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Max was bone weary and aching to the claws on his feet. He’d had a day and a half already, and it was only 6:00 pm. All he wanted to do was flick on the TV and fall asleep on his couch in front of it; the only thing on at this time of night was shopping channel crap. He’d nod off in no time. 

He pressed the remote’s red button. 

A flick. 

The switched-on TV then lit up the room. 

“And if you’re one of the first five to call now…” a chirpy voice announced like they were on happy drugs or worse, over an image of the product they were flogging off along with flashing prices—each one slashed through, one after the other—until the new ‘low price’ was revealed. 

Yep, an infomercial had started. Or was it halfway through? Didn’t matter. Max decided he didn’t need a new set of steak knives as sharp as tyrannosaurus’ teeth if he purchased a miracle cleaning cloth no one had seen the likes of before. Watching shit like that was better than sleeping pills, though; he was drowsy already! 

The doorbell rang.

Who could it be at this time of night? Not Aston, surely? “I’m coming, keep your pants on!” he rumbled disapprovingly as he peeled himself off the couch, scratching himself while shuffling toward the door, yawning.

He opened his door.

It was Aston standing there, looking like an angel from heaven. Happy days. “Aston!?” Max sucked in a breath, hopefully not too obvious about his awakening joy at seeing the young man. “What are you…? It’s late…” A splutter, a blush to the tips of his scales. “Please, come in.” A gesture to do so. 

Aston was a beautiful dream made real and—as luck should have it—living next door. As he walked past, Max caught his scent: velociraptors had a keen sense of smell. Aston smelt fantastic, like pillows on clouds dreamy with his combination of the lightly floral-scented soap, musky deodorant, and woody-toned cologne along with his natural body odours, virile and arousing. He was also what everyone—including Max—would call a good looker; the twenty-seven-year-old blessed with brown-y-blond hair flicked back to one side, pale moon-kissed skin, smooth and hairless like most humans of his age, and the deepest hazel eyes Max knew he could get lost within. 

He sighed to himself dreamily while he checked out Aston’s bubble butt. That was the finest part of him. Then again, he was all firm and fit and fine, hands down one of the most handsome humans Max had ever had the pleasure of knowing. 

Max was smitten.

“Imma so sorry I’ve come ova late, Max. But when I came earlier ya weren’t home,” he said, his accent thick—British, Max believed, but wasn’t sure. In any case, it was so smooth and deep, sultry even, Aston could read the obituaries and Max wouldn’t care—he’d still be horny enough to masturbate that night thinking of Aston speaking…oiled up and naked and… “I just wanna make sure yare all right.” 

“Yeah, I’m all right. Just tired, that’s all.” 

“Busy day? Dat fucker of a boss of yars gotcha workin’ ova-time?”

‘Fucker’ was an endearment as far as Max could work out, as he knew he liked Mister Tumbold. Who didn’t? 

“Yeah, something like that,” he said with a smile, intoxicated by Aston’s presence. 

He didn’t want to tell Aston he’d been ordered by Craven—the allosaur he was pretending to work for under Mister Tumbold’s instruction so he could spy on his underworld organisation to bring it down—that he’d have to perform in the dining ring this coming Friday night.

The ‘dining ring’ was a nicer way of saying he was to fuck and devour a poor hapless human while he or she was still alive for a blood sport known as ikizukuri porn. An audience would bet on how long the human would live. Sickening. Highly illegal, but becoming more and more prevalent in the city thanks to the underworld gangs moving in lately.

Mostly because the cops were fucking useless, the lawmakers no better.

What made it worse was the fact that because Max was a smaller build than most other velociraptors, he didn’t expect he’d be chosen for the dining ring: he usually ran errands or did bodyguard duty. And he hadn’t had any reason to be suspicious of being chosen either. None at all. Not until that phone call from Craven which resulted in the order, anyway. 

“I don’t think I’ll be much of a star for the ring for you, being so small like I am, Mister Craven, sir,” he’d said, not in protest, just verbalising the obvious. 

“That won’t matter in this case,” the allosaur had replied wickedly, sucking on his cigar and sending heavy smoke obnoxiously into the camera.

“Why not?” he asked, not waiting for the smoke to clear. 

“Because I’m introducing a new ‘course’ to the menu of proceedings, that’s why. I’ve managed to buy a few underage humans, and I thought it would be amusing…and rather profitable…if I put them into the ring with those of you who are more suitable for their age and size. And if you perform nicely, give a great show for our betting audience, Max, you’ll become rich beyond your wildest dreams. Tell me, do you prefer male or female humans to enjoy?”

Max swallowed. “Males, Mister Craven, sir. I prefer males.” 

“Ah, good. I have the perfect boy in mind for you, then. He’ll be tight and tasty, and you’ll enjoy him until he gasps his last breath, I’m certain. Okay, then?” Another puff, smoke billowing. “We’ll talk more tomorrow. Good night, Max.”

Max felt giddy and not in a good way. “Good night, Mister Craven, sir.” 

He had also remembered holding back the vomit he brought up, burning his throat when he’d swallowed. He didn’t want to fuck and eat anyone, let alone an underage boy for a disturbingly horrendous blood sport.

He sure hoped Mister Tumbold could get him out of the situation before then, otherwise he’d have no choice but to do as Craven had asked of him. If he didn’t, he’d end up in the dining ring, but as the meal instead of the diner. That happened often, too. 

“Ya poor thing.” Aston said, bringing Max back to the moment. He was already in the kitchenette, opening a cupboard. “Lemme make ya a hot cuppa. Dat’ll make ya feel betta.” 

He didn’t wait for Max’s answer or permission; he was already filling the kettle, the sound of water hitting the bottom of it loud even over the TV. Max loved Aston for thinking of him, for looking after him. Because Max used to just nuke any tea or coffee he drank in the microwave. Didn’t care, so long as it was hot enough. 

But when Aston made him a cuppa, that was appreciated. 

He was always fixing him something, really, including sandwiches for work lunches and hot meals for weeknight dinners. It all tasted so much better with Aston’s devoted touch preparing things. He could really fall deeply in love with this human named Aston, honest as Akbar—the saurian god—was his witness.

Max stared at Aston lovingly while he worked.

He couldn’t help it.

“Where d’ya like it?” Aston asked, entering the lounge room, holding two mugs of steaming hot tea, and obviously referring to where they were going to sit to enjoy the brew.

Aston smiled.

And wow, his smile almost made Max’s cock fall out of his cloaca, it was that devastatingly good! Sweet as syrup, too. As such, he became so caught up in Aston’s presence, so enamoured with him, that he couldn’t help but think, I’d like to get you naked so I can lick out your ass then swallow your cum to really make you mine and to thank you for all you’ve done for me lately.

“Umm…what?” Aston said, his eyes going wide and his mouth dropping agape in what could only be shock. A crash followed—he’d dropped the mugs, smashed into smithereens on the tiled flooring of the kitchenette.

Hot tea went everywhere. 

Max froze, all thought leaving him. 

It was then Max, cheeks burning red, stomach turning, heart stopping, that he realised something. “I…I said that out loud, didn’t I?”
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A long moment of silence followed, one full of shock, regret, and most certainly tension filled. By Akbar, it sure was tension filled. Finally, Aston moved his mouth. Was he going to say something? 

Anything? 

While Max waited, unsure and feeling the complete jerk, a real douchebag, tea dribbled down Aston’s almost hairless legs. He was wearing cute blue shorts and a plain white T-shirt—the attire most humans in saurian-occupied buildings wore thanks to the heat pumped through at all times. Max enjoyed seeing Aston dressed like that, mostly because he loved seeing his bare skin. 

But the silence between them was killing Max.

In the end, it was Max who spoke first, not worrying about the tea or the broken crockery, but worrying about Aston. “I’m so, so sorry,” he began. “I didn’t…that was…I’m tired and—” He cut himself off, such a lame reason.

Aston deserved better than that. 

A blink from Aston as he must have come out of his thoughts. While Max waited for a response, any response, his insides were in turmoil. He couldn’t breathe at one point, it was that bad. 

Finally, Aston, so very quietly, said, “I think…I think I’d betta go.”

He turned to leave. 

Max, without thinking, reached for him, grabbing him by the arm. Aston glared at their contact, once more wearing a shocked expression. Or was it disgust? 
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