under Lindsay’s thigh, she pulls the device from under the red-head’s bum, where it had somehow fallen. “Got it!” A huge butt-print covers most of the screen, and Melissa rubs it away with the cloth of her shirt.
“Code’s six-nine-six-nine.” Lindsay sits up slightly, her back against the armrest. The freckled girl taps in her friend’s code, and opens up her phone. “Yeah, in my photos.”
“Yeah, I see.” There’s quite a few photos from last night. One is a selfie of Lindsay and Melissa together at the cafe. But after that… “Wow, this is… quite a lot of nude photos.”
“Yeah, I called her last night after I got back from our little date. Tiffany, she was called. She was so nervous when she told me her name, it was so cute… but we got to talking, and we really hit it off!” Lindsay grins happily at the memory. “So I invited her over for a late-night booty call, and she just rushed her cute little ass over!”
“Wow…” Melissa recognises the cute waitress from the cafe. She swipes to the next picture, and sees the waitress again, this time completely naked. “Oh wow, she is… was pretty, um, endowed…”
“Yeah, little Tiffany had a big fat dick! I was really surprised when she said she was a virgin!” Lindsay’s cheeks begin to redden as she speaks. “I won’t go into huge detail about the sex, cause y’know… but she was too big for any of the condoms I had. Crazy, right?”
“Huh?” The freckled girl raises an eyebrow. “But, you still used protection, right?”
“Nope.” The red-head rolls her eyes playfully. “Me and Tiff were real irresponsible last night…”
Melissa scowls at her friend. “I know you were having fun, but you gotta be more careful, Lin…” 
“I know, I know…” Lindsay waves away her friend. “But she was so cute, and her cock was so big! I was in heaven, Mel!” She sighs and leans back, covering her eyes. “That was some of the best dick I’ve ever gotten in my life…”
“Right…” Melissa eyes her friend’s belly. “And how’d that end up with you digesting her?”
Lindsay snorts. “After we were done, she mentioned that she’d snuck out of her parents' place to come here… and I realized if I… disappeared her, then it’d be hell for anyone to find out what happened to her. And I decided that she was so cute that I was the only one who deserved to have little Tiffany.” She pats her belly. “No-one else ever gets to have that dick. Only me, forever.”
“That’s pretty cold, Lin.” Most of the other pictures are just of her friend and the waitress having sex. She gets to a picture of Lindsay sucking on the cute waitress’s dick, and decides she’s seen enough. “You were a pred back in high-school, but even then, you weren’t that brutal.”
The red-head shrugs. “Yeah, all this VoreFans stuff has really driven me over the edge into being a hardcore pred. I’m proud of it, too!” She runs her hands along her belly. “Look at this fucking body, Mel. Any girl should be honored to be eaten by me. That’s my new life’s motto.”
Melissa can’t help but be cheered up by her friend’s apparently newfound happiness. “Oh? Should I be worried about my safety, big pred?” she asks playfully.
“Keep calling me ‘big pred’, and you should be!” Lindsay laughs, and then shakes her head. “Nah, I’ve got enough self-control to not wanna eat you, Mel. I moved back to Sydney to be with… I mean, around you, right?”
“Sure thing, big pred.” The freckled girl puts the phone down on the table next to the dildos. “How far along is she?” She points to the churning belly.
“Almost done…” Lindsay visibly stifles a groan, and a bead of sweat rolls down her face. “I mean… not to be too graphic, but most of the stuff in there is for the end of the process, if you catch my drift.”
“Yeah, I imagine eating a whole person creates a lotta poop.” Melissa shrugs, and then gently pokes the taut skin of Lindsay’s belly. “Boop.”
Lindsay’s whole body twitches. “Oh, shit, that really…”
“Oh, I didn’t mean to…” Melissa quickly pulls her hand away. “Sorry, did that hurt, Lin?”
“No, didn’t hurt.” The red-head grimaces as she shifts uneasily on the couch. “Total opposite.” She takes a deep breath, her face flushing red. “Oh boy, she’s moving now. I can feel it…”
“Are you alright?” Melissa asks with alarm, seeing her friend trying to sit up with difficulty. “Do you need help?”
“No! No, I got this!” Taking hold of her belly, Lindsay manages to stand up, swaying on her feet for a moment. “It’s been a long since I’ve done this part, but I know what I’m doing!” She turns to walks past Melissa and reaches for something on a shelf nearby. 
“Yeah, but what are you do-” Melissa blinks, and realizes what her friend is now holding a camera. Of course, Lindsay was at the end of the process. “Do you need a hand getting to bathroom?” she asks tentatively. 
“Oooooh…” Hefting her belly with one hand and the camera with another, Lindsay turns toward the hallway. “She’s not that heavy, I can manage. Besides, if you touch me right now, I don’t think I’ll make it to the bathroom.” She points to the camera. “Tiffany’s about to make her debut on Vorefans, and the freaks who subscribe to me are gonna pay out the nose to watch. I’ll let you watch for free, if you like.”
“...if your history’s any judge, you’re gonna be pretty loud, so I’ll pass.” Melissa politely declines the offer, and tries to ignore the fact that she was momentarily considering the idea. “Have fun.”
“Always do, bae.” Lindsay blows a kiss to Melissa, and then grimaces as her belly groans. “Ugh, there’s a fridge over there with drinks. Grab some alcohol for me if you get some out, would you? I’m gonna need a stiff drink when I’m done with this shit.” 
Melissa opens the fridge and grabs a few vodka cruisers. “Good luck in there, Lin.” As her friend waddles away down the hallway, Melissa opens the glass door and walks out onto the balcony.
*****
Forty-five minutes later, Melissa takes another swig of her drink and feels her eyes begin to droop. The chair on the balcony is amazingly comfortable, and the summer heat of the day is being tempered by the breeze of the afternoon. Lindsay’s apartment has a magnificent view over the harbor, with the bridge almost overhead.
The door to the balcony opens, and the freckled girl turns to see her friend with a few more bottles of alcohol in her hand. Lindsay’s belly is now flat, devoid of any human remains inside her stomach. A pair of tight blue shorts now covers her lower body. Her face is serene, with the satisfaction that only the end of a forty-five minute session on the toilet can give.
“Shit, I forgot I told you to bring out my share.” Lindsay looks down at the drinks in her hands, and then shrugs. “Whatever, let’s just get fucking hammered. Who cares?”
Melissa watches the red-head plop down onto the chair next to her. “Everything okay?” She asks, feeling a little buzzed after sipping a vodka cruiser for almost an hour.
“It was a battle and half, Mel.” Lindsay adjusts her shorts for a moment, and then stretches her legs. “But I won a massive victory in the end.” 
“Good for you.” Melissa grins at her friend. “Being a pred seems like a lot of work, but it seems really rewarding.”
“You’re goddamn right, Mel.” Her friend blinks for a moment, and then sits up. “Oh, right!” Lifting up her shirt, Lindsay flashes a black bra to Melissa. “Hey, these look bigger, right?”
Melissa sits up and takes a long look at her friend’s chest. “I’m not an expert on your tits, Lin, but they look bigger than they did yesterday.” The motion of sitting up suddenly makes the freckled girl aware of the feeling of needing to pee quite badly. Well, that’s what happens after drinking vodka cruisers for the last forty-five minutes, Melissa thinks to herself.
“Awesome!” Lindsay pops oven the cap of her vodka cruiser and takes a long draught. Sighing in delight, she licks her lips. “Pretty sure little Tiffany knocked me up a cup size. And a butt size too.”
“Bad news for you pants, then.” Melissa remarks, and her friend snorts in amusement. “I need to use the bathroom too.” The freckled girl stands up from her chair, shifting uneasily for a moment. The feeling of needing to pee is becoming hard to ignore. “It’s down the hall, right?”
“Oh, the bathroom?” Lindsay suddenly looks sheepish. “Yeah… I wouldn’t go in there, if I were you.” When Melissa raises an eyebrow, the red-head blushes slightly. “That waitress was cute, but she put up a real fight on the way out. I basically committed a fucking warcrime on that toilet.”
“Ugh…” The freckled girl weighs her options. Her groin feels like it’s on fire, but Lindsay’s description didn’t sound good. “Is there anywhere else…?”
Her friend looks around for a moment, and then jabs a thumb toward the railing. “Stick your ass over that, and see if you can get aim into the water?”
“I’m not gonna piss over a railing, Lin!” Melissa gives her friend an irritated scowl, which only makes her friend laugh. The brunette weighs her options again, and then shakes her head. “Well, if your bathroom’s already nasty, me taking a tinkle in there isn’t gonna make it worse, right?”
Lindsay’s chuckles die down after a moment. “Look, Mel, I’m gonna be real with you. I really blocked that thing up. If you go in there, you’re gonna be getting an eyeful of what I turned that waitress into.” She plays with the button on her shorts for a moment, before awkwardly trying to grin. “I know we’re old friends, but what I turned Tiffany into is real nasty…”
Melissa shrugs. “Geez, Lin. We’ve been friends for years, I can handle seeing your poop.”
“Okay, okay!” Lindsay holds up her hands, and takes another swig of her vodka cruiser. “Go and take a good long look then! Just don’t complain about what you see.”
The bathroom is easy enough to find. As Melissa pads down the hallway, her face straining as she holds her bladder closed, a nasty smell greets her nose. As she gets closer, it gets worse, the brutal stench of death and destruction. Lindsay hadn’t been kidding about it being a battle apparently, it smells like one.
As Melissa pushes open the door to the bathroom, she expects to be almost repulsed by the wall of smell. But it’s not as bad as she expected. Trying not to inhale the scent of her friend’s former meal, the freckled girl hesitates for a moment. But the feeling of needing to pee is urgent, so she eventually steps inside.
The toilet lid is closed, thankfully, though it does little to mask the smell. Melissa stares at it for a moment, as her hands squeeze her vagina, trying fruitlessly to lessen the need to urinate. The toilet is clearly not an option here, but Melissa is more resourceful than she might seem.
Unzipping her skirt, the freckled girl pulls off her lower garments, revealing her lower body. Leaving the skirt and panties on the floor, she opens the shower door. This won’t be particularly hygienic, but it was better than any other alternative. The sink was too small, and she wasn’t enough of an animal to simply go on the floor.
Squatting over the shower drain, Melissa relaxes her muscles and empties her bladder. It’s a huge relief, and she smiles happily. Once she’s done, she turns and runs the water in the shower for a few seconds, before being satisfied that she’s done enough to clean up after herself.
Washing her hands, Melissa feels her eyes drifting over to the toilet. There’s a certain… morbid curiosity inside her, to tell the truth. She looks around and confirms that she locked the bathroom door on the way in, before steeling herself. It was a horrible idea, and yet, she couldn’t bring herself to avoid such a dark temptation. Slowly, Melissa reached down and opened the lid.
Staring into the black abyss, the freckled girl can almost feel the abyss staring back into her. The smell is so pungent, it hits her almost as a physical slap to the face. And yet, there is something darkly deep and primal about it that makes her whole body shiver. Not the smell itself, but what it represents. The fact that a whole person has been reduced to… this.
Melissa closes the toilet lid, and steps back from the precipice of madness. Taking a deep breath, she resolves to never tell a living soul what she’s just done, not even Lindsay. Perhaps then, she could avoid whatever has just awakened inside her soul. She washes her hands again, and reaches for her clothes.
After pulling her panties back on, Melissa zips up her skirt. Reaching out, she tries to flush the toilet. As expected, a rush of water does little to break the blockage. Oh well, it was worth a shot. After washing her hands thoroughly for a third time, the brunette walks out of the bathroom, and back into reality.
As Melissa opens the door to the balcony, Lindsay gives her a curious look. As Melissa sits down again, the red-head opens her mouth to speak, but then seems to think better of it. Shaking her head, Lindsay instead asks; “ Welcome back. How was it?”
“Not as bad as you were trying to claim.” Melissa turns her bum and swings her legs over the chair’s armrest, resting her head against the other armrest. Now facing Lindsay, she grins. “If my nose is any judge, you need a better diet.”
“That bad, huh?” Lindsay snorts, and turns to look over the harbor, toward the vast bridge. “It’s been years since I ate someone. Whole, I mean. My guts need to get back up to speed.” She bites her lips. “Still… half the fun of the whole thing is the battle the next morning. I’ve never felt as alive as when I’m feeling like I’m gonna die from shitting my asshole out.”
An old memory crosses Melissa’s mind. “Kinda reminds me of that time we went to Abella Dinah’s eighteenth birthday party, remember that? One of her friends brought along her little brother for some dumbass reason, and you…”
Lindsay’s eyes light up. “Oh yeah! I totally ate that little bastard!” Thinking for a moment, she corrects herself. “Well actually, he was a sweet lad, if I remember right. Cute as a button, too.” She chortles at the memory. “I gave him ten minutes in heaven, before sending him to hell.”
Melissa rolls her eyes. “Yeah, me and Abella’s brother hooked up, and ended up in the next room to you two. Next morning, we could hear you on the toilet.” Truth be told, Abella’s brother hadn’t been bothered by the moaning and the farting, quite the opposite in fact. That was some of the best dick that Melissa had ever received, to the tune of her friend vibrating the walls every few seconds.
“Geez, I forgot you told me that…” The red-head snorts. “Fuck, that was so long ago. That was back when we were hanging out with Jane and Xanthe.”
Yeah, Melissa remembered that. That’s how she and Lindsay had first met. They’d been mutual friends of Xanthe Lewis. “Good old Xanthe. Spoiled and rich as fuck. Hanging out with her was awesome, she used her mom’s credit card for everything. Mean as fuck to everyone who wasn’t her friend, too.” 
Lindsay nods. “Yeah, Xan was awesome. When she went to college in America, I was so fucking jealous. Too bad she never came back.”
Melissa shrugs. Xanthe Lewis had apparently gotten drunk and picked a fight with a group of college students one night at a bar. At least, that’s what eyewitnesses had said. Xanthe’s remains had never been discovered. “Jane didn’t come back either, didn’t she?” Old friends, both gone now.
The red-head shrugs. “I can’t believe Jane actually finished medical school and became a nurse, only to get nutsacked by one of her patients, like, a year into her career. Her family was so fucking embarassed, they refused to even hold a funeral for her. What a bunch of cunts.” 
There is a long pause. In the distance, the curiously satisfying sound of cars can be heard going across the bridge. The water in the harbor ripples as boats pass by. The relative silence between the two friends feels strange to them, but also oddly pleasant. Finally, Lindsay speaks.
Clearing her throat somewhat awkwardly, she turns to Melissa. “Mel… we’re good friends, right?”
The freckled girl seems a little surprised by the question. “Well… yeah? Of course. Why do you ask?”
Lindsay blushes slightly. “I mean, we met through Xanthe years ago. And after that, it was the four of us together for a long time. And then Xanthe went overseas to her grave, and Jane went off to medical school, so we kinda kept hanging out because we were the only two left…”
Melissa begins to pick up on where the red-head is going with this train of thought. “...We were kinda the remains of the group, rather than normal friends, yeah.” She thinks about this for a moment. “I mean, I know I was friends with Xanthe first, but I didn’t keep hanging out with you after she left for no reason, Lin.”
“I-I mean, I figured that, but…” Lindsay seems to be trying to choose her words carefully. “What I’m asking is… did we ever properly figure out what we are to each other? Not just as the remains of Xanthe’s group, but just the two of us?”
No, they hadn’t ever really talked about it, Melissa realizes. “I mean… When you were in Newcastle, I missed you a lot, Lin. I’d call you my…” Somehow, it’s a little embarrassing to say it out loud. “...m-my best friend, of course.”
“Yeah!” Lindsay sits up a little straighter in her chair. “That’s what I’ve always thought too.” There's another awkward pause between the two girls, as they blush slightly at the confirmation of their friendship. Then, Lindsay grins. “Well, your best friend is back in town, Mel. And she’s gonna be here for you if you need her.”
Melissa snorts, and gives her best friend a playful look. “Unless she’s eating someone, or crapping them out. Or making sex tapes of herself and getting rich off them.”
“I can do all of those things, and still be the best best friend in the whole fucking world, Mel.” She leans back in her chair, looking satisfied. “Y’know, a few years ago, I would have been embarrassed to talk to you about being a pred, but not anymore. I don’t know why I used to be kinda ashamed of being a predator.”
Melissa thinks back for a moment. It was true, Lindsay had always seemed a little embarrassed about her vore habits. She’d always seemed bothered when their friends mentioned it, and had always tried to change the subject. “Is that why you stopped eating people? You felt embarrassed?”
Her friend grimaces. “I mean, I guess? I just felt bad about how eating people made other people view me. But then, I just kinda realized I was being stupid about it. If people don’t like me for what I am, I won’t try and change myself for them.”
“Good.” Melissa smiles, and Lindsay’s eyes widen in surprise. “I can see how much happier you are now that you’re open about being a pred.”
“You’re damn right, Mel. I’m a pred, loud and proud. Anyone who has a problem with that can take a trip through my guts!”
That sounds oddly familiar… Melissa thinks for a moment, trying to remember where she’d heard ‘loud and proud’ recently. “Oh! There was another waitress back at that cafe we went to yesterday who said the same thing! She had a pred tattoo and everything. You two might get along, actually.”
“Funny you should say that…” Lindsay suddenly begins to dig through her pocket, and pulls out a small piece of paper. Melissa looks closer, and recognises the receipt for their visit to the cafe. “See, there’s actually two numbers on this. One’s for me, and the other…”
“Wait, really?” Melissa takes the receipt, and stares at the numbers that are scratched down. Underneath one is the sentence ‘My number, as requested!’ Clearly the now-digested waitress’s number, then. The other…
Could get fired for doing this, but you’re worth the risk, cutie. I’ve got a lot more tattoos than just the one you saw. My whole body is a canvas for art. Give me a call, and let me lay that canvas bare for you. A phone number followed, and Melissa felt her cheeks burning.
“Sounds like you really set someone’s loins on fire!” The red-head laughs at her friend’s expression. “Looks like I’m not the only one who got a date out of going to that cafe yesterday!”
“Huh?!” Melissa isn’t quite sure about that. She puts her hands up. “No, no… I mean, she’s a woman, I couldn’t…”
Lindsay gives her a baffled look. “What do you mean? I saw her, she looked pretty good to me…” She scratches her head for a moment. “You got a thing against black hair or something?”
“No, I’m…” The freckled girl blushes heavily. “Lin, I’m straight.”
The red-head rolls her eyes. “Oh, who cares, Mel? You’re getting a good opportunity here, just take it.” She snorts derisively. “Men are fucking lame. Girls are awesome. You’ll see.”
Melissa groans out loud. “Lin! I can’t just change my fucking sexuality…”
“Why not? I did.” Lindsay sees the look of surprise that her friend is giving her, and simply shrugs. “I was straight, until the right woman came along and… bent me into the right shape. Trust me, you’d be amazed how much one woman can change your whole outlook.” She winks at Melissa.
“That… must have been quite a woman you met.” The freckled girl looks down at the phone number again. “Was this in Newcastle?”
“Kind of?” Lindsay looks evasive. “Are you gonna call this tattooed waitress, or what?”
“I… I don’t know…” Melissa wants to resist the pressure coming from her friend, but it’s hard. Too hard.
“Mel, I gotta put my foot down on this.” Lindsay stands up and puts her hands on her hips. “As your best friend, I’m gonna make this choice for you; you’re gonna try your damndest to go gay. I don’t wanna ever hear of my best friend dating a man for the rest of your life!”
“Oh, well…” The freckled girl considers trying to resist, but there’s no chance of that working. She knows that Lindsay loves pushing her into agreeing to things that she doesn’t actually want to do. The red-head seems to think it’s actually a good thing to do for her friend. Always has, and probably always will. “I guess… I could call her…”
“Yes!” Lindsay does a fist pump, and grins down at Melissa. “Gay best friends. This is awesome!” 
“Yeah…” Melissa laughs softly, not sure of what she’s really laughing at. Perhaps herself. “I’m not gonna call her right now, though. I’m kinda… scared to look at my phone.” After forgetting about the whole VoreFans thing for the last hour, she can feel the weight of the phone in her pocket again. It might just be her imagination, but she can almost feel the messages making the phone heavier.
“Oh, yeah! I haven’t checked my phone since you arrived!” The red-head jumps up and wanders back into the hotel room. A few moments later, she comes back out with a phone, and a small soft drink from the mini-bar. Cracking the drink open, she scrolls through her notifications. “Mmm… not bad. Looks like I made about five hundred in the last hour. Eating sluts is pretty lucrative, apparently! A couple collaboration requests too…” She licks her lips. “Oh, they’re cute! This girl’s got a pretty nice cock, too…”
“Well, you’d have to be making a lot to stay in a place like this!” Melissa looks around, hoping to change the subject before…
Lindsay looks up from her phone. “Actually, how much have you made since this morning? I bet it’s not too bad either!”
“I, um…” Melissa let her words trail off. 
“...You didn’t check?!” The red-head is utterly baffled. “How did you not look at how much you made? I was dying to know when I got started!”
“Some of the messages I got were pretty… intimidating.” That was one reason, to be sure. But Melissa knew that the real reason was that she was scared that she might have actually made a lot of money. And  she knew if she had made a lot of money, then she would never be able to turn back.
“Lucky! Mine are all super subby!” Lindsay rolls her eyes. “‘Please eat me, Mommy!’ ‘I wanna be your dinner!’ ‘I wanna become your farts.” Y’know. Shit like that.”
“Do you really get messages like that?” The freckled girl asks, shocked.
“Literally reading from my notifications.” The red-head turns her phone to show Melissa. “Cool, right?” She stuffs her phone down the front of her shorts. “Now, stop stalling and show me your phone. If my best friend is too scared to look, I’ll be brave and do it for her!”
“You’re getting a lot of traction out of the whole ‘best friend’ thing…” Without resistance, the brunette slowly hands over her phone.
Lindsay taps the button, and scrolls through the notifications. There is a pregnant pause as Melissa anxiously awaits her friend’s response, as the red-head slowly nods to herself.
After what feels like a small eternity, her friend nods in a satisfied manner. “Not bad. Not bad at all. Looks like you made about two hundred from that post last night.”
“Two-hundred dollars?” Melissa can’t believe her ears. That’s almost as much money as she makes at her desk job in a whole day. “I made two-hundred dollars from one post?!” 
“No, you made two-hundred and thirty-eight dollars from two posts, technically. Which is a damn fine start for a new VoreFans girl, in my opinion.” In their entire friendship, Lindsay has never looked this smug before. “Now, am I good at spotting talent or what? Just imagine how much you’ll make from the next post you do!”
“Oh god… oh crap…” It’s too late, Melissa knows. She can’t go back now. Getting that much money for such an easy thing? For simply showing her body, even as embarrassing as that had been? Melissa knows that she’s hooked now. She’ll never be able to leave, and part of her is already questioning why she would even want to. 
“Yeah, let that money-lust flow through you, girl.” Lindsay hands the phone back to Melissa. The freckled girl numbly takes the device as she continues to stare, unfocused, into the abyss of pornography that her life is going to become. “You know what would help a lot right now? Doing, like, a collaboration with a big VoreFans star. Your numbers would skyrocket.”
“With who?” The freckled girl feels like she’s lost the flow of the conversation. “You?”
Lindsay blinks in surprise. “Well… geez, Mel, we only just became best friends. That’s… I mean…” She coughs awkwardly. “I-I actually meant someone I collaborated with recently. You know that girl, Jessica Storm? She’s real popular, and always looking for new girls to dick down. I’ll send her a message and put in a good word for you!”
“Oh… thanks.” Melissa sighs. Apparently, it hadn’t been just a suggestion.
“What are you thinking for your next post?” The red-head pulls out her own phone and begins to tap away at it. “My masturbation videos always do really well, you should try that. What kinda sex toys have you got at home?”
“Huh? Oh, um…” Melissa feels a little embarrassed to admit this. “I actually, um, don’t have any…”
“What?” Her friend just stares blankly at her for a moment. “Wait, are you serious? Aren’t you twenty-five? What kind of twenty-five year old woman doesn’t have sex toys?”
The freckled girl stares at the wooden deck of the balcony for moment, blushing. “I, um… I’ve never had an issue with guys, y’know? And if I needed it, I was always just fine with my hands…” This is the first time she’s talked about masturbation with her best friend, and it’s hard to get over her embarrassment. “I guess I could just buy some…”
“Nah, no need for that.” Lindsay puts her phone down and stands up, wandering back into the hotel room. A few seconds later, she comes back out with Melissa’s handbag and the pink dildos that had been on her couch earlier. “I got tons of ‘em, and I’ve been meaning to update my collection now that I’m rolling in it.”
Watching as Lindsay unzips her handbag and drops the dildos inside, Melissa suddenly remembers something. “Hey, weren’t you using those earlier?” she asks, feeling a little unnerved by that idea.
“Yup. Warmed ‘em up for ya.” The red-head zips the handbag closed and grins. “Relax, I cleaned them! We’re best friends, Mel. Don’t worry too much about it!”
“Well… okay.” That made sense, to tell the truth. Besides, it wasn’t like Melissa couldn’t wash them herself before using them. “I’ll probably do a VoreFans thing tonight, then…” If it was too late to back out, might as well give it a proper go, Melissa supposed glumly.
“Awesome, looking forward to it.” Lindsay grins and shows her phone’s screen to Melissa. “As a subscriber of yours, I’ll be sure to leave a nice tip when you do.”
“Oh… thanks.” Melissa stares at her own profile page, with the words Subscribed for $5.00 underneath. Well, Lindsay had said this morning that she’d seen her post, so it wasn’t too surprising. Something else occurred to the freckled girl. “Oh yeah, how was your apartment hunting going.”
The red-head pauses for a moment, and then grins at Melissa. “Eh, give me a week and ask me again. I’ve got something… interesting planned for that.”
“What? What do you mean?” Curiosity burned inside the freckled girl. “What have you got planned?”
“Not telling you, bae. You’ll find out soon, though.” Lindsay winks, and picks up another bottle of vodka cruiser. “Now, there’s two more bottles of cruiser here, and you’re not going home until we’ve downed both of them!”
“You’ve got a deal there.” Melissa takes the bottle from her best friend’s hand and pops it open. Together, the two of them clink their bottles together and take a big swig.
*****
Two hours later, Melissa stumbles back into her apartment, her face flushed from the alcohol. It’s almost nightfall outside, and she’s just spent a very pleasant afternoon hanging out with her best friend. Still quite buzzed, the freckled girl draws herself up to her full height. “Alright, let’s do this!”
Padding into her bedroom, she unzips her handbag and pulls out the dildos that her best friend gave her. Tossing them onto the bed, she unzips her skirt and then pulls off her shirt. A few moments later, she’s completely naked. “Alright, VoreFans… you wanna see some of Melissa Jones? I’m drunk and I’m horny, let’s make some fucking cash!”
Climbing unsteadily onto her bed, the freckled girl pauses for a moment. There was something else she needed to do… Oh, right!
Melissa picks up her phone, and taps in the phone number that the tattooed waitress, Talia, had left her. Well, Lindsay had made her promise, hadn’t she? She presses the big green button to call.
There’s a few rings before the call is answered. “Yeah? What is it?” It’s the voice of the waitress, Melissa recognises it easily. 
“Hey… you left me your number yesterday. It’s Talia, right? The tattooed girl?” Melissa lays back in her bed, her hand falling between her legs. Almost unconsciously, she begins to rub her vagina.
“Oh, shi-” There’s a muffled sound, like the woman on the other end almost dropped her phone. “I mean, hey! Good to hear from you, cutie!”
“Same to you…” Melissa licks her lips, still feeling a little lightheaded from the alcohol. “Um… last time we met, you asked me if I was LGBTV+, and…”
“Let me guess; L and V? I had you pegged the moment you walked in.” Talia laughs, a harsh sound that makes Melissa shiver. “You’re gay and you’re a prey. I’m gay and I’m a pred. Can’t blame you for not being able to resist.”
Melissa feels her heart beating loudly. “Um… do you have any plans this week?”
There’s a momentary pause from the other end of the phone. “The only concrete plan I had was the night where I’m going on a date with you, cutie.” The smug smile on Talia’s face is almost audible.
“O-oh…” That was surprisingly easy. “Um, what kind of place do you want to-”
Talia’s voice cuts the freckled girl off easily. “A cute young thing like you shouldn’t worry your little head about big girl stuff like planning dates. You go ahead and leave that to me, cutie. I’ll make this the best date of your life. Just focus on getting your cute little ass there on time. And wear something sexy, I wanna show off.”
“S-sure…” Was this a bad idea? This felt like a bad idea. She was so much more dominant than Melissa had expected. She should just back out now, right? Yeah, she would just cancel. Talia would just have to deal. “I… I’ll be there. I’ll definitely be there!” Well, so much for that plan. 
“Great. Somewhere nice for dinner, and then a hotel for the night. I’ll text you the time and place. See you soon, cutie!” There’s a beep as Talia hangs up.
Melissa stares at her phone with a mixture of fear and excitement. What had she just gotten herself into? Something way beyond her control. And that made her heart beat like crazy.
Just then, her phone buzzed. A text message from an unknown number. Melissa blinks and then opens it, think it might be from Talia already.
Got your photos from Lindsay Smith. Good enough. 18th of January. Adina Apartments, Room 802. Filming begins at 3pm sharp. You will NOT be late. -J Storm
Jessica Storm. The name filled Melissa with terror. What did she mean ‘filming’? What exactly had Lindsay signed her best friend up to? The 18th was only a few days away. A filming session with a wealthy futanari VoreFans star? That could be very, very dangerous.
“I-it’s okay…” Melissa said to herself, feeling a little rattled. “I’m scared, so I can just cancel, right?” She opened up the message and tapped out a reply.
I’ll be there at 3pm sharp, thank you. I’m prepared to do anything you want, Miss Storm. -M Jones.
Melissa stared ruefully at her phone. “I am really bad at canceling things.” Oh well, too late now. The knowledge that she was backing herself into a corner was bizarrely arousing. “Even still, why did I…” Looking down, the freckled girl saw that her pussy was sopping wet. “Oh, that’s why.”
A dark thought occurs to Melissa as she opens the VoreFans app. Brushing away a few notifications that say she’s earned another hundred dollars since she last looked at the app, the freckled girl decides to dance with danger again. Tapping on the message icon, she stares at the Address? message again, wondering what would happen to her if she actually sent that precious information to such a powerful predator. It wasn’t hard to imagine. 
Pulling her mind back from the edge of madness for the second time that day, Melissa opened up the live streaming option, and hit ‘begin’. “Hiya!” she chirped, feeling her confidence buoyed by the alcohol in her blood. “A friend of mine lent me her dildos. Who wants to see me try them out?”
Three people… five people… seven people… twelve people… the number of viewers began to slowly, but steadily rise. It was almost unsettlingly easy. A few seconds later, the first cash donation appeared. Ten dollars, with the promise of more to come.
“Thank you! Here’s a special treat for you all!” Melissa picked up one of Lindsay’s pink dildos, opened her legs and began her VoreFans career.
End of Part Two

*****
KNOWN STATUS OF KNOWN CHARACTERS AT THE END OF PART ONE:
	Name:
	Status:
	Relationship:
	Finances:
	Fertility :
	Activity:

	Melissa Jones
	Alive
	Single (for now)
	Average
	Fertile
	Made a number of dangerous choices, doing well of VoreFans.

	Lindsay Smith
	Hungry
	Single
	Wealthy
	???
	Ate a cute girl, and is eager for more. Planning something unrelated in regards to her best friend...

	Talia
	Alive
	Single (for now)
	???
	???
	Going on a date soon!

	Tiffany
	Dead
	Digested by Lindsay Smith.
	???
	Got a few good spurts off inside Lindsay before the end.
	Went to a booty call with Lindsay, and became part of a booty herself. Might have left a little bit more behind that Lindsay realises...

	Jessica Storm
	Alive
	???
	Opulent
	Virile
	Has a full nutsack that she's intending to unleash on whoever this 'Melissa Jones' chick is.

	Dark Pred (name unknown)
	Alive
	Hunting
	???
	Very Virile
	A veteran predator, who uses VoreFans to hunt. Has her eyes on a new prey...

	Xanthe Lewis
	Dead
	Digested by an unknown pred.
	Was rich
	Extinguished before she could procreate.
	Picked a fight in a foreign country, now resides as boucing fat on a pred that's long forgotten her.

	Jane
	Dead
	Digested by an unknown pred.
	Broke
	Extinguished before she could procreate.
	A nurse who gave her patient a little too much relief. Was mopped up off the floor afterward.


