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  Blurbs


Cupid has a help desk. 

Alaskan pilot Quentin Hannigan is good at his job, but not so great with people. He's the last man anyone who knows him would expect to fall in  love at first sight. 
Until he does. 
Hard.

Just one problem.

Joe  Kendrick, widower and frazzled dad of four, does not have the bandwidth  for this. Between his kids, his trainwreck of a sister, and bills that  keep piling up, the last thing he needs is a too-good-to-be-true, and  admittedly very hot, pilot swooping in to play knight in shining armor.

Luckily  for the star-crossed couple the world's premier, and only, covert  match-making service is on the case. Match-Made's highly trained operatives are ready and willing to engineer a happy-ever-after, one way  or another.

They just need Quentin and Joe to co-operate…just once! 
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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: ]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

      [image: ]Every Other Weekend
“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

      [image: ]Collared (Devil Take Me)
“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
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MatchMade dating is the world’s first covert matchmakers…as far as you know! 
Is there a sad sack in your life that would be happier if they hooked up, but they won’t do anything about it? Just call MatchMade and we’ll work behind the scenes to manufacture the meet-cute of their dreams. 
Coffee shop romance? We can, and have, made it happen.Workplace UST? HR might say no, but if the heart says yes, we can fix that.Just One Bed? We will book up the whole hotel to make it happen*.
Just sign your friend, ex, or adult offspring up for our service** and before you know it, they’ll be boring your friend group senseless about how they bumped into the perfect man on the bus or met their soulmate while they were trying to buy out their independent book store.
Coincidence? Maybe. Or maybe it was us. Cupid might be free, but we take direction!
MatchMade™Love, but on deadline…
* Extra charges do apply for going above and beyond** Some advanced features are behind a paywall to support ongoing development of the service
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Prologue


MatchMade Dating Systems: Portland Offices
“What’s he like?” Annette Jenkins, a bubbly blond in a gray and white airline uniform and off-duty sneakers, repeated the question in a tone that suggested it was the most bizarre thing she’d ever been asked. She chewed on her lower lip as she thought about the question. Then she tried repeating it with a slightly different inflection, as if that would help. “What is he like?”
Next to her, Fred Garrison, a dark-haired man who looked like he’d not even considered sneakers that morning, consulted his—undeniably perfect—manicure before he offered up.
“He’s a pilot.”
Annette nodded her agreement with that. She added, “He’s handsome.”
Fred held his hand up and gave it an unconvinced wobble. “Eh.”
“He’s good-looking,” Annette acknowledged the correction without missing a beat. She was on a roll now. “He owns property, is close with his family, he’s got a cat, and he’s good with money. I mean, you could say he’s the total package.”
She sat back in the chair and looked satisfied with her contribution. Fred thought about it for a second and then nodded his agreement.
“I mean, yeah,” he said. “It’s just that…inside the package is an asshole.”
Annette opened her mouth to argue, but then shrugged instead.
On the other side of his (new!) desk, Hunter looked at the notes he’d short-handed into his (new!) MatchMade branded notepad with his satisfactorily clicky branded pen (he’d picked that up at his interview, actually). 
It was the first question on the client onboarding form.
It was his first client.
He really needed this job.
“OK,” he said. “I’ve got all that. Ah, so…what does Quentin look for in a relationship?”
They looked at each other.
“Cock?” Annette suggested.
Fred nodded, shrugged a shoulder, and elaborated. He gestured at head height with one hand, then dropped it to his waist. “That’s Quentin. Condescending on top, cock on bottom.”
OK.
Hunter wasn’t sure if he could put that into the system or not. But he wrote it down anyhow. It was good to know, he guessed, if he was going to make sure this guy found the love of his life. It didn’t sound like it was going to be easy.
He really needed this job, Hunter reminded himself as he turned the page on his notebook and summoned up a customer service smile.
“And, just for our records, why do you want to help Quentin find love?” he asked.
Fred and Annette looked at each other and then at him, with matched expressions of confusion.
“He’s our friend,” Fred said. “We want him to be happy.”
Annette nodded. “That’s right,” she said and then leaned forward to gesture at Joe’s notes for him to add the next part. “Also, it would be great if you could just make it complicated enough that he won’t have time to judge our love lives?”
“Oh, yeah. Good one,” Fred said. He gave Annette a complimentary pat on the arm before he turned back to Hunter. “She’s right. That’s important. Write that bit down.”
Hunter kept the smile up and did just that.
Make it complicated.
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Chapter One


Ted Stevens Anchorage International Airport (ANC)
The security agent took a shaky breath and pulled his pale blue gloves off, tossing them into the trash. His eyes were wet. 
“I just need to…um…take a comfort break,” he said, his voice stiff with offended dignity, before he walked quickly away. One of his colleagues reached out a comforting hand to him, but was shrugged off.
Quentin watched him go. He sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose between his thumb and forefinger.
“Don’t start,” he said.
It was the sort of simple instruction that should have been easy to comprehend and follow. Instead, Annette immediately started.
“You made him cry,” she said. “For God’s sake, Quentin. You’re like a Roald Dahl villain sometimes.”
“Maybe TSA should teach its staff better conflict resolution skills,” Quentin countered. He zipped the carry-on briskly and, after a pacifying smile and nod from the other agent, grabbed it off the table. “Or just give them a page with the Merriam-Webster definition of ‘discretion’ on it in large print to consult every morning.”
He stalked off toward the duty-free, bag swinging by its handle from one hand. A second later, Annette caught up with him, her bag rattling along behind her on wonky wheels. 
“He was trying to be friendly,” she said.
Quentin gave her a dubious look. “Why?”
She gawped at him for a second. Then she rolled her eyes over-emphatically
“I don’t know,” she said. “Maybe he wanted to make a connection. Maybe, if you’d not ripped his self-confidence out, blown your nose on it, and tossed it aside, this would have been the meet-cute you’d have told your kids about.”
“I don’t want kids,” Quentin told her. “And he’s married…which makes him more your type, doesn’t it?”
That was just him being a dick. He could admit that. It had just been a long week, and he wasn’t in the mood.
Annette’s face flushed. The pink was so vivid it looked like her foundation was going to melt right off her face.
“One time!” she said, waving a finger in the air to make her point. “And it was in Vegas.”
Quentin fished his phone out of his pocket as he detoured around a perfume display and a teenager with a smear of tester lipstick on her mouth.
“And, as we all know, marriage licenses don’t cross state lines,” he said dryly. Annette stuck her tongue out at him for that. He ignored it as he pointed out, “Only problem is, I walked in on you and Bennett in Seattle.
The brisk click of Annette’s heels broke off for a second as she stopped. Then she broke into a quick jog to catch up to him. “No,” she argued once she fell in at his side. “It was in Vegas, at the Luxor.”
“Classy,” Quentin said. “But trust me. It was Seattle, in the cockpit of the plane. Sometimes I can still see the flight plan in my nightmares.”
The silence dragged out for a bit as Annette pressed her lips together. Finally, she gave a chastened, “Oh. Yeah. That’s right. I’d forgotten about Seattle.”
“Lucky you,” Quentin said dryly. He swiped into the app to place his order and tucked the phone back into his pocket. “I’m going to get a coffee. I’ll see you at the gate.”
“Maybe I’d like a coffee,” Annette called after him. “Or a cake pop. Did you ever think about that?”
Quentin waved his hand over his shoulder.
“Nope,” he answered her briskly.
****
Ten minutes later, Quentin handed Annette a full cup of coffee as he got on the plane.
“Here,” he said.
“Oh,” she said, taken aback. “Well, I wasn’t expecting that. Thank you!”
“Don’t get too excited,” Quentin told her. “They screwed up my order.”
She rolled her eyes at him. “You could have just let me think you’d done something nice.”
“You’d have worked it out,” Quentin told her.
“Oh, c’mon,” Annette said as she popped the lid off the coffee. “How bad could they have messed it up? Americano with—Oh.”
She recoiled from the smell that escaped the coffee. Her nose wrinkled. Then she leaned in to take another dubious sniff.
“Pumpkin spice and peppermint oat milk latte,” Quentin said. It was on the side of the cup. He could have probably identified most of it without that, though, except for the milk. “Enjoy.”
“Maybe not,” Annette said as she popped the lid back on. She turned the cup to check it and squinted at the name scrawled over the wax paper. “And I don’t think they screwed up your order. I think you just got the wrong order. This is for Mike? Or maybe Graham?”
Quentin flicked the buttons on his jacket open. “Giving me the wrong coffee counts as a screw-up.” 
“You could have just swapped with him,” Annette pointed out. “Made a connection.”
“Or,” Quentin countered. “I could get to the plane so that we could take off on time. Me being the pilot, and all?”
She made a face at him and went to take a drink of the coffee. Except she changed her mind before her lips touched the rim. Quentin didn’t blame her. Even for people who drank their coffee as if they’d rather have a milkshake, pumpkin spice and peppermint was a choice. 
“Oh, what if he’s one of our passengers?”
“...he’d probably be happy to trade a coffee to avoid a delay?” Quentin hazarded as he reached for the manifest and tucked it under his arm.
“No,” Annette said. She pulled the curtain back and peered down the plane at the assembled contestants in the game of Clue she’d kicked off in her head. “You could still swap coffees.”
“Or I could get the flight crew to bring me a coffee once we’re in the air?”
“You say our coffee always tastes like socks,” Annette said. She paused as she made eye contact with a slightly alarmed-looking woman in the front row. A quick smile and a dismissively waved hand tried to undo that damage. “It doesn’t. Don’t worry.”
Quentin reached over her head and pulled the curtain back into place. “I’d rather have sock coffee than a cold sore,” he said. “That’s how you get cold sores, Annette.”
She groaned and let her head fall back so she could sigh at the ceiling. “This is why you’re single,” she said. “How are you ever going to meet someone new if you aren’t open to what the universe is throwing your way?”
Quentin took a deep breath… 
Corvus Flights was ‘one big family’ according to his stepfather. Dean always said that as if it were a benefit. Quentin wasn’t so sure. He bet none of the pilots on American Airlines had to deal with being matchmade by their stepsister’s BFF.
“Annette, someone tried to mug me last night on the way to the hotel,” he said. “According to you, I should have hooked up with him? Pro-tip: that’s a good way to get rolled and a bad way to find a date. Tell the universe thanks, but no thanks.”
He shrugged his jacket off and hung it up as he headed into the cockpit. Behind him, he heard Annette snort and mutter under her breath.
“The universe is starting to think it wasted its money.”
“What?” he asked as he glanced back.
She shrugged and put the coffee down in one of the holders. “Nothing,” she said, so innocently that he was immediately suspicious. He narrowed his eyes at her, but decided that he was almost definitely happier not knowing. 
“Are we good to go?” he asked as he sat down and glanced down the manifest, passengers and cargo all marked up. “All souls on board and strapped in?”
She screwed her face up at him and pressed her index fingers together in front of her mouth. Before she had to answer, Fred slid past her, his branded coffee in hand, Quentin noted sourly, to slide into the co-pilot’s seat.
“We’re just waiting on one passenger,” he said. “Well, four but—”
Quentin made an annoyed noise as he leaned back in the pilot’s seat, the leather cold against his back through his shirt. He liked things to run on time and go to plan anyhow, but after a week of other people’s bad planning spilling over into his life? The double-booked taxis, the over-booked hotel, and the guy who let his husky get away at the vet so it could try and chase Quentin’s cat? Any tolerance he might have mustered had dried up.
“How hard is it to get to a gate on time?” he groused. “It’s not like it’s a lottery. They bought a ticket, they picked the date and the flight on the website. How do they end up late?”
Annette shrugged. “Sometimes stuff happens,” she defended their missing passengers weakly.
“Trust me, it’s been happening to me all this week. I still got here,” Quentin said. He unbuttoned his cuffs and rolled his sleeves back, checking his watch as he did so. “OK, I’ll give them some leeway. If they don’t make it, then obviously they didn’t want to fly.”
“How about I get you that coffee early?” Annette offered. “If it tastes like socks, it’s nothing to do with me.”
Fred snorted into his coffee.
Quentin ignored them both as he started his pre-flight checks. At least they’d be ready to go when their tardy passengers deigned to show their faces.
He was finished with those and had moved on to the crossword—three down, ‘ear-related prefix’—when Annette nudged him.
“There they are,” she said. “I told you they’d make it!”
She hadn’t.
Fred leaned forward and craned his neck to take a look. “Give him his due, he’s motoring. Look at him go.”
Quentin looked up, ready to deny that due, and the words dried up on his tongue. A lanky blond man in jeans and a flannel shirt was power walking determinedly across the tarmac. He had a hiking backpack on his back, a toddler on his hip, and two bigger-but-not-teens trailing along behind him. As Quentin watched, the smaller of the two free-range kids tripped and went down. They didn’t get up. 
“What?” Quentin said to Fred. “Are you just going to sit there and watch the poor bastard struggle?”
Fred wasn’t often lost for words. That did it, though. He blinked at Quentin and then gave his coffee a suspicious look before he asked, “What?”
Apparently, chivalry was dead. Quentin got up, slapped Fred across the back of the head, and headed for the doors. He brushed by Annette—his promised coffee finally in its shitty little plastic cup—and ignored her alarmed “Where are you going?” as he ducked through the doors and jogged down the stairs, metal rattling under his boots. 
The man had finally caught on that he’d lost a charge and turned back to collect them. So his back was to the plane, and he didn’t notice Quentin at first.
“Jessie, just come on,” he said as he set the toddler down and bent down to try to pull her up. “Just get up.”
Jessie didn’t.
“No!” she said. “Everyone’s looking at me, and I don’t wanna go ANYHOW. I wanna go to Bailey’s birthday party.”
“Well, you have to go,” the guy said. “And no one’s looking.”
The toddler, realizing no one was paying attention, bolted. Luckily, they ran straight into Quentin’s legs and bounced off. He caught them by the hood of their ski-suit before they fell. The kid stared up at him, all big eyes and fat, pink cheeks.
“Hey,” Quentin said. “Let me give you a hand.”
The man turned around and…wow. He was…
OK, kinda normal looking if Quentin tried to put his finger on it. Somehow though, the unremarkable nose and jaw came together to make what could probably be described as the perfect face. Maybe it was the eyes, blue and warm with just the right amount of creases around them, that tied it all together.
“Oh, no,” the man said. He smiled awkwardly as he tried to wave Quentin’s help off. “Thank you, but no. I don’t want to be a problem.”
“Too late,” Quentin said. “You’re the reason we’re delayed. The quicker we get you on the plane, the less of a problem it will be.”
The man narrowed those stunning eyes. The expression of mildly amused annoyance was very familiar. Not the one that Quentin had been after, but still very familiar.
“Sorry about that,” the man said. “But then you should probably get back on board, before they leave without us.”
Quentin shrugged. “They’re not going to do that,” he said. “How can I help?”
He thought he’d won the man over for a second, but then he shook his head. “No, honestly, I’m fine. I just–”
“Joe!” the older of the not-quite-teens blurted out in exasperation. “Let the guy help for fuck’s sake.”
“Don’t fucking swear,” Joe said. Then face-palmed, fingers threaded through the blond curls at his temples. “OK. Thanks. I just…It’s just been a long day.”
“Yeah,” Quentin said. “Me too.”
He hadn’t really thought that all the way through, but hopefully Joe wasn’t going to ask him for details. He didn’t know what Joe had been through, but three kids and late to his flight already trumped the whole wrong coffee order debacle.
Look at that. Quentin would call that personal growth.
“OK. Swap.” He traded the toddler back to Joe for the backpack. He hitched the weight of it up over his shoulder and offered his hand to Jessie, who’d bent enough to sit up. She crossed her arms and scowled. Quentin wriggled his fingers. “Come on. They won’t let you back through passport control anyhow. You’ll just have to wait here until we get back.”
She gave him a look. “They won’t do that. I’d die from the cold.”
“There’s a special hut.”
Jessie huffed a sigh down her nose and gave Quentin’s hand the same look he’d given his second-hand Americano. She started to reach for it and then paused.
“You’re not a pervert?” she asked suspiciously.
The boy heaved an exasperated sigh. “Well, he’s not going to tell you if he is,” he pointed out, in a tone that was the verbal equivalent of an eyeroll.
“No,” Quentin said anyhow. Then he pulled his hand back slightly as he gave her a dubious look. “You’re not sticky, are you?”
She giggled. 
“No,” she said.
It turned out that was a lie. Quentin had suspected that it was going to be.
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Chapter Two


Corvus Air, Flight CA 92120
“People,” Benjy said, with sullen practicing-teenager import, as he slouched down into his jacket like a tortoise, “are looking.”
Yes. 
Joe was aware. He tried to ignore it as he hitched Cody up on his hip and watched his knight in shining armor make room for his backpack in the overhead bin.
“I could do that,” he protested weakly.
The man tucked in a dangling strap and turned to look over his shoulder at Joe. A dark brown eyebrow twitched up over serious, dark brown eyes. “You want me to pull it out so you can do it yourself?” he offered tolerantly.
Yes.
“No,” Joe capitulated with poor grace instead. He raked his fingers through his hair. It needed cutting. It needed brushing. Today had gotten off to a bad start and had not gotten any better. Joe took a breath and scraped together what he could muster of his social graces to try again. “Thank you.”
The man shrugged.
“Least I could do.” He closed the hatch and turned to give Joe a concerned look. “Are you going to be OK? Do you need–”
“No. I’m fine. I’ve got it from here,” Joe cut him off firmly, his hand raised to fend off any offers of help. It was well-meant—and Joe did appreciate that, he did—but he’d reached his limit for people being nice to him today.
Already.
His tolerance was low these days.
If Mr. Shining Knight did or said one more nice thing, Joe was going to either burst into tears or flames. He didn’t know which, but he knew it wouldn’t stop anyone staring at him. 
Jessie looked up from her phone. “Can I get a coffee?” she asked slyly. “Milk. Two sugars.”
“You don’t get coffee, you’ll get juice. And that’s when we’ve taken off,” Joe told her firmly and then turned back to Mr. Knight. “Honestly, everything is under control. You can get back to…”
He trailed off as he tried to ‘guess the profession’ based on a crisp white shirt and uncallused hands. Accountant? Lawyer? 
He seemed too nice to be a lawyer, but that was probably the last year talking.
Mr. Knight shrugged. “I was just doing a crossword,” he said. “And I was stuck on a three-letter prefix for ear.”
“Oto,” Joe provided the answer without thinking. “O.T.O.”
Mr. Knight looked surprised and a little impressed. 
“That would work,” he said. “Thanks. I hate to leave one unfinished.”
The admiration on his face made Joe flush and feel like a fraud. Before he could defend himself against any misapprehensions of being smart, the tannoy system crackled to life. 
“We’re sorry for the delay,” a woman’s smooth, alto voice said. The passengers all looked up from their phones and magazines to listen to the announcement. ‘But we should be taking off shortly, as soon as our pilot is ready to go.”
Joe had time to think that
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