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Prequel to Jonty and Devan’s Big Day

Barbara Elsborg

 

Jonty was waiting not very patiently for Devan to wake up. If he didn’t wake in a minute, Jonty was going to have to help him. Yesterday had been almost the best day of Jonty’s life. Maybe the best. It was so hard to choose. What about the day he’d met Devan? The day he and Devan had…? Well, yesterday had been one of the best for certain. Because…drum roll…flashing lights…Devan had proposed. Jonty’s heart thumped hard. He could still hardly believe it. Admittedly, the T-rex had almost come between them, but at least that made it a night to remember. Though he’d better not say that to Devan because the proposal made it a night to remember without the T-rex. 

But the T-rex had been part of what happened and the costume was so much fun. Jonty wanted to get his money’s worth out of it which was why he was wearing it now, waiting for Devan to wake up. He nudged Devan’s nose with the inflated head. Nothing. Damn. It wasn’t easy to do anything with arms this short, but he managed to pull the cover off the bed. Then drooled. 

Devan was curled up naked, his mouth slightly open, looking so sexy that Jonty almost regretted the costume. Almost. He tried a growl. Did T-rexes growl? He had no idea but he felt like they’d growl. No response from Devan. 

Jonty was fed up of waiting. So he crawled onto the bottom of the bed and nudged Devan’s cock with his nose. Devan still didn’t move. For one horrible moment, Jonty wondered if he’d died of pure happiness but no, he was still breathing, his chest going up and down. Jonty reached out, as best he could with tiny arms and smacked Devan across the face. Maybe a little harder than he’d—

Devan shrieked really loudly and lurched upright. “What the fuck?”

“Surprise!” Jonty said. 

The bedroom door sprang open and Cato burst in. “Are you—? Oh. That was why you screamed like a little girl?”

“He’s being ravaged by a T-rex. He’s in a state of shock,” Jonty said, voice muffled. 

“Ravaged or ravished?” Vigge said behind Cato.

Devan yanked the cover back over his body. Not without some difficulty because Jonty was leaning on it. 

“Get out,” Devan said. “I need wordths with my fianthcé.”

“You should have thought more carefully about proposing to a T-rex,” Cato said. “This could come back to hurt you.”

“Out!” Devan ordered. 

Cato and Vigge left, laughing. 

“Jonty.”

Oops. Devan was using that tone of voice that meant Jonty was in trouble.

“Yes, Best Fiancé in the Entire Multiverse?”

“Explanation?”

“I only got chance to wear this for a short while.” But now the costume was starting to get uncomfortably hot.

“But a very important thort while.”

“True.”

“A bit like the fangths that were thuppothed to be jutht for one night and are thtill in my mouth?”

“I like you with a lisp.”

Devan just stared at him.

“But you’re better without one.” Hurry, think of a distraction, you idiot.

“Thank you.”  Devan was still staring.  

“I don’t think I’d like to be a T-rex,” Jonty said. “How do you think they wiped their bums?”

Devan snorted. “Do our dogths wipe their backthides?”

“That’s true but we don’t know the habits of the dinosaurs. We don’t know what noises they made or even what colour they were. So they might have wiped their backsides.”

“They didn’t.”

“Not even by rubbing them on something small and furry?”

At least Devan was smiling now. 

“Tell you what,” Devan said. “You like being a T-rethx. I think you ought to thtay as one until I get the fangth taken out.”

“But…we were going to lunch with Cato and Vigge.”

“We thtill are.”

“But how am I going to eat?”

“I’ll allow you to do that.”

“We won’t be able to celebrate our engagement.” Jonty tried to do an enticing move on the bed and Devan laughed. Bastard!

“We did latht night. We can tonight. You bought an extra battery, didn’t you? Make thure ith charged.” 

 

 

Jonty was pretty sure Devan had chosen the most awkward itinerary for the day once he’d discovered there was no dentist appointment to be had until Monday. The four of them went for a walk at Seahouses with Charlotte and Winnie, and Devan made him have both dog leads. 

“I’m taking lots of pictures, Jonty,” Cato told him. “So is everyone else.”

Jonty huffed. He wasn’t going to admit to it, but he quite liked being the centre of attention. 

But the bike ride was not so straight forward. He and Devan had bikes and they’d borrowed two from Tay’s parents for the weekend so the four of them could ride part of the ‘Coast and Castles’ route. Jonty pleaded to be allowed to take the costume off but Devan wouldn’t let him. So once he’d managed to find his balance on the bike, he waved at everyone that passed. There was a lot of horn tooting.

When they stopped for lunch, finally, Jonty was allowed to at least take his head out of the costume.

“Had fun?” Cato asked.

“Marvellous fun.” Jonty beamed, but he was hot and sweaty and thirsty. He ruffled his hair which was plastered to his head.

“You certainly had your picture taken a lot,” Vigge said.

“No one will know the identity of the mysterious T-rex seen out and about in Northumberland today, whereas all your faces, as the tormentors of that poor T-rex will be out in the world for everyone to see. Very likely all over social media.”  

Devan laughed. Cato and Vigge didn’t. Particularly Vigge.

“Maybe they’ll think you’re arresting me, Vigge.” Jonty widened his eyes.

Vigge paled. “Maybe that’s enough now.” 

“Did you bring his clothes?” Cato asked.

Devan shook his head. 

“That was deliberate,” Jonty said. “I’m being punished because he can’t get his fangs out. I can cycle back naked.”

“And get arrested?” Vigge said.

“Oh dear. So shall we go back once we’ve eaten?” Jonty asked.

Everyone looked at Devan and he finally nodded. 

“Then can I take the costume off?”

“Not until I think you’ve been punithed enough.”

“What if I promise to do that thing with my tongue that—”

“Okay,” Devan said quickly.

Cato put his hands over his ears. “Lalalalalalala. I really don’t want to know what my brother likes you to do with your tongue.”

Jonty grinned. “Lick—”

Three hands clapped over his mouth. As if that was going to stop him. Jonty waited until everything was calm and said, “I’m very flexible. I can lick—”

“One more word and I’ll marry the T-rexth instead of you.”

Was that possible? No, that couldn’t happen. But he’d pushed Devan far enough. 

For now.

 

The End
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Jonty books in order

The Making of Jonty Bloom

Jonty’s Christmas

Jonty in Russia

Jonty’s Halloween

Jonty and Devan’s Big Day 
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