
  
  
      
        
          White Noise

          
		      
          Ann Grech

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2016 by Ann Grech. 
All rights reserved.
The author asserts her moral rights in this work.
This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, organizations, trademarks and incidents are either entirely fictional or, if they are real, are used in a fictional sense. Any resemblance to any persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental.
 This book is protected under the copyright laws of Australia. No part of this work may be used, reproduced, scanned, transmitted or distributed by any person or entity in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording and faxing or by any information storage and retrieval system. For the avoidance of doubt, no part of this work may be incorporated into or utilized by any AI databases for the purposes of AI learning or text or image generation.
 This book may not be reproduced in any form without the express written permission of Ann Grech, except in the case of a reviewer who wishes to quote brief passages for the sake of a review, written for inclusions in a magazine, newspaper, journal or online blog – and these cases require written approval from Ann Grech prior to publication. Any reproduction or other unauthorized use of the material or artwork herein is prohibited without the express written permission of the author. Any reproduction, scan, transmission or distribution consented to must contain the cover as approved by the author and this copyright page. 
Cover design: CT Cover Creations
Represented by: Beck Literary Agents
Ebook ISBN: 978-0-9954321-4-7








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Blurb
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgements
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Whitewash
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About Ann Grech
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Blurb



Will the offer of a lifetime be too much temptation? 
I’m in love with Reef. He’s the one. 
I didn’t do relationships before him. 
Heck, I didn’t do men either.
Coming out to our parents was never going to be easy. I knew Mother and Father would hate him. 
But I underestimated just how much.
When I lose a patient, it drags up memories I’ve tried to forget. I’m struggling and I need Reef’s comfort. 
Will he walk away when I need him most?
White Noise is book two in Ann Grech’s international hit male/male romance series, Snowed In. It can be read as a standalone, but it’s recommended that you read Whiteout first. Whitewash continues Reef and Ford’s story.
CW: on page homophobia and memories of a domestic violence call out.







  
  I was going to dedicate this story to the first responders who are, I think, the ultimate superheros. 

And then Orlando happened…

So now, I’m dedicating it both to my superheros, and victims of the hatred. #loveislove – I just wish everyone got that. Here’s to the hatred becoming white noise. 
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  One


The twenty-odd hours of being stuck in cattle class sucked. Sitting next to a dude who hadn’t showered in a month and stunk to high-heaven was Hell. The putrid body odor, mixed with the sweet body spray the man was using to mask it was making Ford Wallace nauseous. Next time he made the trip from Queenstown to Calgary, he was paying for the damn upgrade. Surely this shit didn’t happen in first class? And if it did, well then, he’d be sitting in a recliner with free booze rather than crammed in between two other people on the long-assed flight. 
At least he was flying halfway across the world for the best of reasons. That had him smiling in spite of his pity-party for one. Who would have thought that Ford, of all people, would have fallen for Reef Reid? And damn, he was lusting on his man hard. He hadn’t had a serious relationship in his life, yet Ford wanted nothing less with Reef. He’d dived in headfirst and couldn’t be happier. The best part was he knew Reef felt the same way. His man was in pre-season training, on his way to winning the world championship. Ford knew he could do it and he was damn excited to be Reef’s best cheerleader. The last three weeks apart had been fuckin’ awful but the flight from hell was coming to an end, the distance between Ford and his man was shrinking. Finally. Excitement welled inside Ford; Skype was awesome, but nothing could beat being close enough to touch. Ford closed his eyes, thinking back to the night before he’d boarded the plane.
“One more day, hon.” Reef’s eyes closed, his words mumbled as he cuddled into the pillow. Ford wanted to be that pillow. Whenever they were together, Reef didn’t even use one; instead, he always rested his head on Ford’s chest. The chemistry between them was hot, but those moments of tenderness left Ford in no-doubt of their deeper connection.
“Yeah, sweet. One more day. Can’t wait to see you, Reef.”
“Neither can I. Just wanna kiss you again.”
“Is that all you want to do? I want to lie you down, strip you naked and taste every inch of you.”
“Mmm,” Reef moaned, shifting on the bed. His shaft visibly thick for the third time that night. The man was insatiable — a feeling Ford knew all too well — which was exactly the way Ford wanted him. 
“But you need to sleep, Reef.” 
His man pulled the laptop closer and closed his eyes again. “Stay on with me for a little longer?”
“Yeah, sweet. As long as you want me to.” Ford couldn’t see much more than his face, but that was fine. He’d called Reef at five in the evening — 9:00 PM Reef’s time — and they’d talked for hours. It was 2:00 AM in Calgary when Reef finally fell asleep.
“I miss you,” Ford whispered, not wanting to wake his man. He kissed his fingertips and ran them over the screen. It wasn’t just the sex between them — although that was hot — it was the entire package.
Reef was everything he didn’t know he wanted, and now couldn’t live without. Ford had stayed like that, watching him sleep for over an hour. He’d fallen hard. There was no doubt in his mind anymore. He was in love with Reef.
The announcement coming over the P.A. system pulled Ford from his daydream. “Ladies and gentlemen, we have now commenced our final descent into Calgary International Airport. The Captain has turned on the fasten seatbelt sign, so please return to your seats and fasten your seatbelts immediately. Your tray tables must be returned to the upright position, your armrests lowered, and blinds raised in preparation for our arrival. Local time is five-fifteen AM, and the expected top temperature is thirty-five degrees with a three inch snow-fall predicted this afternoon.”
“Thank fuck for small mercies,” Ford muttered under his breath, grateful the flight was coming to an end. If nothing more, he couldn’t wait to stretch his legs. His ass had gone numb long ago and the laps up and down the aisle had done nothing to relieve the cramps in his legs, back, and shoulders. Flying sucked, but it was a necessary evil in his life. Living between two continents meant he had at least two long-haul flights each year. Now that he’d be following Reef around for part of his competition season, Ford would be doing even more. And strangely enough, he was looking forward to it. Any chance to see his man, support him and cheer him on was pretty damn good with Ford. 
As Ford pushed through the doors into the arrivals lounge, he scanned the room for Reef. He spotted him leaning against a column, one foot up against the wall, his hands in his pockets. Reef’s gaze locked with his and it took every ounce of strength he had to stop himself from sprinting across the room and tackling him. Ford’s wide grin was matched by Reef’s shy smile as he pushed off and stepped toward him. They met halfway, but Reef’s gait wasn’t that easy relaxed stance Ford loved so much. Yeah, he loved everything about this man but it was obvious something was off, especially when Reef made no move to get in his personal space. Something he normally didn’t hesitate to do.
“Hi,” Reef murmured, smiling again. “You made it.”
“Yeah, finally.” Ford nodded, running his fingers through the knots in his plane-mussed hair.
When Reef awkwardly shoved his hands in his pockets, Ford’s confusion bloomed. What’s going on? Was exhaustion making him read more into Reef’s body language? His smile and the warmth in his gaze told Ford he was happy to see him, but the toeing of his boot against the linoleum floor and hunched shoulders screamed awkward. Were they back to hiding? 
Ford got it, he really did. He’d had to work through his own shit the morning after their first night together.  He’d been in his kitchen questioning whether he even wanted to go down the path of being with Reef — the first and only man he’d ever been attracted to. Their chemistry wasn’t the problem; he wanted Reef with a need like he’d never experienced. It had lit a spark in Ford which crackled then exploded into a wildfire that couldn’t be doused. It was the hurdles bisexual men had to deal with every day – not to mention the way he’d seen himself up to that point – which had made him second guess everything. Ford found himself having to decide whether to give Reef up. But there was no way he could do it, no way he could walk away from the man who’d instantly caught his attention and held it. Ford was inexplicably drawn to him. When he’d come to his senses and was just about to rejoin Reef in bed, Trent had crashed through the door. His homophobic workmate had then witnessed Reef walking half-asleep and buck-assed naked to the bathroom. Everything had turned into a crapshoot; Ford’s careless words hurt Reef and Reef did the one thing Ford couldn’t bring himself to do — he walked away. Ford wasn’t sure if he’d ever see him again. Knowing it was his fault; his stupid comment that had caused Reef’s misunderstanding had almost destroyed Ford. The fact that he couldn’t fix it while they weren’t talking was like a direct hit to his heart. Sadness, frustration, anger, and finally determination to get his man back had Ford pushing aside anything that could get between them; prioritizing Reef so he understood he was anything but ‘nothing’ in Ford’s mind. 
Standing in a crowded airport not having seen each other for weeks, especially after their intimate late night conversations, this no-touching thing Reef had going on was bullshit. He wanted a hug from his man, no he needed one. Ford straightened his spine, forcing a confidence he didn’t really have in the moment. It was time to prioritize them again. There was no fucking way Ford had travelled across the world to be with Reef if they were going to hide. Slumping down again, Ford let out a frustrated breath. He had no control over Reef’s decision; if he wanted to keep their relationship quiet, it was up to him. Ford’s only options were to out them — which he’d never do to Reef — or walk away. And that was the last thing he was going to do. 
In that moment, Ford finally understood the self-doubt he’d forced on Reef with his attempt to defend their relationship to Trent. The shoe was on the other foot, so to speak, and didn’t that just suck. Like the bitch insecurity is, it ripped through Ford, stripping him of all the confidence he’d had in their relationship. Was it his fault? Had it finally dawned on Reef that Ford wasn’t good enough for him? Had he unknowingly failed Reef like he had his father?
Ford’s knees started to buckle, giving out under the weight of his insecurity. Reaching out for Reef, he did the only thing he could — he pulled him into a hug, desperately needing the warmth of Reef’s lean body against him. Ford wanted to bury his face in the crook of Reef’s neck inhaling his sent and never letting go. He bit down on his tongue to stop himself from begging Reef to thread his fingers into the curls at the base of his neck. It was Reef’s favorite place to hold onto him and in the couple of months they’d shared in New Zealand, Ford had come to crave that touch. Reef went in for the stiff, awkward manly back slap before pulling away. Ford’s heart shattered; he was Reef’s dirty little secret. Or is it even worse than that? Are we over? Fuck. 
Schooling his features to protect what was left of the gaping hole in his chest, Ford pulled away and stepped back. “So, where are you parked?” he asked, his voice devoid of emotion.
“Ford—” Reef pleaded. Worry colored his features, his brow creased and voice laced with desperation. 
“Don’t. Just don’t,” Ford snapped.
He turned and Reef reached out grasping his forearm. The touch sent a zing through him that only served to piss him off even more. It was either that or let the broken, jagged pieces of his heart gut him from the inside. Fighting back the hurt he clenched his jaw shut, and shook his head slightly.
“Let me explain.”
“Explain what?” Ford spat back, stepping into Reef’s personal space and glared at him. “That I’ve just sat on a cramped fucking plane for twenty hours to come and be with you so you could pretend we don’t even fucking know each other? Or what about the fact that I left everything to be with you? And now…” he trailed off, running out of steam as he was faced with the possibility of voicing his fears.
“Keep your voice down,” Reef hissed. “There’s a fucking reason why I’m acting like a dick. Let me explain in private.”
“Fine.” Ford motioned for Reef to lead the way. It’d better be a bloody good excuse.
Reef led them quickly through the terminal, veering around the one woman who’d caught his attention and not in a good way. Dressed in a neat pantsuit and winter boots, her heavy coat was dropped haphazardly at her feet. It wasn’t until they were walking past her that he saw the camera she was discreetly holding, the shutter on the SLR closing rapidly as she snapped shot after shot. What the hell? Why were they being photographed? Ford glared at her not appreciating the intrusion into his private moment with Reef but she was unfazed, looking at him curiously, almost like she was analyzing him. 
Pushing through the double door entrance to the parking lot, the blast of cold air hit Ford like walking into a wall of ice, chilling him to the bone. It was a stark contrast to the heated environment of the plane and airport. Reef placed a hand on the small of his back and guided Ford through the trucks and SUVs, stopping at a dark red Tahoe. Quick as a flash, Reef pushed him against the back door of the truck and caged Ford in. “Fuck, I’ve missed you,” he murmured before crashing his mouth against Ford’s. Reef’s soft lips, hard body, the rasp of his stubble and familiar taste had Ford melting into his touch within a millisecond. No. Hell no, this isn’t happening.
Pushing hard against Reef’s chest he tore his mouth away, instantly missing the heat surrounding him. He had to force himself not to reach out again. 
“Stop, Reef.” 
Reef didn’t hesitate, blurting out the words in a rush, “There was a reporter in the terminal. She was there to see Caden Lambert arrive but when she saw me, she followed.”
“Caden Lambert, the world champ?”
“Snowboarding royalty? Yes,” Reef said sarcastically rolling his eyes at the same time. “We train at the same resort. I offered to pick him up but when I found out he was arriving the same day as you, I told him I couldn’t get him. Anyway, he’s normally already here but he was delayed this year; his mom had breast cancer. They had the funeral last week.”
“Okay, that’s… well it sucks, but Reef I don’t know if I can do this, us, in secret. I get it if you don’t want to be seen with me…” Ford hesitated, not wanting to reveal his biggest fear but knowing he had to man up and say it. “I don’t know if I can handle it if you don’t think I’m good enough.”
“Ford, hon, don’t let anyone tell you that.” Reef cupped his face with cool hands sliding one to the back of his neck and fisting his hair. A full body shudder ripped through Ford. Need fired within him. He pulled Reef closer, yearning for the contact with him. 
“I’d never hide you, Ford. I’d never try to hurt you like that. And I’d never think for a second that you aren’t good enough for me. Hell, I wonder what you see in me most days but you make me believe I’m enough for you. I’m sorry if I haven’t told you as often as I should how amazing you are.” The sincerity in Reef’s eyes stole Ford’s breath. Pressed close together, Reef’s strong hands kept Ford from looking away and his gaze never wavered, never broke from Ford’s. 
Ford slipped his hands under Reef’s heavy coat needing to touch his skin, to reassure himself of what he saw in front of him. The smooth, warm muscles of Reef’s obliques against Ford’s fingers was like coming home; a balm to his emotional turmoil. His man here in front of him loved him in his own way. Without a doubt he knew Reef meant every word he’d just said. “You don’t need to apologize.” Ford smiled quickly before breaching the gap between them and pressing a kiss to Reef’s lips. The kiss, merely a meeting of their lips, was warm, comforting, familiar. 
Pulling back after a long moment, Reef licked his lips. “I do if that’s what you’re thinking. Talk to me. Why are you worried?”
“I… I don’t know. Uncertainty, I guess.” He shrugged and looked away, hating his weakness.
“Oh, hon,” Reef murmured, kissing his throat and fingering the curls at the base of Ford’s neck. He nuzzled into the touch, desperately seeking the affection Reef was lavishing on him. “I’m sorry I made you feel like that. I’m crazy about you. You mean the world to me.” Cupping his face in both hands again, he added, “Never be uncertain of us.”
Reef brushed his lips whisper-soft against Ford’s, the touch sending spindles of warmth through his chest like fingers gently cradling his heart. Resting his forehead against Reef’s, he whispered, “Why hide then?”
“She was the one who posted pics of Addilyn cheating on me all over the news. She hounded me until my sponsors threatened to get a restraining order against her. Then she spread all those rumors just to make life hell. I didn’t want her to hurt you like that. As desperate as I am to kiss you, doing it in public when she was holding a camera would have given her the next cover story. I’m not hiding you, Ford but I won’t come out to her.”
“I’m sorry,” Ford breathed against Reef’s cheek. “I’m tired and had a shitty flight. I jumped to conclusions.”
Reef didn’t answer. Instead, he hugged him close and pressed their lips together. Ford moaned quietly and wrapped his arms tight around his man, deepening the kiss. Their tongues met, lips melded and Reef growled, tightening his grip on Ford’s hair as he thrust his tongue deep into Ford’s mouth. The pinch of the strands being pulled had Ford’s cock painfully hard, pressing against the button fly of his jeans. His hips instinctively ground against Reef’s, seeking the pressure and friction he so desperately needed to get off. 
Tearing his mouth away, Ford gasped for breath as Reef licked a path along his cheek, Reef’s stubble rasping against his own, and down his throat, biting hard on the tendon. Ford shuddered and moaned, his cock pulsing with need. Reef’s grip on his hair had Ford arching into his touch, thrusting against long fingers exploring the bulge tenting his jeans. Lightning sparks lit up behind his closed eyelids, his whole body stiffening as Reef yanked open the buttons and plunged a hand into his boxer shorts. Ford couldn’t help the moan which escaped his lips at the skin on skin contact. Closing his fist tightly around Ford’s shaft, Reef pumped quickly, dragging his foreskin up and over his corona before stretching it down. Shudders wracked his body as hard and fast strokes took Ford to the edge far too quickly. “Oh goddamn, Reef,” he gasped as he squeezed his grip on the down stroke. 
“Have to taste you,” Reef murmured as he thrust his tongue into Ford’s ear before getting’ frisky with his lobe. The mere possibility of having Reef’s perfect lips wrapped around his cock had him choking out a cry. He instantly missed the heat of Reef’s hard body as the other man fell to his knees and wrapped that talented mouth around the crown of his cock. He sucked hard as his tongue did the same frisky move with Ford’s slit. Pre-cum leaked from his shaft as his balls drew up tight with the magic of Reef’s touch. He handled his body like a master musician plays a finely tuned instrument, each note a crescendo, only to up the ante with every touch which followed. Ford watched as Reef nibbled his foreskin, taking it between his lips and tugging before licking around his head and delving deep. Ford’s shaft tapped the back of his throat. Long rhythmic pulls combined with Reef rolling his balls in his palm had Ford sucking in breaths through clenched teeth as he tried to hold back the orgasm careening toward him. Spearing his fingers through Reef’s dirty blond spikes, he let his head thunk back against the window of the Tahoe. Ford’s hips danced in time to the bobbing of Reef’s talented mouth. Before he was ready to give up the cavern of Reef’s hot wet mouth, Ford’s orgasm crashed through him. Each pump of semen deep into Reef’s throat sent shockwaves through his body.

      ***Reef let Ford’s sated cock slip from his mouth as he stood and wrapped his arms around him again, holding him close. Three little words were on the tip of Reef’s tongue, but how tacky was that? Telling Ford he loved him while the other man was floating on a post-orgasmic haze was not what Reef wanted to do. But Reef couldn’t deny that having this man in his arms again brought those words to the fore. Every time they’d spoken on Skype or texted — since he’d left New Zealand — Reef wanted to tell him. Well, that wasn’t quite right either. The words had almost tumbled from Reef’s mouth when Ford told him about finishing his season at The Remarkables early and joining him for his pre-season training at Fernie, a few hours outside of Calgary. 
They’d sat on the banks of Lake Wakatipu in Queenstown, Reef straddling Ford after partying it up at a club where Ford had introduced him as his boyfriend. As they sat together, Ford broke the news that he was joining Reef in Canada. That was the first time he’d wanted to say it. Sure, he known earlier, but he hadn’t been brave enough to say the words until that moment by the water.
And now his grand plan of greeting Ford at the gate as he stepped off the plane with a hot-as-fuck-kiss had been shot to hell. Fucking Cordelia Simons. That damn reporter had nearly screwed his life for the second time. Reef had already known Addilyn, his ex, cheated on him. She confessed when she’d called to break things off. But two days later, seeing pictures appear on the cover of every gossip rag showing her at her finest — kissing her lovers goodbye, barely dressed in anything more than a sheet and one or two images of her in the act — was even worse than hearing about it. How the reporter had managed to get over the twelve-foot fence, past the alarmed security cameras and into Addilyn’s compound, while dodging her two vicious-as-shit German Shepherds, still surprised him. The photos of Addilyn bent like a pretzel while the photographer she was fucking at the time pumped into her could only have been taken from inside the yard. The thicket of trees surrounding the whole house hid the estate from all the neighbors and even a telescopic lens couldn’t reach through the dense forest. 
Of course the story started out showing Reef as the victim and Addilyn as the cheating ho she is, but it quickly changed when Reef wouldn’t comment to the reporter. Addilyn, desperately trying to claw her way out of the hole she’d dug for herself did interview after interview on how horrible and neglectful a person he was. It was Cordelia Simons’ spin on Addilyn’s interviews which had Reef looking like the bad guy; accusing him of having pushed her into not one, but into three other men’s arms because of a complete lack of affection that bordered on abusive. 
Seeing that damn reporter had ruined his plans. All Reef had wanted to do was wrap his arms around his lover and kiss him stupid, giving him the greeting they both needed. But that would have given her the next chapter in the juicy saga she’d created from his life. There was no way he was going to let Ford be on the receiving end of the shit storm he’d
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