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Karl Meddings—ordinary office worker, average build, looks, and outlook on life—walked toward his destiny, stomach tightening. As he did every day while at work. As he did today. Although he found it quite amusing that the only colour painting his otherwise grey days, the grinding monotony of his 9–5 existence, was the fact he was as gay as all fuck.

Proud of that, too. 

He therefore admitted, as things came into focus for him because of what was about to happen, that being rather average and into guys suited him to a tee; it meant his weekends with his best friend Sagan were filled with beer, pizza, and dick, and no jealousy or competition in sight. It was bliss to not have such complications, despite his current situation. 

He gulped. 

“I don’t think you’re going to get away with it this time,” Sagan said, knocking Karl from his spiralling reverie. “The boss sounded pissed.”

Karl only nodded in response, his mind on other things. 

Sagan walked beside him down the long, imposing corridor toward Mister Benedict Tumbold’s office, the walls lined with portraits of the man’s ancestors since the dawn of time: all of them saurian. Karl couldn’t help noticing how quickly dinosaurs had evolved into a more ‘human-looking’ species since his own ancestors had climbed down from the trees so they could use their opposable thumbs in a more effective manner—mostly to give each other better handjobs.

Which Karl was thankful for, no lie. 

Yet, despite them all being bipedal and much smaller in size and stature, modern saurians were no less imposing—they’d kept most of their reptilian features, and then some. And Mister Tumbold, being of tyrannosaurus decent, was one of the most imposing of them all. For a start he had teeth, seven fucking inches long a piece, that would not only give dentists nightmares, but any employee of his getting on his bad side as well. 

Karl gulped again.

Halfway to the end of the corridor, Sagan, bless him because he was trying to lighten the mood, shoved his phone in Karl’s face. “Check out the size of this T-Rex’s dick! Look, Karl. Just look at it!” 

“This is no time for saurian porn, Sagan,” Karl said dryly.

“Man, it could literally skewer you.” He whistled one of his ‘I’m impressed’ whistles. “I mean, you could be fucked and give him a blow job at the same time, there’s a fact. Look at it! It makes my eyes water just thinking about what that monster of a dick could do to a human, man or woman!”

Karl glanced at the image Sagan was showing him from his Pornhub app; the saurian categories were always popular and usually at the top of any lists—saurian/human ones, even more so. 

Karl had to admit, it was more than arousing on a lazy Sunday afternoon with nothing better to do than watch a rather ambitious guy, legs in the air, mouth agape, and eyes rolled back, getting pounded back into the Jurassic by some randy velociraptor, screaming his lungs out during the journey.

Always made Karl come to a sticky conclusion very quickly, that did. 

So hot.

Although, and because of his current situation, his thoughts turned darker, great clouds of it hanging above him. He realised velociraptors were the most perverted of all the saurians, the weaselly bastards. They were into anything, including the darker and highly illegal activity known as ikizukuri porn—or ‘prepared alive’ porn. 

Basically, whoever they fucked they ate during the copulation, hence the name. People—humans and saurians alike—could even bet on how long the poor person would last, as often the velociraptor involved would play with his victim, causing extreme pleasure and intense pain, to keep the money flowing. As such, ikizukuri porn had taken over dog fighting and most other activities of the like in pretty much all of the underground crime networks: a lot of them led and owned by allosaurus billionaires. 

No surprises there—allosaurians were cunning and crafty. 

Karl’s tightened stomach turned. What a way to go; to be ripped apart while still pitching a tent. Yikes! And all the while, the saurian’s dick would still be doing its thing, basically mincing the victims’ insides, the velociraptor only ejaculating when the person being fucked finally croaked it. Fucking hell, what a nightmare! Not exactly Karl’s idea of a good time. 

Karl shivered to his toes. 

He then smiled weakly at Sagan. “I think I’m going to be fucked in a less pleasurable way by Mister Tumbold today.” 

“Pity.” Sagan’s expression turned wicked. “Could you imagine taking a dick like that? What is it…twenty inches, give or take the tip? Man, talk about being sore for weeks afterward.”

“They’re not very thick though,” Karl had to mention, getting caught up in the moment with Sagan all of a sudden instead of worrying about Mister Tumbold’s mood.

Mister Tumbold was always in a mood.

Sagan shrugged. “You prefer my thick meat, hey?”

“Of course, I do.” But as Karl admitted it, he realised one thing. Sagan, being Sagan, wasn’t exactly boyfriend material…not yet. He was still too flighty. Too easily distracted by ‘greener pastures’ when it came to commitment, so to speak. Yes, he was a friend, a best friend—one with many benefits—but not quite a boyfriend. 

Such a shame. 

Because, man, Sagan knew how to fuck—like a jackrabbit he was, hitting all the right spots with his dick, hands, and tongue while Karl was tangled within his arms. Nothing better than Sagan coming inside him, becoming a part of him, that’s for sure. God, Sagan made him feel emotional and mushy all over, especially during the afterward kisses; he could really fall in love with him. Head over heels and all. Which saddened Karl even more as he approached Mister Tumbold’s door. 

Sagan just wasn’t ready for that sort of commitment.

They had tried to ‘officially’ go out once…many years ago when they were both eighteen, wide-eyed, and mistaking their constantly hard dicks for true love. 

Almost ruined their friendship.

Never again. 

Karl knocked three times on the thick wooden door, as was customary…and expected. An extra rap wouldn’t go down well right about now, he knew. Mister Benedict Tumbold liked order and custom above everything else.

“Say, how about this weekend we check out that new club down on Fifth? What’s it called—” A pause before Sagan clicked his fingers. “The Fossil Bar, if I’m remembering correctly.” 

“Isn’t that a saurian club?”

“Yeah, but I know one of the bouncers there, and he told me that a couple humans like us could get in nice and easy if we play our cards right.” A nudge from Sagan. “If you know what I mean.”

“Yeah, I do.” Karl sighed. “But I’m not so sure about getting down on my knees in some dirty back alley to suck on a saurian’s dick with no guarantee of entry into the place.” 

“Pfft, you so would get down on your knees, just like I would. Can you imagine how many horny-as-fuck saurians there’d be there? We could both get banged until we passed out.” Sagan didn’t seem perturbed by what Karl had said. “Because why wouldn’t you want that? Saurian bars go off! They’re all the rage lately, no fucking lie.” 

“I’ll think about it.”

“Don’t think too hard.” Sagan patted Karl’s shoulder. “I heard if you catch the eye of one of those rich allosaurus dudes, you’ll not only get your insides filled, you could be set up for life.” Another wink. “They love keeping humans as sex pets, I hear; you’d want for nothing if one of ’em wanted you for that, trust me.”

“I said I’d think about it, Sagan, all right?” 

Sagan nodded, but wasn’t defeated. “Yeah, you’ve gotta deal with the boss right now, I get it.” 

Before Karl could contribute any more to their conversation, a thick, rumbling voice from the other side of the door boomed, “Enter, Mister Meddings—you too, Mister Colsworth.”

Sagan, having turned away, suddenly drained white, dropping his phone. “He wants me as well?” 

“Seems we’re gonna be fucked together, huh?” Karl managed a smile, even though his insides were in turmoil. “Good thing you’d joined me for the walk down the hallway of employee shame, then.” 

Sagan gulped. “My ass isn’t ready for a twenty-incher, no matter how fucking thin it is!”
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And even though Karl knew it wouldn’t be the type of fucking Sagan suggested, because perhaps that would be a better alternative to the dressing-down he’d get for not performing to company standards over the past month. He pushed open the door, steeling his resolve despite his nerves bubbling. 

The solid door was heavy against his efforts; Sagan helped once he’d picked up his phone. 

Beyond the threshold, Mister Tumbold’s office was a massive expanse of decadence and privilege; so huge that if there were any pigeons roosting in the rafters, their crap would take ages to hit the floor, no kidding.

Karl gulped.

Sagan, whether instinctively or not—Karl wasn’t sure—reached to grab Karl’s hand. That was a gracious gesture. He took it without delay, interlocking their fingers, feeling better for it. 

He sure was glad Sagan was here with him. 
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