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Dash stood up, running a hand over the top of his head, not that the puma had any hair to brush away, just the light tan fur covering the rest of him. "There we go. You sit there for a second." He pulled his phone out of his pocket, along with a little portable camera. "Gotta get this set up." He looked at the screen as he positioned the camera on the lid of a trash can to catch all of the back alley. "There, that should be good." He cleared his throat, then hit the record button. The man gave a quick smile to the camera. "Hello there, all you sickos! It's ya boi, DashPazz. Two videos in a week!? I know, right? But I got another sweetie to make a real star!"

He shifted out of the way so the camera could catch the other person in the alley with him. A young golden retriever lay face down against the ground, her hands held behind her back by zipcuffs. The girl was dressed in the very bright uniform of a cheerleader, in the violet and gold of Alta Ferro University. Dash crouched down near the girl, who let out a muffled whimper, not able to make much more sound thanks to the gag in her mouth. He reached out and pat the girl's shapely rear, barely covered by the short pleated skirt. "Got this little cutie here at a big party not too far away. Guess the team did well." He chuckled. "Go Sailors, right? Or was it the Buccaneers?" The first was basketball, the second football.

He shrugged. "Eh, doesn't matter. So, I offered her some drugs, and this stupid cunt eagerly follows me away from the party and down an alley!" He laughed. "Just what are they teaching these bitches these days!" He looked down at her. "You know weed is legal now, right?" She just let out another whimper. "Cheerleaders. All bounce, no brains." He picked up a small evening bag that had been laying beside her. "Let's see what she was carrying." He pulled out a small clip with money in it. "Ooo. Cash. Let's see... looks like about 200 bucks." He chuckled, stuffing the cash into his pocket and continuing to rifle through the bag. "Some make up, hair brush... Oh, here we go." He pulled out a little white card, tossing the bag to the ground, the contents spilling all around, including her phone.

He looked at the little card. "Student ID. Let's see. Julie Sorov. Age... only 19?" He clicked his tongue at her. "Underage drinking, too? Naughty bitch." He looked back at the card. "Wait, they list your major on these things now? And you're majoring in... American Literature? That's a thing you can major in?" He rolled his eyes, tossing the card away. "Man, I'm not even 10 years older than you and I want to say 'back in my day' to you." He crouched back down again. "Well, it's a good thing I don't want you for that empty head of yours, isn't it?" He reached out, stroking the side of the dog's face. She flinched away from his touch instinctively. "You know what I do want you for though, right? Yeah, bet you do. Flashy little cunt like you. Probably get railed all the time, don't you?"

Julie shook her head. She had no way of telling him, but she was actually gay... or close enough to it. "Well, let's get started. Audience wants to see me rape a cute teenage cunt, and I'm eager to please." He chuckled, pulling his t-shirt off. He grinned as the girl started to squirm and cry out into the gag at him. "Go ahead and make as much noise as you want. No one's going to hear you." Dash stood up, starting to unbuckle his jeans. He had a bit of tone on him, but he would mostly describe himself as average. The tan fur covered all of his body, from his head down to the now revealed legs as he kicked his jeans away. He didn't bother with underwear, so as soon as the jeans were down, his cock sprang free, already hard in anticipation. He rubbed himself a little. "Yeah, that's better." He was not the largest, only around 6 inches. Just another thing he would call average. But it worked enough for what he needed it for.

"Your turn, sweet cheeks." The girl started to squirm even more as he flipped her skirt up to reveal a pair of lavender panties that clung to her hips, showing off her curves even more. "Nice cute little things. But let's get them off." He gripped the waist and started to pull them down, not struggling much with her kicking legs. He pulled them down and away, then rested his hand against her now bare ass. "Mmmm, nice and soft." The girl was far more athletically built, her legs slender and shapely, her rear firm under his touch. He squeezed her rear, then gave it a slap, seeing the muscle bounce and wiggle a little. "Very nice." He reached up to grip at her shirt. "Let's see what else you're hiding."

She shook her head, trying to struggle, but he just pressed his knee against the small of her back and continued tugging her shirt up. He didn't bother trying to get it off, he just pulled it up enough that her huge tits fell free, clad in a tight sports bra in black. Even with the clingy fabric, it was obvious the breasts hidden under were quite large. "Cute little thing, but c'mon. Let's let the audience at home see the goods." He tugged the bra up as well, and her chest fell free into the air, bouncing and wobbling. He whistled low, reaching around her to grab one of the big breasts, his fingers easily sinking into the soft flesh. "Look at these puppies! What are you like, double-E or something?" He squeezed the tit again, making the girl whine into the gag. "And they feel real! You really are all bounce and no brains!"

He played with her tit a little more, but his cock was demanding attention. "Right. Well, let's get to the fun part. For me, at least." He let her go, her chest flattening back against the ground as she fell forward. He moved around, his hand resting against her bare thigh. She started to whine again, kicking a little. Too little too late to really do anything. "Struggle all you want." He still managed to push her legs apart, kneeling between them. "I like it when you little cunts struggle." He gripped her ass again, pulling her back. She whimpered into the gag as it made her chest scrape along the rough asphalt. Then she felt his cock poking at her exposed pussy. She shook her head, trying to beg him not to, trying to squirm away from him.

He gave her no warm up, just shoving himself deep inside. She cried out in pain while he moaned in pleasure. "Fuck, you're a lot tighter than I thought you'd be." He gripped at her tail and used it to yank her hips back against him, pushing just that little bit deeper into her. "Nice and warm, too." He chuckled knowingly, giving a wink at the camera nearby.

Julie let out a loud cry into the gag as the man started to painfully slam himself into her. She squirmed and struggled under him, but he had her pinned down pretty well. As she tried to think of something to do to get away, something came to her. She remembered hearing something way back when about things to do. It was more than a little embarrassing, and kind of gross, but it wasn't like this situation could be anymore shameful. She tried to relax her belly and abdomen, though it was hard to do with him ramming into her the way he was. She felt when it happened, finally managing to get her bladder to relax enough. She had been drinking quite a bit before this, so it had gotten pretty full. The moment it relaxed enough, it all just started to flow out of her. She hated doing this, but most people got pretty freaked out and lost interest when someone did this... at least that's what she remembered hearing.

Dash felt when she started to piss, feeling the warm liquid suddenly splashing out onto his balls. He looked down to see the flow running out of her, splashing out onto the ground as much as running down both her legs and his. It was quite a bit, too. He smirked, leaning forward and speaking into her ear. "Pissing yourself in fear already?" She whimpered, and his grin grew wider. "That's pretty fucking hot." Her eyes went wide, only for her to wince as the guy started to fuck her even harder. She squeezed her eyes shut, tears starting to run down her cheeks. She couldn't stop the flow once it started, and it only made him fuck her that much harder. "You going to shit yourself, too? That'd also be pretty hot. Go ahead." She just squeezed her eyes shut, sobbing into the gag.

The man laughed again. "Fuck, I love when you cunts lose control like this." His hips slammed into her, his cock poking deep inside of her tunnel again and again. It throbbed and pulsed within her. "Mmmph, gonna fill this little hole up." She shook her head quickly. "Might even knock you up." Now she really shook her head, wanting to beg him not to. "No? Don't want me putting a bunch of little sprogs in your belly?" She quickly shook her head again, mumbling something into the gag. Probably begging him not to. "Well, you're in luck then."

He reached over, grabbing his jeans and tugging them closer. He fumbled in the pocket for something, then pulled out the pocket knife. It was not a small thing, and when he hit the button, a 5 inch blade flipped out and clicked into place. "You won't be living to get pregnant anyway!" He quickly reached around and jammed the blade into her neck before she could even register what he said. Her eyes snapped open wide as blood started to gush out of the wound, coating the handle and his hand, drooling down her shirt and onto the ground.

Dash grunted as she started to really thrash and struggle under him. "Fuck!" He gripped the blade tight, his other hand still holding onto her thrashing tail. "God damn you got tight!" Her inner walls were clamped around him as everything started to clench. He dragged the blade to the side a bit more, opening the wound in her neck even wider, more blood spraying out now. He normally only strangled his victims, or snapped their necks, but he had been wanting to try this kind of kill for a while. He had only just bought the knife the other day. He was definitely pleased with the results.

The puma gripped at her tighter, his hips thrusting several more times. "Fucking... shit..." He let out a loud cry as he came, ramming himself as deep as he could and blasting his load into her wildly clenching cunt. "Bitch is fucking milking me! Can see why y'all like doing this!" He laughed a little, then grunted as he pumped his hips a bit more to blast every last drop he could into her. "Can you still feel it, bitch?" He let go of her tail, instead grabbing her hair and yanking her head back. Her eyes were still wide in shock and disbelief. Tilting her head back like this also made the blood flow that much more from the gash in her neck. He yanked a little harder, bending her back a little, her tits lifted off of the ground as her blood poured down her front and coated the fur.

He chuckled. "Not done yet." He started to cut more... or tried to. He managed to slice the wound in her neck wider and wider, but trying to get the blade around was much harder than he had expected. The handle had become slick, and the tense muscles were not so easy to cut. "How the fuck do they make this look so easy?" He let her hair go, her body falling forward to splat onto the ground, her head bouncing off of the wet asphalt. He tried to keep cutting, only managing to get a little more around the sides. Not only was the handle slick, but the blade kept getting stuck in the meat and sinew.

He kept trying for a few minutes, long enough that she had stopped thrashing under him. His cock had already fallen out of her, drooling the last of his cum while the seed he had blasted into her slowly dribbled out of her pussy. He finally let out a dissatisfied grunt, pulling the blade out and dropping it to the ground. "Fuck... was gonna cut this cunt's head off, but... damn, that's a lot of work!" He looked at the camera. "How do you people always make it look so fucking easy?" He let out a heavy breath, looking down at the golden retriever. He shoved her over, her blood-soaked heavy tits wobbling about on her chest. Her eyes still had that look of shock and disbelief, but were somewhat half-lidded and vacant. She had also stopped twitching. He reached out to grope at one of those massive tits, not getting any kind of reaction, even an instinctual one. "Well, doesn't really matter now. Cunt's already dead."

He took a deep breath and let it out again, turning to the camera. "Well, that's all from me today! I'll dump this bitch into one of these dumpsters here. Some homeless cock might find her before she gets too gross. Or even after, if they're desperate enough." He chuckled. "So, I'll see y'all next time! Ya boi DashPazz: out!" He reached over and tapped the phone with the hand not currently coated in her blood to stop the recording. Then he looked back at the woman. "Alright, floppy-tits. Time to get you into the trash where you belong."

Grabbing her by the ankle, he started to drag her over to the lined up dumpsters, leaving a long trail of blood on the ground. And a little of his cum as it still leaked out of her. Once she was close, he flipped open one of the lids. Now came the harder part. He grabbed her around the middle and grunted as he lifted her up. She wasn't the heaviest person he had ever had to heft, but it was all literally dead weight. He managed to just get her up over the edge of the thing and drop her down, leaving her ass and legs dangling on the outside. He was tempted to just leave her like that. It was a pretty sexy look.

A noise behind him caught his attention. Footsteps. He frowned as he turned, ready for either someone to try and fight him, or for some homeless guy to demand his turn. "Look, you can wait until I'm out of he-" Something suddenly sprayed at him, like from a spraypaint can or hairspray. He cried out as whatever the mist was struck his face. It smelled like some kind of strange caustic chemicals and burned at his eyes and nose. "W-what the... the... fu... fu~" His head started to swim almost immediately, and he looked up through his teary eyes, still burning from the caustic vapor. His vision was blurry, and he only barely made anything out. Someone was standing there, but he couldn't make any of their form out, just mostly black and some white on the head... maybe.

Dash tried to reach out to grab at the person, or maybe swing at them, he wasn't sure himself. He missed entirely and collapsed onto the ground, wheezing as his consciousness rapidly failed him. Whoever the person was leaned down and spoke to him, something in a gravely voice, but he couldn't make it out anymore. He couldn't even tell if it was male or female. Darkness overtook him swiftly, and soon he was out cold.

*     *     *

It was well known that AFEvidenton worked for the Alta Ferro police department, specifically within the evidence department. Though his loyalty was to D-Gen first. He was even considered something of a valuable resource to the site, not just for his connection, but because he was often the source of crime scene photos and autopsy reports. Especially for D-Gen members that didn't get their last go recorded. There were a couple of people like him on the site, providing such things from other major cities. But with Alta Ferro being as big as it was, and with as many killers as it had roaming around, he tended to be the one to provide the most.

Today, he had a new report.

AFEvidenton: Came across a new report to share. One of our guys got got again. DashPazz this time. Pretty sure his last victim was also found on the other side of town, along with his phone and camera. Don't worry, they got 'lost' before they could be filed properly. The last vid on his phone should be posted on his thread soon. Here's the report on him.

What followed was a series of photographs and documents.
Name: Dashir Pazil Salahim

Gender: Male

Species: Puma

Age: 28

Fur: tan

Hair: none/Fur

Eyes: yellow
Cause of death: Exsanguination due to extreme lacerations to the neck and torso.
Other notes: Traces of an unknown chemical was found within what little blood remained in the victim's system. Arms, legs, tail, head, penis, and testicles were all removed post-mortem. Victim was found 'posed' in Alta Ferro Waste Disposal (District 5) among piles of trash and waste. Photos attached.
The photos showed what became of the puma. His body had been mutilated almost beyond recognition. His arms and legs had all been removed, along with his tail. They all sat in a pile near his headless torso. His head was sitting atop the pile, his eyes having been removed as well. Within his open mouth was a pair of small, bloody orbs of flesh. His testicles. His torso was left face down and ass up, clearly showing his penis had also been removed. One of the closer photographs showed it had been inserted into his anus. There were other cuts all along his body, namely his belly, which had been cut open wide, leaving much of his intestines hanging out of him, along with a few other of his organs.

AFEvidenton: Initial investigation has no leads on who did this. No semen or blood was found on him other than his own. Someone definitely had it out for the guy to leave him like this. Or is one of you doing a new art project?

Ax0nt: YO! Dude got FUCKED! lol which one of ya did it! Claim your kills man! And share the vid!

Fizt3ch: We sure it was one of us? could be some new vigilante. AF got a ton of them don't it?

Talnix93: sick! kinda hope someone does that to me

24Jax0nOps: Haha get fucked! Literally made to go fuck himself! Loser

Geomoore: Hey isn't this the second killer to turn up like this?

Rainsleetcloud: Oh yah. Who was the other guy?

Clyntz: Freshmantester. Some dalmatian mutt mix last month. Found all torn up like this with his cock in his ass. Also AF found in some empty construction lot or something. He wasn't posed like this though. Here's a link to the post: 

The_Sal_Nation_1: Oh yeah, I remember that one. So what? Do we have a new vigilante running around AF? Some of em can get more violent than our killers. Remember Knight of Lead? Asshole beat everyone in a bar to pulp, then burned it to the ground. And that warehouse he shot up before blowing his dumbass up?

MJBusBitch: Hah! I doubt it. Vigilantes don't usually pose people like this. This is just two idiot guys being taken out. So c'mon, who is it? Gotta be someone here, right? Showing them off like this?

Fizt3ch: That's it. It was MJ. She's going harder!

MJBusBitch: Oh please. I've got the spine to claim my kills. If this is one of us, they should come out and say it. Its some pretty messy work but good. But if you're taking out killers, watch your back. Not all of us are so easy to take down like these idiots.

JD_JR: Here here!

Talnix93: And maybe someone would want to go out this way? I do. I'd love to set up my snuffing like this! So c'mon! Who was it!?

Phantom_Stripe (mod): No one NEEDS to claim the kills. It is possible whoever this is isn't a member, just a killer out there. We don't exactly hold the copyright to murder. But if it is a member, it would be nice if you would say, so we know who to credit.

Clyntz: And who to target? Haha

AFEvidenton: I'd like to know who to avoid.

KingCabbitKiller: ur 1 of teh people marked off limmits people no what happesn if they go after that

AFEvidenton: Would also help to know which evidence should get lost. I can't help protect someone if I don't know who they are.

*     *     *
