

[image: Cover]



Spring Frost Romance







A Yuletide Knights Novel







Johnny Miles


Copyright © 2020 by Johnny Miles

Cover design copyright © 2020 by Story Perfect Dreamscape




All characters are age 18 and over.




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblances to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.




[image: Image]




Published June 2020 by Deep Desires Press, an imprint of Story Perfect Inc.




Deep Desires Press

PO Box 51053 Tyndall Park

Winnipeg, Manitoba R2X 3B0

Canada




Visit http://www.deepdesirespress.com for more scorching hot erotica and erotic romance.




Subscribe to our email newsletter to get notified of all our hot new releases, sales, and giveaways! Visit deepdesirespress.com/newsletter to sign up today!




Thanks to Eric Himan for allowing me the use of his lyrics from the song, “Bartender.”





Chapter One




After freshening up from a grueling flight, and settling into his old bedroom, Griffin Kloss bristled as he stepped back into the living room. He saw the look on his mother’s face and immediately knew what was coming.

“Griffin, honey? Tell me again why you don’t have a girlfriend.” His mother, Virginia, once again asked the question she’d been repeating from the moment he had walked into the house. It had only been an hour since he’d arrived, but already she was getting on his last nerve.

Exasperated, Griffin scrunched his face and groaned.

Be patient with her. Mom’s just not right.

Looking back, however, his mother hadn’t exactly been quite “right” for some time.

“Why are you making that face? I can’t ask a question?”

Better than anyone I know.

Griffin closed his eyes and shoved his hands into the pockets of his khaki cargo shorts. He took a deep breath, counted to three, then slowly exhaled. When he opened his eyes, he rubbed a hand along his scruffy face, scratched his head over a Gators cap that covered most of his thick, almost unruly red hair, and spoke in as calm a voice as he could muster.

“It’s not that you can’t ask a question. It’s just that you asked me that already. About five minutes ago.”

“Did I?”

Only about a hundred and sixty-nine times, he wanted to add but bit his tongue to keep his sarcasm in check.

“Yes. Yes, you did. Don’t you remember?”

“Well, if I’d remembered, I wouldn’t have asked again, now, would I?”

Griffin thought it best not to answer. Instead he smoothed out an imaginary wrinkle in his plain white tee, sat quietly at the end of the couch, and observed his mother.

Already seated at the other end, Virginia was still in her housecoat at three in the afternoon. Focused on the word search in her puzzle book, she seemed barely capable of holding the worn pencil, dulled down to a nub, in arthritic hands.

Already an old woman at sixty-eight, Virginia had let herself go as if she’d nothing left to live for, nothing left to care for. Her hair, which she’d always been meticulous about, had grown back thin and stringy. She used to wear it up. Now it hung lifeless around her wrinkled face. Griffin wondered when she’d last gone in for a dye and a cut, though judging by the length of the roots, it had been a while since she’d at least been on speaking terms with Miss Clairol.

Once upon a time, Virginia would have never left the house without a layer of foundation, lipstick, and mascara. In fact, Griffin couldn’t remember a time when his mother had ever gone without cosmetics, even in the house. Not unless she was ill, of course. Now there wasn’t a hint of blush to be seen.

Of course, chemo had taken a toll on her. So had the double mastectomy she had to undergo, despite the radiation. As for the tamoxifen, Griffin was certain it had contributed in some way to Virginia’s new behavior. Physically, she looked like a woman of ninety years. Mentally, she’d taken to occasionally reverting to a nine-year-old version of herself.

Stunned and at a loss for what to do for his mother, he searched for something to keep him busy, something to talk about, anything that might spark an interest in her.

“Mom? When was the last time you went to a beauty parlor?”

“The beauty parlor?” Virginia seemed surprised yet gave a girlish laugh.

“Yes, the beauty parlor,” Griffin teased, noting how his mother’s eyes lit up at the thought.

“I had a standing appointment once a month with Eva.” Her voice took on a pleased, distant sound.

“Once a month? Is that all? Seems to me you spent almost every Saturday morning there when I was a kid, while I stayed home and watched cartoons.”

“You’d sit on the floor with a bowl of cereal in your hands, not three feet away from the console.” Virginia chuckled, then sighed. “She was a great gal. I wonder where she is these days.”

“Well, I couldn’t say but…how about…how would you like if we went there tomorrow? I’ll take you. You can get all gussied up for a night on the town. Dinner and cocktails, on me. With yours truly, your handsome redheaded son. Would you like that?”

“I guess that…would be lovely. It’s been a long time since I’ve gone out for anything other than a doctor’s appointment. Or groceries.” Virginia scratched her head. “I’d need to call them and see if they have an opening.”

“So let’s call.” Griffin dug his cell phone out of his jeans pocket. “Do you know the number?”

“Oh, but I can’t do cocktails,” Virginia realized with regret. “I’m not supposed to drink with the medication.”

“Medication? You’re not still on tamoxifen, are you? It’s been five years.”

“Oh, I’ve been off that for about six months now.”

“Then…”

“Well, let’s see.” Virginia ticked them off on her fingers. “There’s metoprolol for high blood pressure. Metformin for the diabetes. And, now there’s…ari—ari-something or other. Eh. It’s just another pill. Who cares?”

“Well, I do. What’s it for?”

“What’s what for, hon?”

“The new medication.”

“What new medication?”

Griffin rolled his eyes and sighed. He stood and walked into the clean but cluttered kitchen.

“Where are your pills?” he called out.

“On that little shelf over the stove!”

Griffin poked through the bottles looking for the one she couldn’t remember. He typed the name into his cell phone. He was not pleased by the search results.

For patients with mild to moderate Alzheimer’s type dementia.

His heart sank.

“Mom? You never said anything about—” Griffin walked back into the living room.

“Will you please stop thinking about what’s wrong with me? It’s just old age. That’s all.”

“Mom, this isn’t just old age. You’ve got—”

“Griffin, please!” Virginia shouted and rubbed at her temples. “Stop talking about… You’re giving me a headache. Let me be. Drop the subject.”

“But, Mom, I—”

“I said…drop it!”

Griffin swallowed and sat quietly. When his mother yelled, she meant business. Except this was a different sort of yelling. This was his mother lashing out in frustration. Griffin tried a softer approach.

“Mom? Do you…do you know that something is happen—”

“Why don’t you…watch TV…or something?” Virginia shrugged dismissively and went back to her puzzle book.

Unsettled and wanting to push the issue, Griffin nonetheless obeyed his mother. He picked up the remote and hit the Power button. When nothing happened, he hit it again, this time harder. He held it down with his thumb.

“I think your remote needs new batteries, Mom.”

“It’s not the batteries. It’s the button. It hasn’t worked for a few years. You have to get up and switch it on manually.”

Griffin stood and walked across the room. He switched on the television, and a home-shopping network flickered to life. “So, after the beauty parlor tomorrow, we’ll stop off at the electronics store and get you a new remote.”

“Oh, hon. I don’t feel like going to the beauty parlor. And what’s the point of a new remote? That one’s perfectly fine.”

“But—”

“Stop, okay? Don’t worry about me. I’m fine. I don’t need a thing,” she said assuredly. “Not a visit to the beauty parlor or even a new remote.”

Griffin eyed his mother as he sat again. She chewed on the pencil eraser as if nothing had happened.

Flipping channels, Griffin stopped when he came across a college wrestling tournament. But not even the cute, hot guys in homoerotic positions could distract him.

“So, do you need anything done around the house?” Griffin asked. His mother raised her head and gazed into the distance with what looked like frustration, and confusion flittered across her face. He felt helpless. “I’m sorry, Mom. I’ll…I’ll shut up. It’s…okay. I shouldn’t have—”

“No! It’s not okay. Something’s wrong, and I don’t know what it is. I feel like I’m rotting from the inside out. God…damn it! Oh…I—I’m sorry, Griffin.” She shook her head and opened her mouth, struggling with her words. “I didn’t mean to yell. I can’t seem to…I dunno. I can’t seem to…”

Griffin was silent as his mother went back to her word search and began to circle words at random, one after the other and increasing in speed. She dug the tip of her pencil deeper into the book and scratched repeatedly, shredding several pages at once. With a muffled scream, Virginia flung the pencil and book aside.

Unsure of what to say or do, Griffin hung his head, his gaze on his hands. From somewhere within the house, a clock ticked. It seemed to grow louder and more ominous until Griffin could no longer remain still. He stood and paced about the living room, making a mental note of the things he felt he should do.

The wall unit, cluttered with dusty mementos his mother had collected throughout the years, desperately needed cleaning. The shelves, warped under the weight of the old, yellowed romance books she used to enjoy, needed to be flipped.

Griffin’s gaze fell on the jalousie windows missing cranks. The plastic vertical blinds were cracked with age, and the carpet was stained and threadbare, faded from the afternoon sunlight streaming through the windows. Even the walls seemed to cry out, parched for a fresh coat of paint.

In the corners, strands of dust had trapped insects and killed them as effectively as if they had wandered into spider webs.

The slowly revolving paddles of the ceiling fan held what looked like half an inch of dust, and judging by the musty smell of poorly recycled air—despite the wheezy whirring of the air-conditioning unit in the hallway—Griffin was pretty sure he’d find mold behind the drywall or in the vents themselves.

Goodness only knew what the rest of the house would reveal, and he shuddered to think what the pool must be like beyond the sliding glass doors of the eat-in kitchen.

The home he remembered as a child had definitely seen better days. Then again, so had his mom.

Tomorrow I’ll go through the house, room by room, and make a list of everything that needs to be repaired or replaced.

Having a plan gave Griffin something to focus on. It made him feel better. He couldn’t cope with the hopelessness filling the house or the sinking sensation in his stomach. They made him feel as though he were drowning.

Griffin stopped suddenly and turned his head to look at his mother. He’d felt her watching him. “What?”

“Nothing. I’m just…” Virginia gazed lovingly at him. “It’s wonderful to have you here. To have company. It’s been so long.”

Griffin chuckled. “It’s only been three years since I moved to Greensboro, Mom. That’s not that long.”

“You just don’t know what it’s like, staring at these walls day in and day out. No one to talk to. Nothing to do.”

“What about neighbors? Friends?”

“I don’t know the neighbors here anymore, and any friends I might have had are living with their children, locked away in a nursing home, or dead.”

“What about the seniors’ center? You live half a mile away. You can walk there if you wanted to. Plus they’d have all kinds of activities for you to—”

“Blech. Too many old people. What do you think I am?”

Virginia closed her eyes and rubbed her forehead. Moving beside her, Griffin placed a hand over hers. She cocked her head and gave him the aaawww look he remembered so well. It was a look that once made him feel warm and fuzzy inside. Now it just made him feel sad.

Her eyes welled up, and for the briefest of moments, she seemed lighter, clearer than she’d been since he walked into the house. There was a certain focus and alertness. In that second, Griffin could believe she was herself again, that he was with his mother and not the ghost of a woman she’d become.

“Have I ever told you how special you are, Griffin?”

“Only every day of my life, Mom,” Griffin said softly.

“That’s because it’s true. Your touch alone, it…it makes me feel…renewed and full of hope again. You have that gift, you know. Everyone always said so. Your teachers at school. The old neighbors.”

Griffin smiled sheepishly, ashamed for nearly losing his patience with her earlier, now that she was being so sweet.

“I don’t know what I’d ever do without you.” She placed her other hand over his, and Griffin allowed himself to believe that everything would be all right. Then a shadow seemed to fall over his mother’s face, and the moment was gone. It was as if a window blind had been lowered, but from the inside.

“Did I ever tell you how much like your father you are?” Virginia pulled her hands away and tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

Oh God, no. Not this again. Please, not this…and why now? It’s not even Christmas!

Once a year, his mother pulled out her holiday memories and told Griffin that maybe this would be the year his father would come back to see him. If they put the tree up just so, if they only decorated a certain way, if they believed.

As a child, Griffin had loved the idea that Santa was his father. But as he’d grown older, he learned to hate Christmas. Instead of a warm and loving time to share with his mother, the holiday turned sour, filling him with an anger he’d prefer to forget. No amount of acting up, troublemaking, or fighting could sway her. She held firm to the story and her innocent faith, and nothing Griffin said or did could ever change her mind.

“He was so handsome,” she continued to Griffin’s chagrin. “All that thick, flaming red hair streaked with silver, those green eyes. He was big and rugged with broad shoulders and a big chest. Big arms. A brawny, outdoors type. Like you!”

“Mom, please. Don’t—”

“And he had the biggest…oh!” Virginia blushed and buried her face behind shaking hands. Griffin grabbed her wrists and pulled her hands away.

“I’m a big boy, Mom. I know what happens between men and women. You don’t have to be ashamed.”

Even if I don’t like to think about you doing it with some stranger.

The embarrassed terror in his mother’s eyes faded, and she stared openly at Griffin. She reached out tentatively and ran her fingers through his hair.

“Like wildfire,” she whispered. “Just like him.”

No, this isn’t uncomfortable. This isn’t uncomfortable at all. Not one bit!

Virginia clasped her hand to her flat bosom, lost in memory. She gazed into the distance with longing and spoke again after a while.

“His name was Santa.”

Griffin groaned and smacked his forehead, feeling as if he’d been punched in the stomach.

“Well, it wasn’t his actual name but that’s what everyone called him. Santa was more of a title.”

“Mother, we’ve been through this before. My father is not Santa Claus.”

“How dare you? Of course he’s your father!”

“But he’s not even real! There is no…Santa Claus…is not…real.”

“Stop it. Stop saying that. Of course he’s real! Why, if your father heard you talking about him like that—”

“My father!” Griffin yelled, standing to his full six feet, “is, or was, a piece-of-shit asshole who knocked you up and left you all alone in the world with a newborn baby!”

“Oh, but…Griffin. He didn’t leave me alone with a newborn.”

“What? But you said—”

“You hadn’t been born yet.”

Griffin shook his head, wishing he could stick his fingers in his ears—La, la, la, la, la! I’m not listening!—and tune his mother out. He wanted to slap her, make her see reason—anything—just as long as she stopped telling that ridiculous story once and for all. He paced as she continued talking, persisting.

“We were together exactly one month. We didn’t really intend to stay together. We both knew it was just a fling. Your father was very upfront about that. He was on vacation after all, after… Well, you know. At any rate, he desperately needed a holiday. You can’t imagine what it’s like for him, delivering all those packages. He was gone long before I found out about you, so you see, he never knew. I wanted to tell him, but I didn’t know how to reach him. I kept hoping he’d show up again just so he could see you, get to know you.”

Griffin stared at his mother in disbelief. His mind was a flurry of thoughts, none of them connected as he wondered what to do about this bizarre fetish. But he had no frame of reference for how to deal with an ill parent. What was he supposed to do with her now that she seemed so far gone? Who was he supposed to call? He had no other siblings. There were no other living relatives. At least, none that he knew of.

“You know the one thing I truly don’t understand?” Virginia blurted suddenly. Griffin hesitated. Did he really want to know? It didn’t matter. She was going to tell him anyway.

“What I want to know is, what’s a nice boy like you doing alone in this world? Any girl would be lucky to have a good-looking boy like you! Tell me again why you don’t have a girlfriend?”

“Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” Griffin yelled. Virginia jumped. “What the hell, Mother? Why do you insist? Goddamn it!”

“Don’t you dare take the Lord’s name in—”

“I’ll take whatever the hell I like in vain. Christ! We’ve been through this before, Mom. And this is exactly what you’ve asked, repeatedly, since I arrived a little over an hour ago!”

“And you still haven’t answered.”

“For fuck’s sake!” Griffin hollered even louder. “You know the answer!”

“But you had so many cute girlfriends all throughout high school and college,” Virginia continued, nonplussed. “You even brought that blonde with you one year, when you came home for spring break. Remember? The one with the very short haircut? Now, what was her name?” She tapped a finger against her chin. “Mary? Maura? Melanie?”

“Melody. Her name was Melody.” Griffin shoved his clenched fists into the pockets of his jeans.

“Yes!” cried Virginia. “That’s it.”

“A big dyke. She was my beard.”

“Your what?”

“My cover!” Griffin cleared his throat, barely in control of his temper. “Mother? I’m going to say this one last time. I know you’re not that far gone you can’t remember this one thing about me.”

Virginia stared at him expectantly.

“I’m gay, Mom. All right? I’m gay. That means I like guys. That’s why I’m not married. That’s why there are no girls in my life.” Griffin sighed, hands on hips. The silence in the room overwhelmed him. He quietly added, “I came out to you four years ago. Don’t you remember?”

Virginia blinked curiously as if waiting for him to say something else. Then she furrowed her brow and stared, looking lost and utterly confused.

Oh God. Here we go again.

Griffin braced himself.

“Why don’t you have a girlfriend, sweetheart? You should be married by now. A father, with children. I want grandkids.”

“Aaarrrggghhh! I give up. I give up!” And before he could do or say anything he’d regret, he stormed down the hall and into his old bedroom. Heart thumping loudly, he picked up his wallet and car keys and shoved them in his pockets. He raced out of his room and rushed past his mom.

“Griffin, wait! I can’t find my pencil,” his mother cried with a hushed desperation. She crawled about on hands and knees, one hand clutching the crumpled puzzle book. “I can’t find it. Help me look. Please?”

Griffin couldn’t bear to see his mother like that.

What the hell am I doing?

He took a deep breath, let it out slowly, and turned. In two strides he stood beside his mother. He squatted and picked up the pencil.

“Th—thank you.” Virginia sobbed, now on her knees.

“C’mon. Get up off the floor.” Griffin helped his mother up and assisted her back to the sofa.

“Stay with me. Just…for another little while?” Virginia gazed up at him with a dazed and pained, yet hopeful, look on her face. “Your father is near. I can feel him. He’ll want to say hello to you. Please don’t go.”

But Griffin shook his head and stormed out, letting the door slam shut behind him.


Chapter Two




They’d driven straight through the night. In the car were housemates Jackson, Nate, Brandon, and Tyler. Chase, a friend of Tyler’s and notorious seducer of jocks, especially football players, tagged along as well. They’d each taken turns behind the wheel and greeted the morning just past Jacksonville, but in the end it was Jackson who had done most of the driving. He hadn’t needed as much sleep, and the others had been far more tired than they’d realized. They’d gone on their spring break road trip straight from a kegger hosted by Tyler, Jackson, and his fellow housemates.

When they finally arrived at The Rusty Anchor, Jackson took one look at the two- story property with midcentury detail and knew it had seen better days. Formerly known as the Sea Manatee, from what Jackson remembered reading, the motel had once been a vivid turquoise and almost chosen as housing for the film crew of Where the Boys Are. It now sat—a revolting neon pink with sea-foam trim—overlooked even by the locals who saw it as more of an eyesore.

In its heyday, it had done a brisk trade, teeming with straight young men and women on spring break. Now, the clothing optional “resort” catered largely to gay men and sat in the sun, basking in slow, decadent decay, stained with the memories of human experience and a sad reminder of the gleaming, carefree days that beckoned throngs of horny college students.

Walking out of the office with Tyler, Jackson wore a navy-blue T-shirt, patterned board shorts, and a Spiderman baseball cap. He readjusted it so the brim was lower, shading more of his face. As Jackson climbed behind the wheel of the car, Tyler passed out a set of keys to each traveling companion.

“Sorry, guys,” he said. “They had just the one room left, so we’ll have to share. I know the place doesn’t look like much on the outside, but the pictures of the rooms weren’t half-bad.”

“All we need is a room to flop in for the next few days,” Jackson offered and drove around the corner to their assigned spot near the side entrance of the motel. He parked, switched off the ignition, and they all tumbled out. They grabbed their bags from the trunk, stretching their limbs, eager for spring-break adventures to find them.

They followed the heavy bass through the narrow passageway and into a rectangular courtyard where loud dance music filled the air, thumping so loudly as to make teeth rattle.

A bevy of men formed a lively, boisterous, and colorful crowd. Banners announced: HAPPY HOUR, MONDAY TO SUNDAY, 5:00-9:00 P.M.; SUNDAY T, HOSTED BY HOE LOTTA SEAMEN AND FEATURING SPECIAL GUEST DJ TONY BANKS; and BEARFILMS, RECRUITING AND FILMING ON LOCATION, THIS WEEKEND ONLY!

To the left, shirtless, hunky guys poured drinks under a striped awning covering the crowded bar. At first glance the bartenders appeared to be frat boys, but Jackson could tell they were older than they looked and probably not all of them gay.

To the right, a kidney-shaped pool shimmered in beckoning aqua. Water slapped against the sides as a fat, bald man swam naked. Guests sat near the edge, their feet dangling below the surface, occasionally splashing at themselves.

Chaise lounges lined the perimeter of the pool. Most were occupied by men sunning themselves in swim trunks, though a few wore bathing suits far smaller than they should have. The brave, and those who simply didn’t care, unabashedly bared all, leaving nothing to the imagination.

One or two guests actually held books, reading while others pretended, stealing glances to ogle naked men, to see who might be watching them, and glimpse those who were kissing and making out. Then there were those who had chosen to lose themselves in e-readers, tablets, or smart phones and earbuds, ignoring the cacophony surrounding them.

Amid the hedonistic revelry, men of all ages, sizes, and shapes sidled by, sauntered past, or stood still. They posed, flexed, and advertised, putting their best assets forward. There were bulging, mouthwatering crotches and round, perky asses all laid out for inspection while the shy opted for hiding beneath the sticky protection of sunblock, a sweaty T-shirt, or baggy board shorts.

“Oh. My. Fucking. God,” Nate exclaimed with hushed wonder. “This must be how Dorothy felt when she first set foot in Oz!”

Jackson let loose with a hearty laugh. Though to be fair, it was a bit like being transported into another realm.

“You boys need help finding your room?” A short, slender Latino bar back with lips and ass for days stopped before them, tray in hand. Jackson showed him his key ring. “One-oh-nine. This way.”
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