Jurassex Park
SynBio Zoological Park, where the wonders of molecular biology and zoology are showcased to an adoring crowd. Advanced genome sequencing techniques allowed the sequencing of otherwise decayed DNA extracted from fossilized amber. This DNA was then analyzed and compared to the DNA of extant birds.

CRISPR-Cas9 and other new genome editing techniques along with advances in in-vitro DNA synthesis allowed artificial DNA strands to be produced and ligated with existing DNA. This modified DNA is then inserted into chicken embryos which are then exposed to proper levels of growth factors and morphogens to produce the desired “dinosaur”.

While these “dinosaurs” were treated mostly as testbeds for novel gene editing techniques that would later be used in medicine, the company that made them, Synthetic Biologics Corporation (SynBio), decided that they could also be used to raise money for the corporation. With that thought in mind, SynBio Zoological Park was created to allow the world to experience the wonder and majesty of the Mesozoic Era. 
***

Owen Muldoon stopped momentarily to crack his back. He had been busy hosing down the Deinonychus grotto. The entire area had the heavy, earthy scent of Mesozoic swamp mingling with the sharp animal scent of the two raptors. He did not need to worry about the two raptors as they had been led outside and blocked from the section he was working in by a set of heavy steel doors. 
He continued scrubbing and sweeping the concrete enclosure until he heard a low, rumbling growl. The keeper froze as his hand hovered over the silent alarm in his pocket and he slowly looked around to gain his bearings. 

Owen relaxed ever so slightly as he saw the two Deinonychus — one a female with deep brown feathers and the other, a male with red and green feathers — were on the opposite side of the barred steel doors. If he didn’t know any better, he could have thought that the two were looking at him with expressions could only be described as “lecherous”. He ignored them and continued working.

The keeper finally finished up and exited the enclosure through a double airlock system not unlike one used in a spaceship. The system had been designed so that both doors could not be opened at the same time and that the outer airlock door had to be shut locked before interior grotto doors could be unlocked and opened.

He washed his hands and face in the nearby sink and looked at himself in the mirror. Sand colored hair, khaki vest and shorts, classic outdoorsman’s body. Quite a specimen of masculinity if he did say so himself.  

Owen then pondered what his next task was. He had already fed the duo earlier and he didn’t need to clean up droppings as the Deinonychus were extremely fastidious and only relieved themselves in a specific corner of the enclosure where a water flume had been installed. He sat down on a metal ammunition container that once held 66 mm high explosive rockets. He rubbed his forehead as he remembered what he was sitting on. The zoo’s emergency response team was essentially a small army — with the firepower to match. And they trained every week with bimonthly escape drills where all the staff were involved. He hated those drills; they stressed his raptors out and they left him with the lingering thought that his raptors might end up killed by the security team. 
“Attention please! The Deinonychus Show will be starting in thirty minutes! Please make your way to the Ostrom Arena if you wish to see the show!”

The park’s PA system snapped him out of his thoughts and reminded him of his next duty. The Deinonychus Show was a performance that had been created by ethologists and researchers to both demonstrate the incredible intelligence of the raptors as well as provide them with stimulation. He passed by another zookeeper hauling a cow carcass off to the Allosaurus paddock and made his way back to the Deinonychus enclosure.
Owen went to closet just outside the airlock and grabbed the box of supplies that were needed for the show. He carried them into the enclosure and shut the outer airlock door.
Sure enough, the two raptors were still waiting by the gate with the same “lecherous” expression they had on their face. Owen went up to the gate and opened it. He raised his hand in a “stay” gesture, which the two predators obeyed. 

He then opened the box, revealing all the supplies that were needed. The first thing out was what was quite obviously a giant diaper made for a raptor. 

Owen carefully extended it to the male, who raised his crest and sniffed it. He barked a few times and approached Owen.

“Easy boy,” Owen cooed as he rubbed the male’s chin. He carefully placed the diaper between the raptor’s legs and pulled it up over his tail. Soon, he had the diaper secured around the Deinonychus’s rump. He petted the raptor and gave him a bit of meat as a reward for being so patient.

“Okay girl, it’s your turn!” He repeated the same procedure for the female raptor who chirped and nuzzled her keeper. She too, got a piece of meat as a reward.
Owen sighed and internally chuckled. The sight of the two prehistoric predators in enormous diapers with playful and childish fern designs was utterly ridiculous. But it made sense given that raptors were not known for their continence. 
Suddenly, the two whirled around and cut him off from the escape route. They chirped and barked at him.

“Hey! Back off! Down!” Owen said. He raised his hands out in front of him as he sought to keep them in sight. His heart raced but his voice was calm and edged with steel. He saw the female move. “Hey! Don’t think I don’t see you! Back off!” 

But it was then he got the shock of his life when he heard someone speak. 

“Don’t act like you’re not enjoying this!” The voice was a harsh contralto that he imagined coming out the mouth of a washed-up, chain-smoking opera singer.

But there was no one else in the grotto except him and the zoogoers couldn’t see into the grotto. He eventually chalked it up to hallucinations from the intense panic of the situation.
Even that explanation fell to the wayside when another voice was heard. This one was a rough baritone that reminded him of someone running a load of ball bearings through a wood chipper. 
Out of sheer desperation or insanity, he turned to the two Deinonychus. “You two talk!?”

“You just figured this out now?” the female said. 
Owen then realized that ever since he had began working, he had enslaved beings who were just as intelligent as he was. He gulped but he lowered his hands to his side and relaxed slightly. “You’re not going to eat me for what I’ve done to you?”

The male laughed. It was intended to be one of humor and mirth but the sound set the keeper’s teeth on edge. “Why should we? You’ve provided us with food, medical care and place to live and for nothing.” 

“And now, we want to repay you.” The female Deinonychus sniffed him and chirped. “I see you’re enjoying this.”

Owen clenched his teeth as he began to sweat. It seemed he was not going to get eaten but molested by these two! The raptors had found out his secret. Diapering and leashing the two powerful predators turned him on. Fortunately, he was able to control those urges but no longer.

The male chittered and poked the bulge in his pants with a claw. “Nothing makes you horny like seeing a raptor in some thick, poofy padding, does it?”  He intentionally shoved his keeper’s face into the front of his diaper.

Owen flailed his arms for a moment before he grew still. His cock strained at his pants as he was forced to inhale the hot, musky scent of Deinonychus.
Soon, he was released and he took a deep breath of the humid, leafy faux-Mesozoic air. 

The female raptor barked and pointed at the tent in the keeper’s pants. Beads of sweat dripped down Owen’s forehead as the raptor began undoing his pants and pulling them down to his ankles. He knew what those claws were capable of and having those near his balls sent an electric jolt of fear up his spine.
The female raptor chirped and gently poked his stiff rod with a claw. She sniffed it for a moment. “Where’s your cloaca?”

“I…I don’t have one!” Owen visibly trembled as she gently stroked him with her claw. To his surprise, she was incredibly gentle and her claws and scaly hands provided his dick with sensations no woman of his own species could match. His cock twitched as she gently rubbed it. 
Meanwhile, the male raptor was watching. Almost involuntarily, he shifted his long tail aside. Soon, the piercing odor of Deinonychus feces permeated the air. The male’s crest was raised as he watched his mate toy with their keeper.
“Now, my turn!” The male raptor turned his rump towards his keeper. 

Owen winced at pungent odor of the male’s soiled diaper but he didn’t want to risk offending the raptor. He tentatively reached up and rubbed under the tail, where he knew the cloaca to be located. 

The male rumbled in pleasure as he carefully ground his diaper against his keeper’s hand. Owen sighed. This was turning out to be a nightmare. First, he was molested by his female Deinonychus. And now he was giving the male Deinonychus a handjob. 

He yelped as he felt something slimy and long, but yet warm wrap around his erect cock. He looked down and practically soiled himself from fear as he saw the female crouched down on her pubic boot and taking his length into her razor-toothed maw.

She saw the look of fear in his eyes and pulled his dick out of her mouth. She crooned and nuzzled him. “Don’t worry. I’ll be as gentle with you as I would a hatchling.” She rubbed a claw under his chin, much the same way he did to her.

“Clever girl,” Owen muttered at the total mimicry of his comforting gesture. Soon, his length was enveloped in warm wetness as the female Deinonychus took his length into her mouth.
He began to pant as she played with his dick using her long tongue. Drops of precum leaked out as she continued her ministrations. He couldn’t believe his was happening. A prehistoric predator sucking him off and not mangling his cock in the process? To him, this was like using a backhoe to perform brain surgery — and succeeding.

A soft growl from the male reminded him that he still needed to continue. He continued playing with the male’s cloaca through the diaper. 

He moaned as the female’s tongue wrapped around his dick and her hand gently fondled his balls. At the same time, he could feel a bulge poking out from the male’s diaper. He blushed as he realized that what he was feeling was the male’s penis. He shivered as his own dick was being sucked. He gently pinched the bulge in the diaper and began stroking it. 

And then it happened, a massive spike of ecstasy shot up from his feet to his head as he thrust forward. The female Deinonychus had pulled away moments before he came. A blob of jizz landed on the floor. Owen sighed in both exhaustion and ecstasy. 

The male Deinonychus’s crest rose up and his feathers bristled as he roared. He thrust forward onto Owen’s hand as he came abundantly in his diaper.
Owen then turned to the female Deinonychus. Her tail shifted off to the side and her diaper sagged slightly as she soiled her diaper. “Well, I guess we should wrap this up. We wouldn’t want your ‘Alpha’ to find out about this, would we?” she said, placing a claw under his chin.
The keeper then looked at the two raptors with soiled diapers. “Maybe we should get you out of these things.” He then looked at his now flaccid dick, covered in cum and Deinonychus saliva. “And clean myself off,” he added. He carefully sprayed water on his cock and washed it clean before he put his pants back on.
The two raptors said nothing but allowed Owen to remove their diapers and hose them down. When that was done and the soiled diapers properly disposed of, he bade the two farewell and exited the enclosure. 
Only to be met by two of the zoo’s emergency response team along with the very displeased head of security.
Owen gulped. “I’m in trouble now, aren’t I?”

Meanwhile, the two raptors looked on through the airlock’s bulletproof windows.
