
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_9a1fa98d00886dfd3c3189943b59bc26_plJEA1_html_m1d35e9ba.jpg]


[image: tmp_9a1fa98d00886dfd3c3189943b59bc26_plJEA1_html_449c17e4.png]

Published by
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2019 Megan
Slayer

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-0075-5

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: CA Clauson

 


 


ALL RIGHTS
RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction
or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of
this book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print
without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations
embodied in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 



 


 


 


 


DEDICATION

 


To everyone who has a dream and a plan.
You can do it.

For my editor. <3

For my readers and my lucky ducks.
Without you, I wouldn't be here.

For JPZ.







 


 


 


 


SOFT STEEL

 


Celestial Mates,
6

 


Megan Slayer

 


Copyright © 2019

 


[image: tmp_9a1fa98d00886dfd3c3189943b59bc26_plJEA1_html_7ace8fdb.png]


Chapter One

 


“I need someone who likes
me the way I am,” Valermo Dax said. He nodded to his friend,
Harley. He applied his fake lashes and blinked. “Think there’s
someone out there like that?”

“A guy for you?” Harley
stuffed his cock into a leather pouch and stood. He stepped into
assless chaps. “I’m sure he’s out there somewhere.”

“He isn’t coming here.” He
applied eyeshadow. “The clientele here at El Gato aren’t anyone I
want to date, much less fuck.”

“You mean fuck as much as
date?”

“Yes.” He hated being
lonely. He’d take a quick fuck if it came his way. He added mascara
and eyeliner, then checked his look in the mirror. “I’m going with
the crop top and hot pants.”

“You should.” Harley slid
his armbands on. “Hey, before I forget. Keep an eye out. If you’re
going to wear fishnets, stay away from Mitt. He’s on the prowl. He
asked me if you’d be in the skirt tonight.”

“He has a thing for my
fuck-me boots.” He wrestled his way into the tight crop top. “I’m
not feeling like fishnets. Just the boots.” He slathered mousse
into his hair and worked his tresses into a mohawk. “He’s an
ass.”

“That ass has a thing for
you, sweetheart.” Harley donned his leather biker hat. “Pay
attention, okay?”

“I will.” He blew a kiss
to Harley. Val didn’t doubt their boss, Mitt, would make a move.
The man had a thing for guys in fishnets and tight pants.
Unfortunately, he also had a thing for violence. Val stepped into
his thigh-high boots, then appraised himself in the mirror again.
He needed glitter. If he wanted to go for a glam look, he needed
glitter.

Time to shine.

He rested his hands on his hips and
strutted through the backstage area to the edge of the main room.
He recognized a few of the men in the audience. A group of ladies
dressed in an abundance of pink tulle and sporting crowns were in
attendance. A bridal shower. He wasn’t into girls, but they might
be fun for a little while and could make him some money. When he
turned on his heel, he noticed a new man in the crowd.

His heart skipped a beat. He liked
this guy and while he hadn’t been able to play up to him before,
he’d make a special play for him. This man wasn’t like the other
patrons—he had more of a GQ look with his hair cut well, his suit
clinging to his thin frame, and the air of class around him. He
looked like he had money. Val wouldn’t be surprised if the man
ended up being swarmed by the other dancers.

“See anyone good?” Harley
stood beside him. “Oh, you noticed him. He’s here again. I heard
he’s a professor.”

Val sighed. He had a thing for
professors. He’d been told it verged on a fetish. Maybe. Something
about a man in a suit who could command a classroom appealed to
him. “Think he’d be cool if I approached him?” Christ. He sashayed
around the club like he owned it. Why was this one man so hard for
him to approach?

“You? He’d be nuts not to
give you time,” Harley said. “Just make it seem less like you’re
trying to take his money and more like you think he’s hot. Oh, and
Mitt’s watching.”

“I figured Mitt would be.”
He suppressed a shudder. “He probably wants me to take this guy for
everything he’s got.”

“Of course.”

“I’m going to talk to
him.” Had to.

“Mitt?”

“No.” He bit back a gag.
“I meant the professor.”

“Good. Dance for him and
take him to a private room.” Harley winked. “Then give him the ride
of his life.”

“You bet.” He smoothed his
crop top, then rested his hands on his hips. Mitt eased up to
him. Damn it. “Yes?”

“There’s a new sucker in
the audience. Looks rich. Run him hard. We’ve got bills to pay,”
Mitt said. He slid his hand over Val’s ass. “Got it?”

“We?” He groaned in
disgust. “Honey, I’m not in this for you and we’re not
together.”

“We should be. We’re a
good team.” Mitt patted Val’s butt. “I can do things for you—if you
get that guy to cough up the bucks.”

“Sure.” He wasn’t
interested in anything Mitt could do for him. He wasn’t going to
date his boss. He wouldn’t be with Mitt if his boss were the last
man on Earth. Their one kiss had been more than enough and nothing
he wanted to repeat. He shrugged away from Mitt and strutted out to
the main portion of the room.

Without a second thought, he zeroed in
on the sexy stranger. He’d seen the professor there a couple other
times and didn’t want to waste this chance. “Hi, doll.”

The man’s eyes widened and he said
nothing.

Val suppressed a moan. The client had
brown eyes and full lashes. He loved men with brown eyes,
especially so full of untapped passion. “Care for a dance?” he
asked and cocked his hip. “I’m available.”

The gentleman parted his lips, but
still, he said nothing.

Val stared at the man’s
mouth—so kissable and probably hot as fuck around a cock. Plus, the
client had scruff. Val’s blood warmed. Christ. He didn’t know the man, but
he had Val hard. His cock strained against the tight crotch of his
shorts. Far away the man was handsome, but up close, the man blew
his mind.

“How about we opt for
something a little more private? I’ve got a room.” Val grabbed the
man’s hand. “Come with me.” He hauled the professor to his feet and
led him through the club to the secluded area. He selected the room
farthest from the noise of the club and out of Mitt’s earshot.
“Better?”

“Better,” the man
replied.

He had such a silky voice that sent
shivers down Val’s spine. “Well, now I have you alone, we can talk.
What’s your name, doll?”

“Corey.”

He struck Val as a Corey. Some guys
didn’t fit their name. Corey did. “I’m Val.”

“Vallina, I know. I’ve
watched three of your shows. You’re funny,” Corey said. “I enjoyed
the shows.”

“Thank you.” He wished
he’d been bolder and spoken to Corey before now. “Why don’t you
sit?” The leather of his shorts creaked and pulled tight over his
erection. Fuck, he needed relief for his hard-on. Not yet. “Make
yourself at home. I will bite, but I’m clean.”

“I wasn’t worried.” Corey
hesitated next to the double wide leather armchair.

“You should be. Most of
the guys here are walking trouble. They’d fuck a tree if it looked
at them with come-hither eyes.” Val toyed with Corey’s jacket,
smoothing his fingers over the lapels.

“Are you better?” Corey
asked.

“I am. I have restraint.”
He nodded to the chair. “But seriously. Sit. I’m glad you’re
here.”

“You don’t have to
sweet-talk me,” Corey said. “I already like and admire
you.”

He nudged Corey onto the chair, then
straddled him. “You do? Me?” He continued to play with Corey’s
jacket. “No one’s ever said that before.” He tipped his head and
stared into Corey’s eyes. He could get lost in those eyes. “I’ll be
honest. I approached you because you intrigued me—not because I
wanted your cash. You’re cute.”

“I’m no one exciting, but
you? There’s excitement.”

“Nah.” He shook his head.
He liked the way Corey smelled—professional and manly, like fine
leather. Corey acted refined. He’d never be refined if he
tried.

“You’re comfortable with
yourself and gorgeous as a man or in your feminine getup. I’d love
to learn how to walk in those shoes and be so graceful. I trip when
I’m barefoot.”

“They’re weighted.” He
admired Corey’s compliments and wished he knew how to take
them.

“What?” Corey frowned. His
forehead crinkled.

“My boots. The tips are
weighted. You’re more balanced but they’re heavy,” he said. “I like
them, but it’s too hard to walk in non-weighted ones on
stage.”

“They make you look
sexy.”

“And your suit and open
tie are super-hot to me,” Val said. He curled the necktie around
his fingers. “I’m glad you’re here. What would you like to do? What
do you want me to do?”

“I never thought you’d
approach me.” Corey blushed. “I don’t want to do
anything.”

“Why not?” Shit. He didn’t
mean to scare Corey off, but he’d sworn the vibe was there and
Corey was attracted to him. “I mean, okay.”

“This sounds nuts, but I’d
like to get to know you,” Corey said. “I’m out of my comfort
zone.”

“You’d normally have me
bent over the couch and be buried in my ass?” He couldn’t help
himself. He wanted Corey to make love to him right now.

“No, I wouldn’t even be
here.” The blush deepened. “I get nervous and don’t
talk.”

So, he was scared? Val could work with
this. “You’re doing just fine.” He curled his fingers under Corey’s
chin. “I’m game to talk.”

“How much does it cost me?
I’ll gladly pay.”

“Hundred bucks for every
fifteen minutes.”

“Oh.” Corey nodded. “Then
I have about five minutes left.” He tucked five twenties in the
waistband of Val’s shorts.

“You’ve got an hour.” He
tucked the money deeper in his waistband, then rested his hands on
Corey’s shoulders. If he wasn’t mistaken, the bulge in his shorts
rubbed against the bulge growing in Corey’s trousers. Electric
sparks shot through his body. He tended to be so jaded and wasn’t
attracted to many guys, but Corey was different. Corey wasn’t
pawing him or demanding Val suck him off without any discussion.
“Talk to me.”

“About what?” Corey’s
hands trembled. “Shit. I’m nervous.”

“Are you going to murder
me?” Although he wanted to sound
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