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Rain hammered Queen Anne’s steep grades in unrelenting sheets. It turned sidewalks into slick chutes carrying debris toward the gray churn of Elliott Bay.

Zoe Hunt stood at the turret window of her decaying Victorian. The house was a mold ridden monument to neglect where her parents had wasted away.

The basement workshop exhaled damp rot. Shelves held preserving fluids, stretched hides and tools including strap ons carved from veterinary remnants and a heavy porcelain toilet lid.

Zoe’s fractured psyche burned with the need for restoration. The city raised its streets to bury the old and elevated the privileged. She would map that rot with living flesh.

Using their bodies for her pleasure before transforming them into specimens.

Memories of her father’s violations in this same basement surfaced often. The military assaults in the desert prison and the betrayal by her comrades after rescue hardened every impulse. Bodies were meat. Holes to fill. Organs to rupture. Canvases to defile.

That evening she descended into Capitol Hill’s Pike Pine corridor. Neon bled into puddles. Buses hissed on wet asphalt. Volatile energy filled the bars where the young pretended the underbelly did not exist.


In a dim dive Rolando Garcia laughed with his camera slung over his shoulder.



Second generation Mexican American with Jalisco roots he spoke Spanish endearments during their prior trysts in his apartment above a vegan bakery. His dark curls, warm brown skin and tattoos blending Aztec eagles with Seattle rain motifs had drawn her in.

Tonight his words turned cruel. He mocked her taxidermy as freakshow dolls and filmed her undressing without consent. He boasted of raw urban decay art.

Rage uncoiled. In his string lit apartment windows fogged against the downpour. Zoe struck with a restraint tool. She bound him and spread eagle to the bedframe with belts and cords.

She stripped slowly. Then she mounted his face. She ground her cunt hard against his mouth and nose, smothering him while forcing his tongue deep inside her.

His struggles heightened her pleasure as she rode his face to the edge. Juices smeared his lips and chin.

She flipped him.

Strapping on a thick ridged dildo from her bag she raped him anally with savage thrusts. She stretched his hole while whispering of Queen Anne’s buried mold and the city’s layered betrayals.


As he bucked and cursed in Spanish she reached for the heavy porcelain toilet lid.



While buried deep inside him pegging with relentless force she brought it down on his skull in brutal cracking blows. Bone fractured under the impacts.


Blood sprayed as his body convulsed. His bowels released in hot involuntary bursts.


Shit exploded around the dildo in foul voluminous waves that coated her thighs, stomach and the sheets in sticky filth.

The humiliation fueled her. She pounded harder through the mess. The slick vulgar sounds mixed with rain on the roof.

She sliced his throat mid thrust with a scalpel. Arterial spray painted her breasts and face as his dying spasms clenched rhythmically around the strap on.

They milked her to a shuddering orgasm.


His eyes bulged in final horror. His body emptied completely.



Blood, shit and piss pooled beneath her as she kept fucking the corpse through the aftershocks. She ground her clit against the base until she came again.

Only then did she harvest. Sections of his tattooed skin, shattered skull fragments and select organs went into her satchel.

Using the building’s old laundry chute she funneled waste and remnants into the alley where rats scattered.

She slipped into the volatile night.

The Space Needle’s glow was indifferent above. Rolando’s essence already soaked in her basement solutions for the dermal map of forgotten layers.


Back home the compulsion demanded more.



Zoe smeared thick peanut butter across her cunt and ass in the moldy basement. She released the massive St. Bernard she kept in a pen.

The beast claimed from a peripheral jogger kill. Its rough tongue attacked immediately. Long slobbering laps dragged from her dripping cunt all the way up to her shit streaked ass. It invaded deep with insistent strokes.

Zoe moaned like an animal. She pushed back hard against the dog’s muzzle. She ground her peanut butter smeared holes onto the hot wet muscle as it lapped greedily. Tongue curled inside her cunt and then forced its way into her ass.

Cleaning and stimulating every filthy inch. Juices and slobber ran down her thighs in sticky rivulets while she fingered her clit furiously.

Whispering “Good boy”.


The dog’s excitement mounted. It mounted her with crushing weight.



Front paws clamped around her waist.

Its thick veined cock already dripping speared first into her cunt in powerful erratic thrusts.

Zoe cried out as the massive shaft stretched her wide. The knot began to swell at the base with each slam. She pushed back taking every inch. Her walls clenched around the hot animal meat while Rolando’s cooling body lay nearby.

The Bernard fucked her with brutal instinct. Hips jackhammering until the knot inflated painfully inside her.

Locking them together as hot jets of thick dog cum flooded her womb in heavy pulsing ropes.

Not sated Zoe reached back. She guided the still tied knot and pulled until the cock slipped free with a wet pop. Cum and peanut butter gushed from her stretched cunt.

She angled again presenting her ass. The beast thrust forward forcing its slick cum covered shaft into her shithole in one savage stroke.

The pain and fullness tore a guttural scream from her throat as the knot swelled even larger inside her ass. Stretching her to the limit.

The dog pounded with frantic need. Heavy balls slapping against her.


Pumping more cum deep into her bowels while she rubbed her clit in frantic circles.


Climax after climax ripped through her. Body shuddering.


Cunt squirting onto the floor mixed with Rolando’s waste. Mind fracturing deeper into the belief that this was restoration. Becoming the beast that consumed the city’s rot from within.


Locked on the dog’s knot for long minutes. Cum leaking around the seal and mixing with the filth beneath her.

Zoe came one final time as the Bernard panted hot breath against her neck. Its weight pinning her beside her latest trophy.

Only then did she feel complete.


Violator, victim and mounted bitch all at once.
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