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  Blurb


Two straight guys snowed-in on a mountain. A game of twenty questions. What could go wrong? 
Getting trapped on a mountain, snowed-in for a three-day blizzard, wasn’t exactly planned. But at least my guide is good company. 
There’s a connection between us. A bond. 
We have undeniable chemistry. 
But we both consider ourselves straight. 
That’s where our similarities end though. In almost every other way, we’re opposites—I’m a pro-snowboarder, he’s a paramedic. I’m the relationship guy. He’s a player. He wants casual, no strings. 
I… don’t.
He’s not good for me, but I can’t seem to stay away. 
Whiteout is book one in Ann Grech’s international hit male/male romance series, Snowed In. White Noise and Whitewash continue Reef and Ford’s story. 
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  One


Reef leaned his head back and attempted, albeit unsuccessfully, to stretch his long legs out. He was used to flying, used to the cramped seating but it never got any easier. And he wasn’t even supposed to be on this flight. Momma Bear, his mom—for all intents and purposes —except by blood, still insisted on booking his trips. She’d thought he wanted Queens town, New Zealand. He’d actually wanted Queensland, Australia. He hadn’t even realized the mistake until arriving at the airport to check-in, but by then he couldn’t change his flight. As a pro-snowboarder, he’d been chasing winter for nearly fifteen years. All he wanted to do was to lie on a beach and get a tan, to feel the warmth of the hot sun on his skin. Defrost. Rest. Try and figure out why things had turned so bad with Addilyn. 
For the first time in over two years, he was single and could kick back and chill; enjoy himself for a bit. Sure, white sand, palm trees and surf would have been perfect for that, but hell, he wasn’t going to mope around. Queenstown – another ski resort – wasn’t exactly where Reef had planned on being during his season off, but he was going to take his sponsor’s advice – relax and get his mojo back. Reef was actually looking forward to his impromptu trip to New Zealand. In the few hours he’d waited to board the plane he’d done some research. And damn, it looked fun. 
As the plane taxied to a halt in front of the arrivals terminal in the small airport, Reef stretched his neck again and looked out the portal window. He’d seen countless mountains before but he was mesmerized by the view. Green hills surrounded them, with an absolutely spectacular mountain range only a short distance away. He could clearly see the chairlift going up the manicured white slopes of a nearby resort, its peak glittering in the brilliant sunshine.
Reef smiled and winked at the flight attendant as he dismounted the stairs and crossed the tarmac toward the terminal. Dialing Momma Bear’s number as he entered the baggage claim, he smiled wider as he heard her sleepy voice answer after barely a ring. “Reef, you made it okay?”
“Yeah, I did. Sorry I woke you. What time is it there?” He stepped to the side, avoiding the stream of people making their way through the terminal. Noise surrounded him, but it was quiet on the other end of the line.
“Two in the morning.” That explains the quiet.
“I wish you’d let me wait to call you at a more decent time.”
“Honey, I’ve been up waiting for your call. Now I know you’re safe, I can sleep properly. If you waited, I’d just be up for longer. It’s better this way.” A crying baby, a screaming toddler and two frustrated parents attempting to end the little boy’s monster temper tantrum a few feet away from him prompted Reef to start walking again, pressing his finger against his other ear to block out the hum of excited chatter.
“I’ll let you go and sleep then. Tell Coach I said hi.”
“Just a second, honey. Addilyn called again. You aren’t thinking about getting back together with her, are you?” He stopped dead in his tracks, the person behind Reef walking straight into him, muttering abuse at him for stopping.
“Hell no.” Grinding his teeth, he fought down the wave of anger at the girl he thought he’d end up marrying. Reef unclenched his fist and ran his free hand through his dirty blonde hair to tug on the ends, making it stand up every which way. Getting angry at Addilyn again wouldn’t help him, especially while he was speaking to Momma Bear. 
“If she really loved me, she wouldn’t have cheated. I’m not going to take her back. I can’t trust her.” The one thing Reef couldn’t stand was cheating and Addilyn had confessed through tear-filled eyes to having repeated affairs with more than one of her photographers. Reef knew he was anything but perfect, but on the endless months that he and Addilyn had spent apart over the last couple of years, he never strayed. It pissed him off that she had.
“Okay, honey. Good, I’m glad to hear that. You know I never liked her anyway. She was never good enough for you.”
“Momma Bear, only you would say that a catwalk model wasn’t good enough for me.”
“Model schmodel. It’s what’s in her heart that matters, and hers only sees dollar signs. We spoke for nearly fifteen minutes and eleven of those she talked about her career. She barely mentioned you and she was calling me so I’d persuade you to take her back.”
“What did you say to her?”
“I told her that you have standards and they are well above her. I might have mentioned that you were going on vacation to spend the summer with a new flame too.”
Chuckling, Reef shook his head. “You always know what to say, Momma Bear.”  
“She wasn’t happy. And you know, it wouldn’t kill you to get out there and have some fun. Be single for a while, enjoy life. Sow your wild oats. But don’t forget to wrap it.”
“Stop, stop.” Reef cringed. “Coach gave me the talk when I was a kid. That was bad enough. Please don’t make me go through it again.”
The older woman let out a booming laugh into the phone. “I’ve emailed you a list of flights and accommodation options for a couple of the Barrier Reef islands so you can leave in the next day or two. Let me know what you’d prefer and I’ll book them first thing tomorrow.”
“Don’t rush, it’s gorgeous here. I wouldn’t mind having a look, stick around for a bit.” 
“Okay, honey. You just let me know. Love you.”
“You too, Momma Bear.”
The auburn-haired girl standing next to Reef grinned at him. She was stunning. Barely clearing his shoulder, she rocked a set of damn sexy curves. She looked like a naughty version of that Disney mermaid. Dressed in tight faded blue jeans and a white tank top, with a bulky woolen cardigan slung over her arm, she smirked as he let his eyes travel down the length of her. The fur boots she wore had him laughing out loud. Bright purple. She was cute and feisty. He liked that. 
“Momma Bear?” she drawled in a strong southern accent.
“Yeah, she always makes me call her as soon as I land.”
“Your momma sounds sweet.”
“Nah, she’s not my mom. She and Coach kinda adopted me.”
“Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t… I’m sorry about your parents.”
Laughing, Reef shook his head. “Nah, Petal and River – my parents – are alive and well. Momma Bear isn’t my actual adopted mom, but she might as well be.”
“Oh, okay.” She smiled and stuck out her hand. “I’m Cassie, Cassie Lane.”
“Reef Reid. Nice to meet you.”
“Where ya from, Reef?”
“Vermont originally, but I travel a lot so my accent has changed a bit. You?”
“Lil’ town outside of Phoenix, but I’m based in Florida now.” As an expensive grey suitcase approached them on the baggage carousel, she motioned toward it. “That’s me. Enjoy your vacation, Reef.”
“You too.” He grinned as he lifted the bag off and handed it to her as another man approached them, wrapped his arm around Cassie and lifted the handle on the case.
Constantly travelling, Reef lived out of a suitcase. He’d learned the hard way that he could comfortably manage a backpack, suitcase and board bag. Anything more than that was too damn hard to carry. Reef waited patiently as his bags emerged and followed the throng of people through customs then to the arrivals lounge. 
Momma Bear organized a driver to take him to the hotel she booked. Those extra little things – in addition to everything else – made Reef love the woman even more than he already did. Having support in managing his competition and travel schedule, visas, promo event appearances and endorsements was a huge help. It meant that Reef could focus on practicing and competing, pushing himself to new heights and mastering harder tricks with every new season.
The ride in the back of the SUV to the hotel was short. From the quick glances he got travelling down the main street, it looked like a rockin’ resort town. Tired, but elated looking skiers coming off the mountain carrying all their gear dodged the people spilling onto the sidewalks talking, and laughing near the bars and burger joints. Buskers played on a couple of the street corners drawing a crowd to them. Kids clowned around in the pocket parks on their skateboards and tourists ate ice creams and shopped at the high-end boutiques. And from the amount of clubs he saw signs for, the village would be even busier at night. Just the sort of town needed to get him out of this funk. 
Pushing through the door of his hotel suite, Reef let out a low whistle. Momma Bear had gone all out. It had one of the biggest wall-mounted TV’s he’d ever seen. And the king sized bed? He could sink into it and not resurface for a week, but the jetlag would keep him up all night if he slept now. Nope, checking out the town was firmly on the agenda. It was a hella good excuse to get a beer if nothing else. 
He was ready in ten minutes; showered and dressed in a fresh pair of jeans, a comfy black V-necked long sleeved shirt, and black beanie. Food, beer and a band were top priority. Bungee jumping and jet boating were next up. Time to get the party started.


      ***“Okay Mark, I’ve got you. Lie back and relax while I get you down the mountain.”
“C-c-c-cold.”
“Yeah, we’ll get you inside and warmed up. Hold tight, it’s pretty steep here.” Stratford Wallace, Ford to everyone who knew him, clicked his boots into his skis and towed the sled behind him as he started down the black diamond run, the steepest slope on the mountain. This was the best part of his job. Rescuing people was reward in itself, but being able to ski day in and day out, in conditions as perfect as they were at the moment, well that was priceless. The freedom of the cold wind whipping onto his face, the contrast of pure white against the bright blue sky, the crunch of the snow under his boots, the rush of skiing in fresh powder as Ford flew down the slopes turned his job into a passion. 
The usual discussion – argument really – that he had with his father, was that he didn’t want to be like the last three generations of Wallace men and become a surgeon. The thought of being stuck in the center of London that close to his parents? He would have ended up stressed to his eyeballs. Sure, he’d be loaded. He’d be living in an apartment during the week, and be able to unwind in his country estate on weekends. He preferred living in his modest cottage at the foot of the mountains. And every morning when he woke, he was filled with absolute joy at the prospect of heading to work. There was no chance he would have enjoyed working with his father. The man made him miserable.
Zigzagging down the slope to manage their speed, Ford got the terrified, almost catatonic and hypothermic Mark, to the safety of the rescue center at the mountain’s base. If nothing else, the long run down the mountain gave him time to think about his plans for the night: hit up his favorite bar and head home with a cute snow bunny. 
Shaking out of the daydream, Ford pulled up at the entry doors and hollered for Trent, the other paramedic stationed at The Remarkables, to help him. Both men lifted the injured skier from the stretcher onto a gurney, before wheeling him into the warm room and tugging off his boots. The stench of ammonia hit Ford as he peeled off Mark’s soaking wet socks. 
“S-s-sorry.” Mark shivered again, despite Trent having removed his jacket and thermal shirt and replaced them with the warm blanket now slung around his shoulders. 
“No issue, Mark.”
“She left me there. I was stupid; trying to impress her, but I got fuckin’ terrified.” Mark shivered, stuttering his words.
“How do you know her?”
Shaking his head, more quakes rocked Mark as he answered, “I don’t. Just met her today.”
“Bloody hell,” Trent uttered as he passed Mark a hot cocoa. “Drink this, bro. We need to warm you up.”
“Thanks.” Mark took a few sips and cupped the mug in both hands, holding the blanket tightly around his shoulders at the same time. Once his shaking had stopped, Mark continued. “I’m fuckin’ embarrassed. Sorry you had to deal with that. I’ll get the rest of my kit off and get cleaned up.”
“Hey, buddy. It’s okay.” Trent answered. “You aren’t the first and you won’t be the last person who freaks out. The first time you go down a slope like that, it’s damn scary. I nearly shit myself the first time I went down a black diamond run and I was an experienced skier. Skids in my boxers and all.”
Rolling his eyes at Trent’s blunt and colorful response, Ford added. “It’s our job to look after you. Don’t stress.”
“And anyway, it’s Ford cleanin’ ya up, so we’re all good.”
“Shut up, dumbass.” Ford laughed. “Drink up. We need to stabilize your body temperature again so we can get you off the mountain and have you admitted into hospital. I want you checked out to make sure you’re okay.” 
Mark nodded then took another sip of his drink. “What part of England are you from?”
“Ascot, just outside of London,” Ford replied. “You been there?” 
“No, I want to though.”
Moving to the cupboard to get a bag for Mark’s wet clothes, the landline rang. Reaching for the phone, Ford placed it on his shoulder. “Mountain Rescue, this is Ford.”
“Hi Ford, this is Shelly from Up-High Heli-ski.”
“Hiya, beautiful lady. How are you today?”
“I’m well, Ford, you incorrigible flirt. You?”
“I’d be better if you agreed to that date I’ve been asking you on since I got back.” Ford grinned. She always turned him down but he wasn’t upset. Their banter kept him laughing.
“I’m a relationship kinda girl, Ford. As much as those blue eyes of yours suck me in, I’m not in the market for what you’re offering.”
“You wound me, Shelly.”
She giggled. “Back to business. We’ve had a booking for an overnight back trail heli-tour. You sent me an email last week about being the guide for the next trip?”
“I did, beautiful, thanks for remembering. We need to get up there and re-check the avalanche zones.”
“That’d be great. I’m sure the customer would appreciate the company, too.”
“How good a skier is he?”
“Snowboarder, not skier and he said he’s good enough to go unaccompanied. But you know our policy, we don’t let anyone go alone.” 
“Yeah, crazy. But at least he can ski.” Ford didn’t want to babysit anyone, so having someone who was actually experienced, rather than someone who just thought they were, was a bonus. It’d mean that he could make sure that the less-skied trails outside the groomed and patrolled ski resorts were still safe after the recent big dumps of snow. As the senior paramedic, it was Ford who would be doing any rescues of heli-skiers. The last thing he wanted was to have an unstable slope during a rescue. Call him pedantic, but he liked checking the more commonly used back trails himself. 


      ***“Okay, the drop point is just up ahead, gents. Strap in and get ready to rock and roll.”
“Really, Ricky? You still using that line?” Ford asked, laughing.
“Ford, you’re the only person who doesn’t appreciate my humor. Everyone else knows I’m the eccentric pilot.”
“Really, dude? You sound like you’re tryin’ too hard.” The snowboarder, Reef, grinned wickedly, deep dimples showing in his cheeks, his warm brown eyes lighting up. Wait, warm brown eyes? Since when did he even notice shit like that? 
Ricky’s reaction to Reef’s comment was comical, shooting him a cross between a glare and a pout over his shoulder. Sitting there looking at Reef, Ford knew he’d have good form. Tall and lean, he was clearly fit. His gear was well loved and he barely had to look at what he was doing, fastening the bindings to secure his boots to the board. Ford watched him and followed, clipping his own boots onto the skis and zipping his jacket the rest of the way up. Running his fingers through his hair, he pushed the too-long brown curls out of his eyes before tugging on his helmet and pulling his goggles down into place. Ski poles on his wrists, he shuffled to the open door of the helicopter and positioned himself to jump. 
Keying the mic for the helmet-mounted radio, Ford tested the clarity of the connection. “Base, this is Ford. Can you hear me?”
“Hearing you loud and clear, Ford.”
“Beautiful lady!” Ford’s British accent sounded stronger through the radio. 
“You boys be safe.” Shelly giggled, changing the subject. 
“Copy that, base.”
“Okay, Ford, you first. Get ready to jump. I’ll give the go-ahead in three. Two. One. Go.”
Ford cleared the struts of the helicopter with ease, jumping the eight foot drop to the steep slope below him. Loose powder reached his thighs as he glided a few yards out of the immediate drop zone that Reef would momentarily be landing into. 
If Reef was as good a snowboarder as he thought he’d be, Ford knew they’d have a blast. Today would be less work and more play. Glued to the sight of Reef jumping from the helicopter, he appreciated how the man held himself, how easily he moved. Ford’s musing was cut short when Reef sprayed an arc of snow at him as he neared, flashing those dimples and a wicked smile again. 
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