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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

    
  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

    
  Shift Work (Night Shift #1)
“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

    
  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

    
  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

    
  Footwork 
“Footwork has everything: heart-wrenching and sweet moments, suspense, banter, snark, action, fun, love and lots of steam.” —QueerRomanceInk

    
  Swipe
“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








  
  As always I couldn't have done this without the support of The Five. Love you all. 






  
  Dick Move


                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       When Danny Shaw's ex dumped the job of returning some...personal items...to a short list of his previous conquests on him that seemed like imposition enough. Until he opened the bag and found that the items in question could best be described as extremely intimate and disturbingly detailed. 

But when life gives you a bag of hyper-realistic sex toys, modeled after penises your ex knew and admired, what else is there to do but find the biggest dick you know and ask if one of them is his?

Meanwhile, all Will wanted was a quiet night out. Not that he was going to turn down a chance to spend time with Danny, even if it did lead to some weird conversations.
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  Chapter One


The Fox and Swan was busier than usual, with a handful of locals out to impress dates and the latest crop of AirBnB tenants out for some local color on Ceremony.  
Only a bit of local color, mind you. Otherwise they’d have been down at the Hairy Dog with the fishermen and the lifeboat crews. 
“Sorry,” the bartender apologised on autopilot as he swung back around to Will. He grabbed a cold beer from the fridge and handed it over the counter. “We’re short-staffed again.”
Will took the beer with an easy, “No worries.” He paid and then caught the edge of his ring under the cap to pop it off. Froth spilled down over his fingers, and he lifted them to his mouth to lick them clean as the bartender moved on to the next customer. 
Out of the corner of his eye he saw a cute guy at the end of the bar watch him do it. He winked at him and got a blush and a lip-bite smile back.
That was promising. Tall, lean, and up for it was always Will’s type.
He took a swig of beer, smiled crookedly, and held eye contact along the bar. At least he did until a slap on the back jarred him forward and broke the connection.
“Another one?” Will’s brother, Derek, jibed. He traded a fifty for another three beers and settled in to wait for his change. It was his round. “What happened to…”
He trailed off and snapped his fingers.
“Fuck,” he said. “You know. Looked like that one but had a nose ring.”
“Luke?” Will leaned back against the bar, elbow braced on the counter, and smirked. “That was a week ago, and he had more than his nose pierced.”
Derek shook his head. “I don’t know how you do it,” he said. “You work more hours than me, then you play harder than me. Where do you get the energy?”
“I don’t know.” Will idly swung the beer in his hand back and forth between his fingers. “I’ve not got two kids?”
Derek laughed. “Oh yeah,” he said. “That explains it.”
The bartender came back over with the change. Derek tucked it into his pocket and picked the beers up. He cocked his head back toward their table. 
“So, are you coming back over?” he asked. “Or do I have to tell them you’ve dumped us for a better offer?”
Will glanced over in the same direction. Derek’s wife, Julia, was three beers in and giddy with it, determined to enjoy her night off. Her “friend from work” that Will was pretty sure they were going to try to set him up with, was still working on half a bottle of Fanta.
Nice enough, if you liked them respectable and with a ready-made family of one stepkid in the wings, but Will didn’t. Besides…
“I don’t think I’m the training-wheels kinda gay,” Will said. He took a drink of his beer and let it slide down his throat. 
Derek looked guilty briefly, and then like he was lying. “It’s not like that,” he protested unconvincingly. He’d never been a good liar. “It’s not a blind date.”
“Uh-huh,” Will said.
“I still thought you were dating the pierced guy!”
“Yeah,” Will said. “I didn’t think it was your idea.”
Derek had the grace to look abashed. “OK, maybe I should have shut it down,” he said. “But mum wants you to be happy… and Julia wants a couple more friends. Is that so bad?”
Will clapped his free hand on Derek’s shoulder. “Course not, little brother,” he said. “Especially since it’s not going to happen.”
Derek looked like he was going to argue—Mum really must have put the screws on him over this latest “get Will to settle down” scheme. Then he visibly gave up on it.
“Fine. Go have fun with your lay of the week. But one day,” Derek warned, “you’re going to fall so hard, and no one’s going to take it seriously.”
Will rolled his eyes. “I’ll take that risk.”
‘Yeah, I probably would too,” Derek said. “It’s—”
He stopped mid-sentence and cocked his head to the side. His nose was scrunched up in surprise as he looked down the bar.
Great, Will thought dryly. The cute guy’s moved on.
There’d be more, but still… he did hate to see one slip off the hook.
“Is that whatshisname?” Derek wondered out loud. He pointed with his chin. “Luca’s ex.”
“Luca’s what?” Will asked. 
He turned around so fast he cracked his funny bone on the side of the bar. The sharp jab of pain made him grit his teeth and nearly drop his beer. He swore under his breath and rubbed at his elbow as he craned his neck to see if Derek was right.
It didn’t take him long.
There he was. Danny Shaw. Short, dishwater blonde, and very into Will’s friend Luca. He wasn’t Will’s type. Even if he had been, they did not get on.
Damn—Will took an absent-minded drink of beer to wet a suddenly dry mouth—he was hot.
“Did him and Luca break up?” Will asked.
“Yeah,” Derek said. “Luca dumped him, I guess. Knew that was coming.”
That was true. Will got around, but he didn’t leave a lot of hard feelings in his wake. Luca could count his age in bitter ex-boyfriends.
Danny… yeah, he had the look. It was something in the set of his jaw and the tightness of his mouth.
As if he’d read Will’s mind, Danny turned to look his way, frowned, and started toward him. He had to mutter excuses to the rest of the bar’s customers as he maneuvered the big canvas holdall he’d brought with him through the crowd.
Maybe, Will thought idly as he swigged the last of the beer and wiped his mouth, he wants to revenge-fuck Luca’s best friend?
OK. It maybe wasn’t that idle.
“I know I said it,” Derek said, “but I didn’t expect to see it happen right away.”
That was weird enough to distract Will from Danny’s approach. He turned to look at his brother.
“What?”
Derek stared expectantly at him and then smirked at whatever was going on inside his head. “Nothing,” he said. “Nothing at all. Have fun, Will.”
He took the beers, leaving Will to stare in confusion at his back as he left. What had that been about? 
Before he could work it out, he heard Danny clear his throat.
“You know I can still see you,” Danny said in a dry-as-dust voice. “Even if you aren’t looking at me?”
Will turned around. “Sorry, I didn’t see you there,” he said. “Perils of being short.”
Danny clenched his jaw in annoyance. He had a scruff of stubble, a few shades darker than his hair. Will had never seen him anything but close-shaven before. It worked for him.
“Short jokes. Never get old,” Danny said as he slid the holdall off his shoulder and set it on the barstool. 
He pulled something from the bag and shoved it into Will’s face. It was close enough that it took Will a moment to work out what it was.
A cock.
A bright pink, vaguely translucent, silicone cock and balls that wobbled back and forth in Danny’s fist. Will was briefly distracted by that. Just because he didn’t like the guy didn’t mean he’d not had the occasional fantasy about what his hand would look like wrapped around a nice thick cock…
Pretty hot, as it turned out. 
“Is this your dick?” Danny asked.
Huh. 
Will reached out and took the cock. It was heavier than it looked. He turned it from one side to the other to take a good look and then handed it back.
“Mine’s bigger.” 

    
  There were seven of them.
The bottoms were suction-cupped, so they stood up on the table on their own. Two were flesh-colored, and the other four were shades of neon green.
None of them, if anyone had wondered, were Will’s.
“That one,” Danny said, with the air of someone who had found out the hard way, “glows in the dark.”
Will flicked the head of the pale green cock in question and watched it wobble. 
“Guess that would help if you weren’t sure of the way,” he said. “Like those headlamps cavers wear.”
Danny snorted. It wasn’t quite a laugh, but it was the closest to amused he’d ever been at one of Will’s jokes. He leaned back in his chair and took a long drink of the beer Will had got him. Will enjoyed the view. 
He really got why his almost one-night stand had
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