Justice In Boots
Written by Septia


It was with a decisive flap of her wings that the burnt umber eagle soared in for a gracious landing. For a moment her eye's remained closed, sensing the difference in atmosphere from the mountain breeze to the facility's sterile temperature. Guards lining up with appropriately respectful salutes around the landing bay. She turned and peered out over the mountains and valleys spanning over Aquilarum, she saw all, whilst the one-way hologram made sure the prison was secluded. 


“Leader Annie.” The eagle gave a glance to the guard calling her. “Revered leader, what business brings you to our facility?” At this, she simply walked past them. 


“Justice.” Annie delighted in feeling chills course through her guards from but a single word. “Come now, Ray, you wouldn't make me wait.” Flying through the hologram was a turquoise Avali, carrying a broad suitcase, who shortly joined up with her. 


“Course not, mistress.” 


Despite her size, Annie's sock clad soles barely made a sound against the industrial-silver flooring. Guards were at every corner, their armour as pristine and polished as the walls under the faint sapphire lights. Gazing over the refined facility and wall etched aquilas filled her with enough satisfaction to disregard the lump of tangled sock beneath her right foot. “This is pretty deep in, isn't it?” Ray pondered whilst trudging along the black suitcase. Annie halted with a smirk. 


“Undoubtedly, we are in the sector for long term containment,” Annie turned to a door marked with a twisted symbol, “criminals whose sentence has been long awaited.” 
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-Krrdooumn-. Bright, sterile lights illuminated the cell as the door slammed shut behind Annie and her pet. This sudden light caused the occupants to scramble and huddle together. Two little balls of fluff and feathers, one a chestnut stained white and the other having a coat of messy alabaster. “W-ho aare-... You here?” The larger of the two little gryphons shouted at Annie. A quick gesture made Ray place down the suitcase and fiddle with its locks. 


“Your ignorance does not surprise me, traitors and their spawn are one and the same.” The briefcase opened with a soft -Pshhh-, revealing a small, but pristine, selection of boots and accessories. Annie carefully held a pair of olive shaded rubber boots, caressing over their finely textured surface, before strapping in. “I can enlighten you with the knowledge that your sentence has come to pass, and your fate to be met,” -Shloouth- was the sleek sound of air escaping the boots with the feet slotting in, “at the mercy of my own claws.” Annie could not recall how long the Gryphons had been here, the larger of the two nearly half a meter in height, whilst she estimated the pure alabaster one to be standing at about two decimeters... Yet, for an eagle just shy of three metres, they were naught but frightened chicks. Two steps and she saw her dark shadow looming over them, the twins shuddering in each other's embrace. With a brisk whip of her wing, Annie whisked up the larger gryphon. 


“N-nascha.” The one left on the ground squeaked out as Annie held the gryphon by its neck, observing it flex and flail its inferior talons. 


“You should be grateful that I even grant you the time of day. Despicable little critters have no place in my nation.” The chestnut speckled gryphon squeaked and grunted in her grasp, attempting to turn to its sibling. 


“G-gildi. M-make stop.” Annie observed it squirming for a few moments, powerless in her hold. 


“Yet, let’s see if you have a place in me.” 


The radiant yellow beak parted underneath the flailing creature. Annie swiftly releasing it from her grip, allowing it a second of freefall before snapping her bill around its torso. -Ghlumnk-. Thrusting her head forwards in a slender motion, she swallowed around the Gryphons' little body, bringing its frail wings past the edge of her hard beak. Below she could hear its sibling call out, its words unrecognizable, but its tone dripping in fear. This was a sizable treat, the eagle sensing her mouth widening for its descent, prepared to tug the treat into her abyss. Annie flicked her neck forwards again, gaping around the thrashing morsel and feeling her dip deeper into her oesophagus. With her tongue she constrained the wriggling legs, bathing the critter in her saliva like any hunk of meat. -Oommlk- A deep swallow came as the gryphon was tucked away inside her,  the meal's eyes darting around within the crevice between the mandibles. The Gryphon’s hawk like talons just barely able to reach and clutch around the rim of the sun hued bill. Annie leaned downwards, allowing the chick to witness her sister panting and holding on for dear life. “This is the height of what paltry poultry filth such as yourself can strive for....” Annie spoke around the stiff chimera in a regal tone. -SnhKrrrkck-. The striking yellow bone snapped shut in an instant. Several loud cracks coming from black gryphon talons snapping off like nails being clipped. The shout insulated by the beak as the white sibling's sister disappeared. -Uuohhlk-. A serpentine flick of her neck sent the little morsel into her oesophagus, her skin stretching and swelling to accommodate the meat, gradually inflating as a melon sized bulge on her neck. 


The dome shaped protrusion would shift and sway on the way down her throat, rising lumps and hills from paws and elbows compressed against the moist internal walls. Annie delicately brought up a wing to hold over the lump, bobbing her head a few more times before the bloat settled in her crop. -Hllaph- -Shcllph-. Humid grasping was heard as the Eagle's mighty crop sack contracted around the creature. The little one's wails barely audible through the insulating flesh. Small bumps bulging out the egg shaped hump with the meal's futile resistance. “It is an amusing sensation, to feel something fight for a life it has no right to claim,” Annie decreed sternly, “your little twin still hasn't realized that. They struggle for nothing, burning off useless energy.” Saying this, a smirk appeared on the eagle. “Mimicking what my gizzard will do to them later.” The white ball of fluff trembled weakly on the ground. 


“H-help!” It shouted with a raspy voice and took to the air in a surprisingly acrobatic leap. With a desperate tackle she broke through the bars of the ventilation system and slithered inside like a surprised reptile. Meanwhile, Annie simply presented her throat, stretching it so that she could feel her muscles compact over her catch within. 


“The ventilation connects with the main lair line through the door.” Ray had already understood her command. With a quick smack from his tail the Avali opened the hatch in the ceiling just before the door, a confused and surprised gryphon tumbling down the hatch and caught by Ray's tail. “To reiterate,” Annie said and turned to her pet's catch, “you are all the same, and you have learned as little as your sister.” 
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Her deceptively powerful foot slipped from the boot, Ray dispatching the chick into the rubber maw. Annie's toes laid atop the boot like bars, a prison within the cell. “Resisting me and my forces always end the same way.” She grasped the critter with her talons, squeezing it firmly. “My enemies brought beneath my feet, wriggling like the worms they are... worms, not even deserving the privilege to dig through Aquilarum's mud.” She slowly brought her sole down, forcing the gryphon deeper into the rubber tube. 


“P-please. Le.. Le goo.” The pearly chick pleaded. Annie brought her claw down with a stout -Thooound-. -Criitch-. The pops of a cracking ribcage enclosed in the blackened green latex. Annie twisted her foot. -Gratkch- -Krrssck-. With each turn she forced more of her weight onto the newly assigned tread stuffer. Annie patted the wailing, shouting bulge on her white neck. 


“Do you know, why you are still in my crop, little bundle of traitorous trash?” Annie stated rhetorically, clenching her muscles to feel the weakly trembling outlines of the morsel. “Because she witnessed you perish, and you are judged by the same sentence.” 


With one forceful stomp, Annie brought her foot to the bottom of her boot, her might unhindered by any obstacle. -Groukkklctchth- -Krrstckthckvxtk- A shattering from the chick's bones blurt out, like a branch being splintered in a lawnmower. A faint squeak silenced by the moist churning -Shrllrourcpl- from Annie's sole grinding down to the bottom of the footgear. Cuts of flesh squeezed in between her long, sleek toes being followed by a slimy splattering of internals becoming externals. -Srhhucllch-. Annie kept grinding her sole into the chunky, meaty mass underneath her feet, feeling liquids bursting and rushing around her talons and the faint folds between her toes. Moist organs became granulated with slippery -Shrmmlluch- complimenting the sharp cracking of bones. -KrghKritckh-. With each crushing turn of her foot Annie experienced the creature go from solid, to chunky stew, to liquid stew and gradually settling in the consistency of viscid gruel. -Shlourltchk- -Shrloiuclth-. Annie dipped her foot down into the red, syrupy grime and gave off a soft, delighted sigh as she pulled her scarlet soaked foot out of the depths of the rubber. “This, is the only way the scum littering my nation can learn. Your sister knows her place now.” Down her talons dripped globs of congealed blood and shreds of pale beige organs. Underneath her foot a thin layer of fur glued in place by the pressure and liquid, the white now tainted with a deep pink. Annie flexed her toes. -Shrlliitch-. Globby dollops of the slop squishing between the tough scales or dropping into the puddle within the boot. “There are but two places those like you fit within my nation, crushed in my gizzard, or pulverized beneath my magnificence.” She felt the bulge on her neck squirm and struggle at the sloshing mucky churning outside. -Shrloutchhgdk-. Annie dipped back into the boot and smeared the paste underneath her sole, bringing up a clawful of red gryphon porridge. “This, is what awaits you as well.” Annie brought the foot to her beak and slurped up some gluey red remains. Shortly after swallowing she watched the dome shaped protrusion on her neck wobbling and swaying. (Bumps and hills bulging out beneath her feathery coat with the bats from the anguished creature's fruitless resistance. The distressed cries of her meal kept out from the world, but so audible to herself. “You should envy your sister, it will be a while before you join her.” 


Annie gave her left sole a sniff, stretching out her talons wide to gaze at the glistening layer internal liquids sticking to the crevices between her scales. “It goes without saying that being judge, jury and executioner tends to get one's claws dirty,” she stopped for a brief moment, sensing a wiggle underneath her foot, “fortunately I have people to delegate the task of cleanup.” Ray brightened up at this. “Guard my accessories, I will return shortly.” Annie said and wandered off, leaving the Avali just a little hampered. 
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Finally situating herself in one of the more private cells, she brought up her right foot from the rubber footgear to give a glance at the squirming bundle. “Ooouch, this one wasn't expecting to be free so soon, wonder if master Annie could put them back into the boot.” At this Annie tugged lightly on the ends of the thickly woven sole padding, hearing an exclamatory 'Oohmph' along with witnessing the outlines of a doll like shape appearing on the fabric. 


“This certainly isn't the right time to go against your master's wishes, my depraved boot stuffer of a pet.” Annie tugged on the ends of the sock one after the other, rolling around the shape trapped within against her warmed, musky foot. With a nimble motion she pulled off the sock by the tip, allowing the creature within to drop down onto the floor. The dusky lilac being barely the size of a toe, hitting the ground seemed to slow it down a bit, but with its four arms it eventually got up. “Enough toying, Silent.” -Gwwrooonng-. At the voice command the volume suppression field vanished and the Vanguard rapidly expanded to a reasonable sixteen decimetres. Whilst tall, Silent barely reached Annie's chest. Annie grasped his head with the paste caked foot, the messy talons closing in around his curved horns with a slick -Shelorupts-. “You have some cleaning to tend to.” At this the creature shivered and wagged his tail like an obedient dog. 


His black tongue gently brushed along the Eagle's sole. The vanguard kneeling by his master whilst his tongue swept up the wads of mashed up gryphon and bloody fur. Each stroke with the moist muscle eager and hasty in fiddling between the goop stained cracks of Annie's scales. “Sock, stuffy and cramped., that is what this one thinks. Also happy to be at their master’s feet again.” Silent blurted out whilst his tongue darted between the yellow toes, wiping up malformed chunks of meat and splinters of bone from the sweaty depths and leaving only streaks of his clear grey drool. -Shliiurp- Often pausing to plant a large, soggy smooch over the scales, a display of adoration as much as it was an efficient way to dislodge the sticky fur. 


“Do not be too hasty,” Annie responded and clutched her claw over his head, squeezing around his cranium like a chew-toy, “I am expecting it to be sparkling clean, and you don't get that from a sloppy job.” Silent grunted warmly as he felt the sharp avian hook be but a miniscule amount of pressure away from piercing his skull, shaking with renewed energy and taking slower, meticulous laps over her sole. -ShaaarSluulk-. 


“This servant won't disappoint, he adores his mistress above all.” He said whilst burying his face into her smelly foot, rubbing tongue with the sharp talons as soon as they eased their grip and even suckling a toe into his mouth to suckle and clear it of any bothersome filth. 


Annie massaged the delicate temple of her pet with her wet toes. -Skruncggrch- Annie rested back in the armchair at the clenching sensation in her crop. The little gryphon still visible as a squirming, dome shaped bloat on her white neck. Vague contours of its paws, head, elbows and various other body parts bulging out now and then, her pathetic thrashing quite adorable. “Keep it up,” Annie said and clenched her throat muscles -Cwuuchng-, “it amuses me.” Her crop contracted and sent the Gryphon down to her gizzard. The bulge of her prey seen slowly descending and planing out as it hit the more spacious sections of Annie's intestinal tract, its faint wiggles spreading through Annie's body as a gratifying sense of superiority. With the struggles from her former prey seeming to excite Silent, who lapped and painted her foot in his viscous saliva, clearing off soiled crimson patches with ease. 


“There is the spirit I wish to see in my pets, you could learn a lot from them, Irbis...” Squinting her eyes and peering off to the corner of the room, Annie watched the original occupant of the cell awkwardly standing in the corner. A gryphon of sorts, arms crossed in an unsatisfied manner over his warm grey chest. 


“It has been months in here, I just didn't wanna slobber over your muddy claws, isn't it punishment enough already?” To this response Annie simply turned her unoccupied claw upwards, and beckoned him closer with a talon. The gryphon's deep brown wings huddled behind his back and his dolphin like tail tucked up nervously between his legs, yet he advanced. Even whilst her left foot was being slurped and suckled over like a children's lollipop by Silent, Annie had no problem grasping Irbis's beak and forcing him down onto Silent's level. 


“You are lucky I even took you on as my pet, here is your opportunity for redemption, you even have an example to follow.” At her words Silent shuddered from his crown to his tail tip, regally grasping her leg to better direct his tongue's draping laps over the sole. -Shrlooorurlsh-. Irbis panted softly, gazing up between the toes up to Annie's authoritative eyes. 


“And what if I don-.” His torso was quickly shoved back in an awkward contorted position, the claws around his face gripping firmer, a single talon jutting a centimetre into his skin. “Gyyargh!” Irbis shouted, his tail flailing weakly. “Gyaammrg~.” Silent grunted out next to him, in a more compliant tone, swirling his tongue in round swabbing circles. Irbis quivered with pain and glared up to Annie's bemused expression. 


“There is naught but some sweat and sock musk, your owners at that, be thankful.” Even whilst not spoken to, Silent shuddered. 


“Ooh this one is ever so thankful to his mistress.” He groaned out again when the the (repeat word) clean talons gripped his muzzle tightly. 


“And show your adoration in action, not words.” She clarified and grinded up her sole over the gryphon's beak, wiping off traces of salty, sticky fabric over him. 


It was with a tongue shaking like a rattled chain that Irbis lapped over Annie's dirty soles. His broader tongue quivering on its slow lick against stained, sturdy scales. The taste of eagle perspiration often made him reel backwards, though after a good few decisive tugs by the precise talons, he was taught to bottle up the distaste. Meanwhile, Annie was starting to enjoy the pedicure. Two more of less obedient foot pets swabbing her soles like the deck of a boat, both shivering, though for different reasons. Whilst Irbis slowly brought a toe into his maw to better reach the swat goop between the digits, she squeezed down her claw on his tongue. “Aren't you delighting in your duty, revelling in cleaning your mistress’ foot?” Irbis coughed and hawked as he wiggled and squirmed to avoid the claw's point. 


“Ohelch.. oIe. DwhO.” He spoke with his lips trembling and his mouth occupied. She shoved another toe deep in his maw, rubbing against the roof of his mouth. 


“There you are, you will learn to love your mistress, maybe as much as this disgusting filth:” Annie nonchalantly spoke as she graced Silent with a pristinely clean, drool glistening claw, the vanguard having completed his task, but still at her feet lapping up his saliva like a proper pet. 


“He loves taking care of master's filth, being in her presence is all this one desires.” Annie smirked softly and squeezed his head with her toes, grinding against his jaws and tending his horns nearly to the point of snapping, just to hear his delighted 'Mmoouun'. 


“Alas, the lowly attempts from a soiled half-breed amuse me, though you have a long way to go before you are worthy of any praise.” Annie declared sternly, delicately pulling her toes free from Irbris's mouth, letting his lips drag along the solid, crackled surface of her digits to leave any speck of dirty within his foul bill, before grinding her drool soaked sole back over his forehead. 
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-Hroourmrngh-. Annie felt merely a weak wiggle from her churning gizzard as she scanned the surface of her feet. From talon to talon the blonde scales marvelled in a luxurious shine. “Well done, you have come as far as to satisfy your master.” She curled a toe in a soft caress around Silent's face, whilst the called upon Ray came in with her Boot-case. “At the moment, that is all the use I have for you,” Annie said and nodded towards Silent, seeing Irbis scuttle away to the wall, “now, clad my feet pet, so that I do not soil myself with your blood.” The vanguard clasped both pair of arms together and beamed warmly, hastily taking the mountaineering boots from Ray. 


“This one is as excited as ever to have served his mistress, he wants to meet her boots close again.” Though with a gaze from her he took it slower, gracefully allowing the eagle to slide her muscular feet into the rugged hiking treads. She placed her boots against his face, allowing him to secure his tongue behind the lace with his agile, quivering hands. 


“I will delight in seeing you perish at my feet with, a smile on your lips.” Her words were calm and dignified, as her she positioned her feet against the side of Silent's face, rubbing the thick black and green grooves to his cheerful appearance. 


“He wishes for nothing more than feeling Annie's boots snuff out this one's life.” 


Irbis watched Silent talk with a nervous breath. -Grooungrlgs-. Annie's gullet growled, squeezing her meal in tandem with her feet squeezing Silent's head. “Good boy.” She snapped briskly, tensing her powerful feet and shoving the hardened rubber under-sole against Silent's cheeks. -Kngnnngr-. Splintering compressions head from the cranium inside like the straining of splintering wood. Silent's scowl contoured in a grimace of pleasure. Annie smirked with nefarious pleasure as she witnessed her pet's head turn all the more flat, -Knriggrkck- until it could withstand no more. -SHPuLursotkktch-. His skull caved in by the might of her legs, horns snapping off with the thick splinter of branches -Skkracth- -Snnrastpch- yet was muffled in the cascade of wet splattering -Pplootch-. In the brief moments it took for his skull to be pulverized, Annie gazed upon the jets of black vanguard life fluid spurting out from cracks in his face like little fountains of oil. How his eyes shut instinctively as bone fractured and jutted into his brain. -Kkrasthhtchsk- -Ooulpholsg-. Bone broke under the intense pressure, the tar thick blood smearing against the rubber grooves, all as Silent's head disappeared between the clamps of her feet. The humid churning abruptly ending in a tremendous. -Kruraoolcth- -Dooumpgh-. She felt her boots meet in the middle, just above the creature's neck. She twisted her boots together. -Srkratch- -Griastch-. Now a more sombre sound of skeletal matter being ground up to bone meal, mixed with some sloppy meaty remains. Chunks of meat had been cast out around her boots over the room, forming a long black line behind him on the metal floor, like a filmy shadow. Gently, she would separate her boots, seeing slimy, viscous strands  of his oily blood connecting her boots, pale shards of blood trailing along them. -Boounf-. Her spent pet’s torso fell to the ground with a relatively lackluster thud. She threw a glance to Irbis panting in the corner. “Do not loiter,” she stated with a stiff voice, wiggling her boot towards him, “your associate left you some extra work.” 
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-Shrllurtlch-. At each lick Irbis felt the sticky substance connect with his tongue, the black liquid felt like aged syrup, but its taste was anything but. He felt the gunk clogged boot shoved down onto his face, Annie was seated on a stool in front of him so she could rest her gluey boots on his head. “Do not disappoint me with your tonguemanship, get in deep...” The boot was forced against him so firmly he thought it would surely leave an imprint on his face, a light -Knnrrr- coming from his frail beak. 


“Y-yyeowuch. W-what does that matter, I am going the same way as he did.” Irbis spouted out whilst his tongue fiddled in deeper between the long grooves, lapping up pointy shards of bone amidst the grimy gunk, briefly gesturing to the stumped Silent next to him, blood still pouring out of his neck. 


“How right you are,” Annie said whilst brandishing an unoccupied boot next to his head. “This time I barely had to direct you at all, you are becoming an asset in my game.” The Gryphon growled in defiance, then shouted “I won't ever submit to you!” 


The ground was getting formally acquainted with Irbis's back shortly after his defiance. One of Annie’s boots shoved against his neck and the other crushingly stomped down onto his chest, the gryphon chipping after air as the giant eagle spoke. “You see yourself to be of worth or importance, and yet your kind means nothing in the world I have built. What is stopping me from snapping off your head? Your ideals? Your worthless gods? I am the only one here who can dictate anyone's and everyone's fate.” -Groounglr-. For a moment she paused, her neck contracting. Irbis felt the grip on his throat lessen, as Annie gently reeled back, flicking her head upwards. She moved her head forward in in a serpentine, wave like motion. -Uullrk- Ooullrk-. After a few more flicks, her beak quickly aimed down over him, mandibles far apart as a thick lump was hurled out over him. He caught a glimpse of the compacted, flattened heap before it smacked -Smmcth- down to cover his face above the beak. -Cltrtkt- Bones clattered down from the chunk of brown stained fur and indigestible, a beak imbedded in the pellet smushed down against his forehead, a ghastly sense of dread passing through his spine. A few mellow coughs turned to sneering chuckles from the bird, who squished down the pellet with her boot, smearing the feather and fur dense clump over his face, enjoying the cries coming from him as cracked bones were forced against his flesh. “See, what your kin becomes in my presence, what saved her? What came to rescue her from my indomitable justice?” Annie scornfully mocked the whimpering, thrashing gryphon. 
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Irbis felt her take another step forwards, squishing the drool covered boot against this neck. She ruffled her feathers above him and scraped off some filth from his head. “As for the rest of her, it doesn’t look much better.” Annie grunted with a stiff sense of satisfaction, Irbis barely able to glance over to his chest, which had Annie's cloacae planted right above. The ring of flesh twitched slowly. Undulating to the pressure inside. His head quivered and he shook it weakly from side to side. “P-please have mercy for her..” he squeaked out, feeling solidarity for the crunched gryphon. Though the rim quickly sprawled open, broadening with a sickening -Srhfliirt-. With the flesh parting, a clear liquid begun trickling free from her body, dripping down to stain his warm coloured coat, the matt white urate quickly following the stream of urine. The liquid warm and feeling almost alive, only causing his spine to rattle in fear all the more. -Shlloungn-. A dense, bark coloured lump shaded in a dusky grey emerged from the pit, Annie's cloacae rapidly spreading over the clay-soft mound, thick fissures of deep umber lining the chunk, a testament to the strength and merciless process of Annie's intestines. Through the filth emanated a humid stench of fowl and fatty meat, lingering around Irbis's bill. The mass extended downwards, spreading her rear as wide as Irbis's head at moments for the densely packed, cranium sized muck glob. -Slpulrtstgh-. This heap of grime dislodged with a snappy clench of Annie's cloacae, landing onto his matted coat with a gruelling -Floousdh-. The deep murky matter steaming with a fresh heat. 


Annie chuckled between soft sighs, noting the dread in Irbis's eyes. “She never looked much to the world,” the eagle calmly proclaimed and brought down her boot onto the muck -Sphiilsh- grinding it down against his chest, “and was nothing in my nation. You will come to see, that neither of you are much different from each other.” -Sruuchhcnthc-.


“Gyaarahga.. Aaahrgl..” Irbis burst out as Annie brought her boot down decisively on his chest, splattering and smearing out the filth over his coat rearranging at least some internal organs. -Shrooulrkkg-. She kept shoving her foot down, with the other boot working down on his pellet covered forehead. 


“You are a used pawn... In any state, living, dead, you matter as much as this mulch.” -Spuqiishrlg-. -Greoolsk-. 


“Yehgaarg.” Irbis screamed again, the force snapping ribs, -Knnratch-, blood pooling up and mixing with the Eagle dung on his chest. The gryphon was barely able to take a breath. Annie stood as a boulder on his chest, the fear and horror of having the remains of one of his own smeared over him, between gasps he felt tears streaming down his face. Suddenly, the weight lifted. His chest was still heavy with waste and his own blood, but Annie was now by his side, clearing his forehead of wet fur. Irbis stared listlessly. She brought up her foot above him. 


“You know your task... Pet.” 
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It was a challenge to clear off the layers of pellet mash and gunky waste from her boots, coupled with the fact he got the copper taste of his own flowing scarlet. Yet, he was too far gone to care. His tongue darted over the rugged rubber soles, fiddling out bits and chunks and lapping warmly over her boots to clear off the filth. His mind was cloudy, and kept licking in the air even when the boots were gone. Something covered his view, something stiffer, harder than the boot, it grasped him with a spiny embrace. “In roughly one hour, blood loss will claim you.” The talons grasped him tighter. “It is that, or death beneath me.” Irbis panted weakly, gulping as the strong hold made his head pulse. 


“D-do It... I-I deserve as much... P-please.” She did nothing, he waited, then realized. Closing his eyes, the Gryphon uttered: “Please take my life.. M-mistress.” 


Her claws tensed before clamping down over his head with immense strength. -Krsththlrkoprt-. His beak broke in twain, brown splinters flying off his face. -Ghhrnkpputhg-. The skull followed shortly after, the force enough to make swift work of his internal bone structure. -Krrgolgkslosh-. Crimson poured out from cracks whilst his head compacted under the might of the eagle's claws, Annie's back toe piercing right through his neck to sever its connection to his skull, breaking through his spine as her foot clutched to a fist. -GnnnrrrkClukrtc-. Drizzles of the red liquid flung from the crumbling skull, dashing down over the clear cobalt floor, decorating it in messy splotches. Annie felt the head give way quickly, grey matter pouring through the interspace between her toes, slimy gunk coloured in a pale pink from his own blood. Goopy mangled mess stuck to her foot when she let the remains of his head drop back down to the ground. -Splriugjsltj-. Mangled bone and flesh tears pooling out in a wide puddle on the ground with him in the center. Irbis's skull contorted and pulverized beyond repair, or even recognition. Anne scoffed, bringing her foot up close for inspection. “Filthy, once more. As expected from interaction with the muck of society.” 
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An old saying says that if you stare at anything long enough, it would transform into something else for your inner eye. A certain Deinonychus had experienced this to be the truth for himself. After having spent hours chained to the floor in a poorly lit room with nowhere to look but up, the dusky ceiling above him had become... a slightly darker ceiling. Truly spectacular. He tugged at the metal clamps which secured his scaly wrists and ankles, no result. “I would like to give whoever sent me here a jab right up their a-.” -ChriickVrrinng-. The door's unsealing locks brought an uncanny mixture of relief and worry. A peppy male voice spoke. 


“And you'll be needing this pup too?” The voice in response came as the beat of a massive lizard skinned drum, imposing and terrifying. 


“That will not be necessary, but let them watch from outside, I want them close when I am done here.” Ahastar started at the mammothian bird of prey who entered his cell. 


“You...” 


Annie graced the boot-case with her wing, taking in a deep breath of her well kept collection. From the side she plucked up something metal and begun to fasten it to her mountaineering boots. “Must have your heads in the clouds if you think I'll start smooching your boots, just because you kept me locked up.” Ahastar spouted from his position on the floor, limbs locked out in spread eagle. Annie gave him a humored smirk, in the next moment she leapt over to his face, shoving the bottom of her boot onto his cheek, his head smacking into the ground with a metallic -Doounkg-. “GraaaIiia!” With the impact he felt something digging into his head, a blurred glance revealed the reflective surface of jagged crampons which were boring through his scales. The four front tips going straight in, whilst the front tilted blades scraped against his scales. Pain coursed through him like a spreading forest fire, small rivers of tepid scarlet coursing down his pale white face. 


“Skin as thick as your head, but which is longer? These, heavy duty, titanium crampons, or the width of your padded skull?” -Crlluth-. The metal knifes, with its spikes like a tree's branches, dug deeper. His scales were thick, this wouldn't soon kill him... That was the intention, he saw it in her eyes. 


“You are not going to convince me with y-Yyeararhhaaah!” -Scruch.-. The shoe's teeth drilled deeper. -Chunngd-. Air rushing out from his lungs as the impact on his chest, feeling the punctures on his skin from the broad metal spear-tips. For a while he was left wriggling and screaming, until the foot wad plucked off from his head dripping in his blood.  The rivers connecting with his matching back-stripes. 


“Like swatting a bug, I could paint the ground in a shade of 'you',” she paused as she brandished her boot against his shoulder, “bugs who do not comply must be taught some decency... We could be here for a very, long time.” Ahastar stared at her, breathing unevenly and clenching his teeth in defiance.. -Shhrllopung- 


“Oompghgflgl-.” Annie decisively shoved her boot into his maw, brushing off his blood within, only slowing down when she felt his tongue get to work on the stiff surface. 


“So show me, that you at least have the decency to lick up your own mess, and I promise we will be done sometime today.” 

~ 9 ~


-Gldhhuurop-. -Whloorrlp-. Once the pain subsided enough Ahastar's senses picked up the odor emanating from Annie's boots. A reeking smell of wet copper and old meat saturating the soles, along with a greasy slickness to the rubber. From the crampons, he could only taste his own fluids, Annie often gesturing with her boot on where he should focus, the prime target being the jagged metal attachments. -Whiiissllrp-. Whilst hesitant from the rage boiling inside, any time he didn't comply the boot on his chest sunk deeper, as though his body posed as much resistance as the water of a shallow lake. “Do you know the sound of a rip cracking?” Annie asked above. Ahastar spat on the boot tip. 


“I won't play your ga-Arrgnng-.” -Sphhractk-.The boot resting on his chest sank deeper, rupturing a chest-bone, the sharp internal snap cascading through him like a shockwave of ruin.


“Usually, it is a mighty sound. A clear pop like that of a branch, which sends chills down my spine.” She stepped off of him, letting him take a deep breath only to have the pain blossom in his chest like the prick of numerous claws. Something about the way Annie said pop with her beak made it sharp and painful, almost as much as her. “Yours splinter like twigs.” With one boot clean, she shoved the other in his face, the panting dino now begrudgingly lapping up the fresh droplets of blood, mutters pained grunts as swears. His soft tongue tip swabbing up the metal surface, slurping over the grooved rubber and the musky mess tucked away within. 


Ahastar's tail flopped weakly against the ground, his breath had stabilized somewhat. His mouth dry, her boots sparling in a clean spit-shine. Annie threw a glance to a shutter on the door, a pair of yellow eyes eagerly watching as she brought up something more, rugged. “You are a sturdy one... To the point of making yourself deserving of the same treatment for your severe crimes.” She brought up the red pair of tough, ridged chainsaw salty boots. Their exterior nearly as stiff as steel, but softly hugging her foot. She begun treading towards him. 


“I am not some kind of chew-toy you sadisti-.” Ahsatar responded as she walked towards him, but his lip pursed tightly as her boot stomped down on his tail. -Crunnshg-. The force felt denser than steel, squashing down on his tail with such force that it displaced the meat inside, agony so sudden he couldn't speak. She didn't stop walking. -Doounfssglrsh-. Another blood curling smashing from the boot crushing down further up on his tail, a slick moist -Gruunonsh- from muscles and flesh splattering out internally, leaving the tail flat on the ground in the guise of a boot-print. At this Ahastar heaved out a weak scree. Gratifying shudders coursed through Annie. 


“Is that so? My meat munchers are of another opinion, they seem to enjoy, lets see if your legs crack more than a twig.” 


Ahastar watched the red stroke from her boot as it fell like a hammer onto his thigh. -Gruunncghg-. At first the flesh resisted, buoyant against the pressure, but at the next step of her march, the weight broke through. -SHPPrlsacklh-. Like a piston press the boot came thrusting down, his leg bone pulverized like spices in a mortel, fissures sprouting through his pelvis. -Chrluurpt-. At this step the damage wasn't only internal, wounds ruptured in his flesh around the boot, small torrents of blood shooting out through pocks between his scales as though he was a tube of toothpaste. -Shhoooudn-. -Skkraackkratch-. “Ooouuflfl..” Ahastar wailed as the next step in the march over his body plunged right on his stomach. A rushing -Gsluurgsl- escaping as a good chunk of organs liquefied under the compressed pressure of Annie's threads. His eyes becoming bloodshot at the searing pain consuming him. “Y-you.. m-monst-.gasarrlg.” -Shcrllouulrtich-. She didn't pause to let him speak, she only continued her stride as If she was a soldier heading out onto the battlefield, a single step from her carried the force of multiple platoons. Locked in the spread pose, Ahastar could only clench his fists, attempting to keep his head above this sea of torment. Yet the boots pushed him under the surface again and again. He stared up weakly, vision blocked by blackness of an imposing shadow. 


“Turns out you were right. You are not a chew-toy after all,” the military grade sole approached him rapidly, “you are soil.” The twister pattern of grooves met with his face, reaching all from cheek to forehead. -Krriitkkch- -Csrukkkulgshkrt-. An initial spike of tensions resistance from his skull quickly gave in under the pressure. Leaving the boot to slam down with the force of Annie's strength. His head barely posed more challenge to them than the rest of his body. -Cshrkkrchh.- The clear raptor cranium bursting beneath her. For a brief moment she felt the light, squishy texture of his brain beneath the sole, until it splattered and mixed in with torn scales and flesh, a final little thrust ensuring Annie's feet making contact with the ground. -Krscuucnghriris-. The metal buckled around her foot, bending the reinforced metal with ease to form a bowl in the ground where his head had been. -SLGllrogulgh- Twisting and grinding her foot down into the mess, she processed and granulated his bones into dust and his flesh into liquid. -Crkekclgh-. The myriads of meat and brain globs gushing through collected up in the bent floor, scarlet hair and blood sloshing together with white scales and grey matter to a warm stew. Annie raised her foot and observed the full stew bowl her foot had crafted from Ahastar's head and the floor, a shiver trailing down from her crown to her tail-feathers as she marvelled at the dense slurry dripping down from the grooves on her threads, sloughing down like wet dough. She turned to admire the sprawled, mess of Ahastars body, giving a brief nod to herself. Justice had been served once more. 
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”Whohoo, that was quite the show you put on.” The cell door opened to an orange vixen heading in, his yellow eyes gleaming with admiration. “That lizard didn't stand a change against the big buff eagle mistress, the dealer of punishment and justice alike.”  The fox casually strode up to Annie and gave her a friendly fist bump against her side, looking over the puddle. 


“Neither do you, Trick.” The fox blinked as the felt something hit their back, quickly toppling forwards with their head first into the goopy red paste of raptor stew. -Shrlloruth-. Annie nonchalantly seated herself on a chair Ray hurried in to place behind her, admiring her fox pet with a grin. “Don't keep me waiting, he left my weapons quite messy.” She wiggled her blood dripping treads towards her. The Fox pulled his head out from the bowl, spitting out some red gunk and chuckling. 


“Geeze.. Could'a just asked.” 


The fox held onto the back of the boot with care, brushing up the limber, wet tongue against the tough surface and wiping up the dollops of fresh blood. -Shhrlliior-. He let his moist muscle hang free and laid it across the hard latex surface, gently bringing themselves up along the under-sole of the boot, leaving a long damp streak of his saliva over the murder weapons. Annie sometimes wiggled her feet just to see how he would diligently follow along its movements, staying almost glued to his mistress's boot to have it properly cleaned. -lliiruururl-. Around the heel of the boot his tongue curled and swirled in small circles to swab up the sticky residue of the raptor's life fluids as eagerly as if it was ice cream. Though now and then they turned to hog a load of red spit off onto the floor, so they wouldn't dirty up her mistress boot with her blood infused spittle. With a long, sleek lick he covered the right side of the sole all the way to the tip, teasingly nibbling at the upper end of the boot. 


“I trust you won't leave bite-marks on them.” Trick glanced up with their tongue draped against the black rubber, chuckling. 


“Phew, course not, just happy to not be snuffed out like the headless horseman over there.” his tail gesturing to the criminal on the ground. Annie gave a soft nod to them, and glanced over the glistening boot, a few red patches drying here and there, but her foot swabbed was quick to handle it. -Glluurrsl- -Shrliirlth-. They lapped and suckled over the boot with affection, suckling off any odd foul marks the dino had left.


”Phew, that should be all of it Annie.” Trick said and marvelled at the eagle inspecting her chainsaw boots. “May I help you undress, m'lady?” He said in a rather teasing tone, though she lowered the boot for him to pull off of her foot. -Shongk-. 


“A job well done, too bad that is all the use I have for you.” Trick glanced up as the put down the boot, a glimpse of worry in their eye as the talons curls around his neck, clenching tightly to restrict his airflow. Trick's paws fumbled with her large sinewy toe, coughing and gasping in a weak tone. 


“O-oh g-great, t-that's the -Uuorughl- thanks I get, popped by my mistress's claws?” Their complaint felt more as a thin guise over their enjoyment, as they wiggled and squeaked with their cheeks turning blue but their sneering smile staying put. Annie shook her head towards them. 


“Shame to spoil such a good job you made by splattering you over my pristine black hooks, so this will be a clean way to dispose of you.” Trick felt the rigid muscles tense and the grip clutching their air intake shut. Their clear orange tail wiggling nervously before standing straight. His mistress held them up into the air, looking down on her with their voice becoming weaker, their coughs infused with desperation and desire alike. Cheeks shifting from blue to a deep lilac. 


“Guaaaah... aaahrr... rrr.” They hawked out with their voice turning bubbly and faint, the world closing in over their eyes with their heart beating furiously to attempt to circulate oxygen which wouldn't come. Until the beating slowed to a near standstill, Trick closing his eyes and mumbling with the last of his breath. “See ya later, bitchstress.” Their tail limply slumped downwards, arms falling down along their side in tow, a ghastly exhale marking the last of their air leaving his body. 
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The eagle had thrown the spent body of her fox toy over the spent body of the prisoner, walking outside of the cell to have the Avali come in and collect her sparklingly clean boots from the mess of a cell. Ray chuckling softly to himself seeing the purple cheeks of the fox. Joining his mistress by her side as they walked back through the facility he couldn't help but wonder. “What about your pets Annie?” She held up her wing towards him and huffed softly.


“AquilaOS.” She called out, a screen on the wall flickering on. A robotic voice called back. 


“Your wish, supreme leader Annie?” Annie smirked. 


“Respawn the playthings according to my usual schedule.” The screen flickered green in response. 


“As you wish, supreme leader Annie.” The AI's serene voice replied. “On behalf of the correctional facility, we hope you enjoyed your playtime.” 
