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Don’t read this until you’ve read Jonty’s Halloween!

Jonty’s Surprise

Thursday afternoon

Devan had taken a long time setting this up and he could already feel things starting to go wrong. That was probably because he was clinging onto the highest part of the roof on the tower at The Dunes Hotel trying to secure an enormous inflatable dragon in place, in increasingly windy conditions. Why had he bought one this size? Why wasn’t the weather cooperating? Why had he thought he’d be fine this high off the ground with no safety rope? 

He hadn’t felt as if he could risk anyone else’s neck to tie the thing on as high as this. He’d already been down to the ground four times to check how it looked and if this attempt wasn’t perfect, well, it would have to do. He’d scratched his face, lost a shoe and wrecked a perfectly good sweater. He wasn’t even thinking about his shredded nerves. 

Enough was enough. 

He climbed back through the window, only dislodging one tile, this time, but he still had to go back and put it in place. Then he secured the window from the inside in case any other idiot thought of getting out there too, and headed down to the ground. He prayed the remote worked after all this effort. Once outside, he walked away from the hotel entrance until he’d have the view that Jonty would be greeted by when he arrived the following evening. 

Devan mentally crossed his fingers and turned. The silver dragon was twisted around the tower, the head facing him and it looked…fantastic. Devan took a deep breath and pressed the remote. His eyes widened. Bloody hell. The thing was almost…scary. Jonty was going to love it. He hoped.

 

Friday morning 

 

“Ouch, ouch, ouch,” Jonty yelped. “What’s that in the bed, apart from you?”

“I don’t normally make you yelp.”

“No.” Jonty gave a sad sigh, trying to sound as if he were disappointed. 

Devan growled.

“What the hell is it?” Jonty burrowed under the covers and wrapped his fingers around the piece of plastic that had spiked his arse, registering it was some sort of toy, but then burrowed further until he reached Devan’s cock. He touched it, yelped again and scooted up until his head emerged next to Devan’s.

“It’s so long and thick and sharp. What have you done to it? Can you buy dick-sharpeners on Amazon now? I wonder if anyone has ever put their dick into one of those spiralisers?”

“Oh God,” Devan groaned. “I hope you weren’t thinking you might get lucky this morning because even the mere thought of that has caused the fastest deflation I’ve ever experienced in my entire life. And that includes the time my mother burst in on me when I was…busy.”

Jonty laughed and opened his hand. He held a small red dragon with stick-out wings. “How did he get in our bed?”

“I can’t imagine.”

“Maybe his mummy left him for me to look after.”

“That will be it.”

“Or his daddy.”

“Possibly.”

“Are you his daddy?” Jonty held the dragon up to Devan’s mouth. “Give him a kiss.”

“I don’t think so.”

Jonty sucked in a breath. “But he’ll be traumatised.”

Devan grabbed the dragon, kissed it and threw it across the room. “Wow, he can fly!”

“Is that another example of tough love? Like when I told you I only wanted to go to the top of the diving board to have a look and you told them to clear the pool?”

“I told you not to go up.”

“But I had to dive and it was so high.”

“You could have jumped.”

“But it’s called a diving board.”

Devan sighed. 

“I’d like to go to Acapulco next year. Going loco down in Acapulco,” he sang. 

“No.”

Jonty kissed his way down Devan’s chest. “Still no?”

“It’s too dangerous.”

“I might get poked in the eye by your spiralised dick.”

Devan yanked him back up the bed. “I never want to hear those two words together. Ever.”

“But how can we have a conversation about ducks’ dicks then? Did you know they’re—”

“Yes.”

“Ah, but did you know that if there are a lot of competitors around, they can grow an extra bit on the end of their dicks?”

“Jonty?”

“Yes?”

“Shush now. Use your mouth for something else.”

Jonty grinned and slid below the covers.

 

 

Friday evening

 

“What’s the surprise?” Jonty asked.

“If I told you, it wouldn’t be a surprise.”

Devan had made him put on a blindfold and promise not to peek, so Jonty hadn’t. But he knew they were heading for the hotel. He could do this journey in his sleep. He knew every turn, every twist of the road, and recognised the exact spot where Devan put his foot down and let the Aston purr.

Except, then they weren’t heading for the hotel. 

“Are we there yet?” Jonty asked.

“No.”

That was a five-point turn. Where the hell were they going?

“Are we nearly there now?” Jonty asked.

“No.”

“I hope we’re not going back home.”

Devan didn’t say anything. But he’d been round that roundabout four times. Now Jonty had no idea where they were heading.

“Sure we’re not nearly there?”

“Ask me again and this journey might take even longer.”

Jonty pretended to zip his lips. 

Finally, the car stopped and Devan turned off the engine. 

“Oh no,” Jonty said. “We’re not here already, are we?”

Devan laughed. “You still can’t look.”

“Okay. I am so excited. Is it—”

“Don’t guess, because if you get it right, I’ll be very disappointed. Keep the blindfold on. I’m going to come round and get you out of the car.”

Jonty let Devan help him from the car. He felt Devan move him behind him, then he lifted the blindfold out of the way. 

“I’m always surprised by how gorgeous you are and that you chose me.” Jonty smiled. 

“We can go home now, then.”

Jonty laughed. “Well, I know we’re at the hotel, though I’m facing the wrong way so what am I supposed to be looking at? Shall I go through a list of things I’d like to see?”

“No, because when what we’ve come here to see isn’t top of that list, you’ll break my heart. Turn round.”

Jonty gulped. He really had no idea what Devan had done and that was unusual because no matter how sneaky the Best Fiancé in the Universe was, Jonty was sneakier. But he turned and gasped. Wrapped around the tower was a huge silver dragon. 

“Wh…what… How… Wow!” Jonty spluttered.

Devan pushed a small controller into his hand. “Press a button.”

“Are you sure? You know what happens when I do that.”

“It’s fine.”

The dragon’s eyes flashed from silver, to red, to green and Jonty laughed. Another button brought a cloud of mist from its mouth. 

“Which one makes it fly?” Jonty asked. 

Devan rolled his eyes.

“It’s fantastic,” Jonty whispered. “Even if it can’t fly. Thank you!” Then he sucked in a breath. “How did you get it up there? Tell me you didn’t do it.”

“I couldn’t ask anyone else to.”

“Devan!” Jonty clung to him. “Imagine me having to tell your mother that a dragon killed you. She’d blame me. I’ll go up and take it down. But if I don’t make it back safely, she’ll say it served me right.”

“She’s warming to you.”

Jonty widened his eyes. “She looked as if she’d swallowed a cow when you told her our news. I felt like I’d just announced I was pregnant.”

Devan laughed. “She’s talking about venues. She’s fine.”

“But it’s our wedding and not hers.”

“Totally ours and if you don’t want any input from her, then there won’t be.”

The dragon suddenly roared and Jonty jumped into Devan’s arms. “What the hell was that?”

“Take a guess.”

“Your mother’s here?”

“Guess again.”

“She’s not here?”

“Absolutely right.”

Jonty turned to look at the dragon. “It was a lot of trouble to go to just for a little while.”

“There are five parties booked this week. There had been just the one, but after I called to tell them there would be a dragon on the tower, word spread and we had four more bookings.”

Jonty laughed. “And when he needs to come down, can we let him go on a windy day so he flies over the sea? We can make sure we have a boat ready to rescue him. Though no, that’s not a good idea because if there are any planes in the vicinity, the pilots and passengers might get a bit freaked out. Plus, we can put him up again next Halloween. Well, I say we but neither of us are doing it. I’ll pay someone. I can’t believe you went up so high. What if you’d slipped? I wouldn’t have been around to cushion your fall.” Jonty clung to him.

“I’ll never leave you.”

“That sounded creepy.”

Devan laughed. 

“Find another way to say it.”

“Till death us do part.”

“No!” Jonty glared at him. “Death is not going to part us. Nothing will part us. I’m going to be with you for ever. All the time. Except when you’ve eaten too much garlic. Then I won’t be. Unless there’s a vampire around.”

“I love you.” Devan hugged him.

“Love you more.”

“That’s impossible.”

“Everything is possible. You just bought me a dragon!”

 

The End
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