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Readers love TA MOORE




Dirty Work (Dirty Deeds #1) 

“The bad guys shift as we work out the puzzle, but the new feelings between Clay and Grade just keep getting stronger… TA Moore never lets her fans down.” —Paranormal Romance Guild


      [image: image-placeholder]Bone to Pick (Digging Up Bones #1)

“If you’re looking for a book that will keep you on the edge of your seat, make your heart race, and make you laugh out loud all at the same time, then this is the book for you. —A Wonderful World of Words
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“Damn Ms. Moore, it’s like you got me at hello. Or was it naked in the elevator? Either way the hook was set and as I read, I was all yours.” —Paranormal Romance Guild
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“It entertained, it kept me riveted and it increased my fate in writers… Definite recommendation to anyone who likes MM romantic suspense.” —Alpha Book Club
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“TA Moore has written a gem filled with a world that kept me shuddering in fear as I couldn’t stop reading.” —Rainbow Book Reviews
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“Footwork has everything: heart-wrenching and sweet moments, suspense, banter, snark, action, fun, love and lots of steam.” —QueerRomanceInk
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“Swipe has just about everything one could want in a bad-boy romance. The action was explosive, the relationship dangerous, and the men very, very hot. Buckle up for this one it is a wild ride that has a very satisfying outcome.” —Joyfully Jay












  
  
To the Five, wherever we are, and to my mum, who just thinks I'm great no matter what. And to Brian, who has endless patience with my attempts to slip an interrobang past him. 
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To Penny. Love you. (Brian let me have one interrobang!)









  
  
Bed Hopping by TA Moore




It shouldn't have been this difficult. 

All Ryan wanted was to leave his ex-boyfriend at home and go to his childhood best friend's wedding as a single man. The only problem was that apparently he was the only sane person he knew. His actor ex didn't want their break-up on social media until it would be good PR for him. Meanwhile the bride, and childhood best friend, was so rigorously superstitious about bad omens that the wedding would have been cancelled already if someone hadn't 'seen' an extra magpie at the engagement party.

So Ryan had agreed to keep the break up quiet until after the honeymoon. It did mean he had bring his ex as his plus one to the ceremony, but it would only be a few more weeks. That couldn't hurt.

Only problem is that now Ryan has to try and stop his ex turning their break-up into a soap opera, convince the hottest man he's ever seen that they can kiss without it being cheating…and make sure the bride didn't find out about any of it.

Maybe he needed some of that good luck she was hoarding?
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Chapter One





“Look, at the end of the day, it’s non-refundable,” Devon said blithely from inside the fridge. One tattooed arm was braced to hold the door open as he browsed the shelves. “We might as well go.” 

He emerged from the depths of the appliance with a foil container of Vujon Tandori’s award-winning Balti in his hand and a croissant in his teeth. Ryan gave the leftovers a regretful look. That was his dinner, but…one fight at a time.

If there was one thing he’d learned in this relationship, it was that you had to let the little things slide sometimes. It was the only way to get anything done.

“Dev, we broke up,” he said as he shrugged his backpack off his shoulder and tossed it onto a chair. It landed with a thump. “I’m not going to Clem’s wedding with you.”

“That’s up to you,” Dev said, through the croissant. Crumbs flaked onto his shirt and into the drawer he’d pulled open to rifle through for a spoon. He found one, bumped the drawer shut with his hip, and spat the croissant into his now free hand. “It just seems a shame you’ll be out the money.”

He used his foot to pull a chair out from the kitchen table and sat down. The croissant was tossed onto the top of the stack of mail, and Devon popped the lid off the takeout. He pulled his phone out to scroll through Bluesky as he shoved a spoonful of curry and rice into his mouth. 

Ryan stared at him. He supposed that part of him still expected Devon to just once listen back to what he’d just said and realize the problem on his own. When that didn’t happen, Ryan took a deep breath before he pointed out the obvious.

“Clem’s my friend,” he said. “I’ve known her since we were ten. Our families still live in the area. I’m not the one who’s missing the wedding.”

Devon looked up at him and screwed his face up around the spoon still stuck in his mouth. He pulled it out and wagged it disapprovingly at Ryan.

“Hold on,” he said. “We’ve not divided up the music collection, but you get to just call dibs on our friends?”

“She’s my friend. Since—” Ryan stopped and pinched the bridge of his nose. “I paid for the tickets, I paid for the hotel, I—”

Devon rolled his eyes. “This again?” he said. “I suppose I should have expected that. It’s all about money with you now, isn’t it.”

There were a lot of unkind things Ryan could have said about that. That he could have said about their whole relationship, but this hadn’t always been what they were like. The whole relationship hadn’t been two people staring at each other and wondering who the hell they were. Once upon a time they had been happy, and in love, and there had been good times. Ryan wasn’t entirely sure when that had changed, but he wanted to be able to look back fondly on good memories without a bad breakup in the way.

He sat down at the opposite side of the kitchen table and held both hands up in a mea culpa.

“Sorry. I’m not—” he started, then had to pause and try again when the lie got stuck in his throat. “All I meant was that you won’t be out of pocket if you don’t go.”

Devon stared at him narrow-eyed for a beat, and then gave in with a half-laugh and a dramatic wave of the spoon. Despite everything Ryan was briefly distracted by how beautiful the other man was, all scruff and tanned skin and easy charm. It was more sentiment than lust at this point, but there had been times where he’d lived to win Devon over and get that slow, indulgent smile that had made him feel special.

That was the problem with dating an actor, though. They could make you feel all sorts of things that they didn’t really mean.

“OK,” Devon said. “Fine. You get to go to the wedding. I suppose you’re right that she was your friend first.”

“Thank you.”

Devon shrugged and took another bite of curry. He slouched back and pulled one foot up onto the chair so he could use his knee as a shelf.

“I just thought it would be easier than having to tell everyone,” he said and wrinkled his nose. “Especially Clem. You know what she’s like.”

Ryan frowned. He did know what Clem was like—see his previous point about her being his childhood friend—so he should know what Devon was getting at. He didn’t. It put his back up a little, but when Devon didn’t finish the thought, he had to ask.

“Clem?” he said.

Devon cocked an eyebrow as he chewed. “Yeah,” he said, and then swallowed before he went on. “It’s her wedding?”

“I know that,” Ryan said. “I mean, why ‘especially Clem.’ She likes you, but—”

Devon snorted. “Seriously?” he said. “Don’t you remember the psychic?”

“Which one?”

“Fair point,” Devon said as he finished the curry. He left the container on the table and reached for the croissant. “The one that told us we were soulmates.”

“It was Valentine’s Day. She told everyone they were soulmates.”

Devon nodded as he took a bite of the croissant. “She did,” he said as he got up from the table. “Including Clem and Greg. I better go. I’ve got an audition. Don’t wait up.”

He stuck his phone in his pocket, slapped Ryan on the shoulder, and breezed on out of the flat. The door slammed behind him. Ryan snorted.

“Waiting up isn’t my job anymore,” he muttered to the empty flat as he reached for the stack of grease-stained letters. It was no wonder that Devon hadn’t bothered with them, he thought dourly as he flicked through the envelopes, most of them were bills.

That wasn’t entirely fair, his conscience poked at him. Devon had always been generous when he had money, he was just…unconcerned when he didn’t. No matter how hard he tried, Ryan had never been able to pull that off.

He’d never had much faith that the universe knew he existed, never mind that it cared enough to provide. 

Not like Devon. Or, now that he thought about it, Clem.

Ryan stopped halfway through ripping open a letter from the electricity board and chewed on the inside of his lip absently. It was just Devon being Devon, pulling Ryan’s strings to get what he wanted. The last thing that Clem was going to care about on her wedding day was what Ryan was doing with his love life.

Right?




      [image: image-placeholder]“Oh, you can’t tell her,” Jenny said from the other side of the counter. She shook a plastic bottle of mayo vigorously in one hand. “She will lose her goddamn mind.”

It wasn’t the reaction that Ryan had hoped for. He pulled a dubious face and rubbed the back of his neck.

“It can’t be that bad,” he protested.

Jenny mugged incredulity at him as she flipped the cap of the mayo bottle and turned it upside down. She squeezed a wriggly line of mayo over the curry-yellow chunks of chicken she’d already thrown onto the roll.

“Are you kidding me?” she asked. “You think that your best friend—your astrology symbol tattooed, magpie saluting, psychic consulting BFF—is going to take it in her stride that love is dead?”

She smacked the bottle down to punctuate that and raised her eyebrows expectantly at him for his input. 

“OK, no, not when you put it like that,” Ryan said. “But it’s not like that. I just broke up with my boyfriend—”

Jenny wagged a greasy blue-gloved finger at him to stop him there.

“You mean, your soulmate,” she corrected him, with jazz hands for emphasis.

“I do not,” Ryan said. “If he was, I’d not have broken up with him.”

That objection was dismissed with a rude noise. “It’s not about you.”

“I…wow, sorry,” Ryan said. “There’s me thinking it was.”

Jenny shrugged as she grabbed some red onion and tossed it onto the sandwich. Then she took a beat to consider her creation and added some sweetcorn. Ryan started to object but gave it up as the yellow kernels sank into the mayo. He was hungry, and he would rather have unwanted sweetcorn he knew about than one stray left behind to surprise him.

“OK, obviously you think it’s about you,” she said. “From Clem’s point of view, though, it’s about her and her relationship. That psychic saying her and Greg are soulmates is the basis of their relationship.”

“That’s…they love each other,” Ryan objected. “They have weathered so much in their relationship and—”

“Yeah, but only because they’re soulmates,” Jenny said. She picked up the top of the roll and smacked it down on the toppings. “Remember when Greg went to Newcastle to work? Clem told me that the only reason she made it work was because that psychic told her they were endgame.”

“OK, so the psychic was right about her and Greg, but wrong about me and Devon,” Ryan said. “We’re broken up. She’s going to have to come to terms with that eventually.”

“Sure,” Jenny said. Paper crinkled as she pinched, folded, and tucked it around the sandwich. “If you’d broken up, like, six months ago! You can’t drop it on her a week before her wedding, one of the biggest decisions of her life, that the psychic was full of shit. It’s going to look like the worst omen in the world. She will definitely panic and call it all off.”

Shit.

Jenny picked the sandwich up and handed it over the counter. “For you, £6.99. You got extra toppings,” One end of the parcel split open as Ryan took it and a slice of mayo-greased tomato slid out and landed on his foot. Jenny stood on her tiptoes and peered over to pull an “oops” face at the mess. “Sorry. I just do sandwiches, not paper. It’s different departments. But paper called in sick today.”

He started to ask, and then decided it was easier not to. Ryan scraped the tomato off his shoe on the underside of the counter and balanced the precariously wrapped sub in one hand as he swiped his card with the other. 

“So what am I meant to do?” he asked.

Jenny dropped her weight back down onto her heels. She braced one arm on the counter and the other on her hip as she thought about the question.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Lie?”
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Chapter Two





Most of the time Harry liked his job. 

It wasn’t his dream job, but it was steady, well-paid, and most of the time he had a pretty free hand. Someone would probably pull him up if he decided to plant a poison garden or turn it into a desert, but if he wanted to turn some of the hedges into topiary stags or plant fruit and veg in the walled garden they didn’t care.

The price for that, though, was sometimes he had to play along when someone had a stupid suggestion.

“Can we do something about the smell?” Nate Moffatt, the Granshire’s grey-haired wedding organizer, asked as he raised his eyebrows expectantly at Harry.

They both looked at the bed of wild garlic growing with weed vigour in the raised planter at their feet, delicate white blossoms and bright green leaves. To show he was willing, Harry took a sniff of the air, as if didn’t know what the plant smelled like.

Garlicky.

“Not really,” he said. “It’s garlic. It smells.”

Nate put his hands on his hips and huffed his disapproval of that answer. “I mean, I appreciate it on garlic bread but…not sure the bride is expecting such a culinary aroma in her bouquet.”

Harry leaned an elbow on the handle of his fork. It wobbled a little bit under his weight but steadied as the tines sank into the dirt.

“I thought she’d asked for it specifically?”

“She did. Basil, thyme, peonies, and wild garlic, it fends off bad luck.”

“Huh,” Harry said. “I’m having spaghetti tonight. I should put in a line for the National Lottery.”

Nate ignored that aside as he bent down to pluck a leaf out of the display. He rolled the green length between his fingers and sniffed them as if he thought that might have helped.

“There’s no…I don’t know…decorative version?” he asked.

“It’s not a popular enough flower for anyone to have developed a scentless varietal,” Harry said. “If you want to run it past her, I can put together a couple of nosegays with different proportions. I can also dry some to see if that works? It’ll be less pungent, but I don’t know if it will still be lucky.”

Nate cracked a grin and clapped his hand on Harry’s shoulder.

“I’ll take the risk,” he said. His phone bzz’t in his pocket, and he pulled it out to check the message. From the quick smile that tucked the corner of his mouth it wasn’t work related. He swiped his thumb across the screen and switched his attention back to Harry. “Ahh…so that, and are we still on track for the floral apple blossom arches this weekend?”

“I am,” Harry said. He pushed himself up off the fork and scratched the side of his jaw absently. “You did check they didn’t mean cherry, though?”

Nate rolled his eyes. 

“Once!” he said. “It happened once. They want apple, I checked.”

His phone distracted him again. This time he swiped a quick message back, and when he looked back up at Harry, had to take a minute to remember where they had been.

“The bride will be here this afternoon,” he said. “If you bring the flowers up to my office today, I’ll run it by them after the rehearsal dinner.”

He paused long enough for Harry to nod his agreement. Then he headed back up to the hotel, dialling his phone as he went. It was rude to eavesdrop, but Harry did anyhow, at least long enough to hear the fond “Flynn” from Nate as he reached the steps.

Definitely personal.

Which was fine. Harry snorted to himself as he pulled the fork out of the dirt. OK, so that was the sort of thing people said when things weren’t “fine” at all. But it wasn’t that. Nate was his boss, adjacent to it at least, so he’d have been off limits even if he was single.

It was a small island, and every gay man on it was either taken or only there for a wedding weekend. That hadn’t been a problem when Harry moved here. Hell, it had been a selling point. He didn’t know what stage of grief it was exactly, but he’d been right in the middle of the “love is pain and I want to die alone” stage.

Two years on?

He definitely wasn’t ready to find love again. That was a given. The thought made his chest hurt with a mixture of guilt and fear. But he wanted more than another one-night stand where his jokes fell flat and he had to leave early to catch the ferry back. He missed what Nate had, the fact that he had someone who made him smile even when they texted at a bad time. He missed being the person that someone would step away from their work just to speak to for a few minutes.

And it turned out that Ceremony was not a great place to work out what something like that—not quite love, not quite…not—would look like. 

Ironic, really, considering the Granshire still quoted that “most romantic place in the British Isles” line from a Tatler article on their website.

Harry snorted to himself as he crouched down to harvest some of the garlic to bundle up for the bridal sniff test. He clipped the stems and wrapped them in paper as he rolled his mental eyes at himself.

It was, after all, definitely the geography that was the problem. 

What else could it be? Him?
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“Do they have souvlaki on the menu tonight?” she asked the companion whose arm she leaned on. The man mimicked her sniff, but shrugged his answer. She tched her tongue at his lack of opinion as they resumed their walk. “I haven’t had a good souvlaki since your father passed.”

Harry glanced down at the basketful of neat little posies he had over one arm. Maybe Nate did have a point. All the white ribbon bows and babies' breath in the world couldn’t make a bridal bouquet out of souvlaki.

Behind reception, Gloria finished checking out the last guest and glanced up. She raised both well-plucked eyebrows when she saw Harry on the other side of the desk.

“We don’t often see you indoors,” she remarked. “Potted plant emergency?”

Harry put the basket down in front of her. “For Nate.”

She sniffed the air and wrinkled her nose. “Is that linguine?” she asked as she reached for the handle. “You know he’s engaged, right?”

“Even if he wasn’t,” Harry said mildly, “I don’t think my cooking has ever sealed the deal.”

She sniffed at him. “Desperate times call for desperate measures,” she said, with a pursed-lip nod to back it up.

Desperate? Harry winced inside a little at that. He didn’t know if that was a fair word to use.

“Weeds?” Gloria said as she tilted the basket to look inside it. “If I was you, I’d try the linguine. It’s worth a shot.”

The insult to his professional pride hurt even more than the “desperate” comment had.

That was a lie, but the professional jab was easier to deal with.

“The bride requested this arrangement personally,” he said. “And she’s arriving soon. So I wouldn’t call them weeds.”

Gloria rolled her eyes. She pre-dated the emergence of the Granshire as a wedding venue. Her heyday had been when Ceremony was known for its golfing and its hunting. She didn’t make it a secret that she thought those days were superior and the clientele easier to please. 

It was hard to imagine that old, rich men were less demanding that brides or grooms, but at the same time…back then Gloria had been younger and the clients had hip flasks. That might have made her job easier.

She pulled the basket over the desk, sniffed it, and held it out at arm’s length.

“Well, they might not be weeds, but they smell like my dog wee’d on them,” she said tartly. “I’ll get someone to put them in Mr Moffatt’s office. Was that it?”

“That was it.”

“Time well spent,” Gloria sniffed. The phone rang, and she reached for it as she admitted to Harry, “But I suppose it’s not your fault people have silly ideas.”

“Thankfully,” Harry said as he turned to go. 

He was almost at the main doors when Gloria’s raised voice stopped him.

“Harry, you’ve no plans after work,” she said.

That was probably a question. It didn’t sound like one. Harry decided to let that go as he turned around. Who knew, maybe Gloria had a gay nephew who needed an emotionally needy yet distant gardener for no-strings dates.

And when he put it like that, he could see why he was alone.

He headed back over to the desk and leaned his elbows on the long, polished wood surface.

“Why?” he asked.

Gloria put the phone to her shoulder to muffle the call.

“Apparently someone missed the ferry,” she said. “Summer hours haven’t kicked in yet, so unless someone with a boat takes pity on them…”

Harry sighed.

He wasn’t sure he identified as “someone with a boat,” but he had always been a soft touch.

“Tell them I’m on my way,” he said.

Gloria mouthed “thanks” at him as she took the phone off her shoulder. It was hard to tell if she meant it sarcastically or not. Harry supposed he could ask, but he was probably happier not.

He shook his head and turned to go, with Gloria’s assurance to the stranded guests ringing in his ear.

“Oh no, don’t worry, he’s nothing else tonight.”
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