

        

            

                

            

        




	



A Life as a Ghost


	 


	 


	The tragic losses of his home and a dear one take FBI agent Julian Harris one step closer to a shared life with his consultant and lover, former art thief Romeo aka Paris Moore. They have just moved in together and are trying to reestablish a certain normalcy when Romeo once again shuffles the cards. He surprises Julian by finally revealing some information about his true identity along with some unexpected news regarding his position in Julian's division.


	 


	During the nerve-racking hunt for the person that has been pulling the strings all along, Julian once again comes to realize that when dealing with Romeo, the only certainty is that all is not as it seems. But one question is more important than ever—after leading a life as a ghost for years, will Romeo’s love for Julian be strong enough to make him settle at last? 
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Chapter 1


	 


	 


	 


	“Are you sure about this?” Julian stared at the lump of cold, dead meat in front of him. 


	Eyebrows raised and lips curled into his typical half smile, Romeo turned his head. “Sure. Why not?”


	“Just…Oh, I don’t know.”


	“Baby, don’t tell me you’ve never had a decent filet mignon in your life.”


	“I have.” 


	“Where?”


	Wrinkling his nose, Julian tried to remember. “Joe’s Steakhouse. Yes, that must have been the best.”


	“Joe’s Steakhouse?” Romeo’s eyebrows were still raised, but the shine of amusement had vanished, and he looked faintly disgusted. “Indeed. You never had a decent filet mignon in your life,” he concluded and shifted his attention back to the meat. 


	Julian was about to protest, but watching his lover carefully slice and flatten the meat, he understood. This wasn’t about food. This was Romeo’s way of providing distraction, of keeping them busy and giving them something to talk about beyond the obvious. 


	“Could you be a darling and chop up those tomatoes?” Romeo’s usually so faint accent revealed itself on the last word, the distinct vowel. It had become stronger the day before, during those dreary hours in the afternoon and evening when Romeo had done his best to see Julian through the trauma of losing his home and a dear person along with it. 


	“Sure. Knife?” Julian asked, playing along. 


	“Top drawer, to your left. Be careful, it’s really sharp.”


	Julian was just about to make the appropriate comment to that when he realized that, indeed, the knife was sharp. It sliced through the tomato as if it were butter, leaving it parted neatly. “Wow. You weren’t lying.” 


	“Told you, I never lie to you,” Romeo said softly. He’d moved to stand behind Julian. Leaning in, he breathed a kiss on his neck. 


	“Charmer,” Julian scolded, but he twisted for a proper kiss. 


	“Nn-nn. It’s true.” 


	Julian watched his lover for a moment after he’d pulled back from the kiss, thinking. “Romeo?”


	“Yes?”


	“Who are you? Really, I mean? And please don’t give me any of the ‘I’m your consultant’ blah-blah again, okay?”


	“Ah, Jules.” Romeo sighed and shook his head. “You worry too much, baby.”


	“That’s not the answer to my question.”


	Romeo turned back to him and stopped right in front of him, head tilted and lips parted. “No,” he agreed. “No, it’s not. You want to know who I am?”


	“Yes.”


	Romeo slid his arms around Julian’s neck and pulled him down until their foreheads touched. “I’m the man who risks a lot to be with you.” He kissed Julian with tender determination. “I’m the man who stands by you, no matter what happens.” He kissed Julian again, more urgently this time. “But above all, I’m the man who loves you, Julian. Don’t ever forget that.” 


	His lips were soft and inviting, luring Julian on to drop his questions, just like so many times before. “Are you trying to distract me?”


	Romeo grinned. “Is it working?”


	“Hmm, not sure. Kiss me again, and I’ll let you know.” 


	Romeo was a fantastic kisser. There was no denying that, and Julian couldn’t help responding to it the way he always did. “Let’s go to bed,” he whispered.


	“Bed?” Romeo’s voice had that husky tinge in it that never failed to make Julian tingle all over with lust. 


	“Yeah.”


	“What about dinner?” 


	“Fuck dinner,” Julian growled. 


	“Huh. Wouldn’t you rather fuck me?”


	Julian rolled his eyes. “Lame. But yes. In fact, I would.” 


	“Wanna do it right here?”


	“What, in the kitchen?”


	Romeo’s eyes gleamed with excitement. “Yes.” 


	“Okay. Drop the clothes and hop on the table.” 


	Romeo smiled but did as he was told, and Julian took the chance to watch his lover. Romeo was in perfect shape, but he moved carefully because of his injured shoulder. The dressing on the wound would need changing soon, Julian noticed. “Does it hurt much?”


	Following Julian’s gaze with his own, Romeo shook his head. “No, not really. 


	“Good. Lie down.”


	Romeo stretched out on his back and watched Julian from underneath his half-closed lashes. “C’mere.”


	There was this rough tinge in his voice that never failed to excite Julian. He undid his fly and pushed down his pants. His cock was erect already, waving in front of him like a flagpole leading the way. The way to Romeo and between his invitingly spread legs. Romeo was equally hard. His beautiful, straight dick curved up to his belly, bobbing and touching the skin where his stomach muscles stood out. Julian wrapped his hand around the silky, smooth shaft, stroking it once from base to sensitive tip. Romeo sighed and thrust into his fist. 


	“Shh, easy.” Julian smiled and repeated the motion then added the twist around the head he knew Romeo liked. Romeo moaned but remained still. 


	“Good boy. I like it when you’re obedient,” Julian whispered. 


	“Ugh. I know you do.” 


	“Maybe you should do it more often.” Tightening his grip, Julian pumped his lover’s cock with several fast, hard yanks until Romeo arched up and whimpered, and then he let go abruptly. “Obedient boys get rewards, you know?” Julian whispered and stepped forward. He took his own cock in hand, gave it the slow, comforting strokes he longed for, and lined it up with Romeo’s. The sensation of the swollen flesh alongside his own sent a shudder through him. Silk-covered steel. What a silly cliché, but so true. He moved his hand over both shafts, pressing them together tightly, and looked down to watch the dark-flushed rods slide through his pale fist. 


	“Enjoy the view?” Romeo asked. There was a soft note of amusement in his voice, but Julian wasn’t fooled. “Yes. And so do you.”


	Romeo grinned. “True. So you’re not gonna fuck me?”


	“Nn-nn. I like a bit of variety every now and then.” 


	“Oh. Variety, huh?”


	“Yes.”


	“Would you mind varying your touch a bit to play with my balls?”


	“I’ll vary my touch a bit to spank your ass in a minute, brat,” Julian said in a low growl. He’d made the allusion before, and just as the last time, there was a spark of excitement in Romeo’s eyes. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 


	Romeo gripped his bottom lip with his teeth, snatching shallow breaths when Julian rubbed their cocks again, this time with more determination. It was a tease, and he kept the stimulation going at this intensity until Romeo panted and tilted his head back before he let up. Romeo grunted in protest, looked down, and glared at Julian. 


	“So, would you?” Julian asked again. 


	“Not sure. Never tried it.” 


	“Move your leg.” 


	“Huh?”


	“Move your leg. Up, on my shoulder.” Julian slapped the outside of Romeo’s thigh lightly to encourage him then helped him hook his ankle over his shoulder. The position required a certain suppleness, but Romeo had always been very bendable. 


	Romeo frowned. “Like this?”


	“Yes.”


	“But why, what—ouch! Oi!”


	Julian had applied a nice flat-handed smack to the exposed bit of Romeo’s ass. The expression on Romeo’s face was priceless. He looked somewhere between surprised and indignant, but there was also a definite note of curiosity. Julian slapped him again, a bit harder this time. It was enough to make his palm sting, and Romeo twitched away from it, but he couldn’t go far. Another, lighter blow made him gasp, so Julian did it again, watching Romeo’s face as he started a rhythm of relatively mild strikes to Romeo’s butt cheek and upper thigh. Romeo’s beautiful blue eyes were narrowed, but they were dark with arousal, and the soft whimpers he made whenever another blow connected didn’t sound like protest. 


	Julian’s hand stung, but he kept up the spanking. It was new for both of them, uncharted territory, but it was a promising journey and one he’d been tempted to take for a while. It was a milder form of the dark mood that had possessed him the night before, but even in those exciting moments he understood that both came from the same source. He wanted to lead and have power over something that was almost impossible to control. He wanted to put the reins on Romeo and have a hold over his fiercely independent lover. Not much of a surprise there. 


	What did surprise him was Romeo’s response to it. Usually so in control and so one step ahead of everyone else, he melted under Julian’s hands now and gave himself over. And he was still hard, his cock heavy and throbbing where it rested next to Julian’s. 


	Julian tightened his grip, and Romeo’s resulting cry echoed his own. Concentrating on the effect the spanking had on his lover, Julian hadn’t even realized how much it turned him on. Romeo twitched in response to another smack, and the jolt against his cock nearly brought Julian over the edge. He started jerking their cocks with sudden need, dizzy from excitement. 


	The spanking was impossible to keep up while he focused on the motions of his other hand, but Julian made up for it by pressing his palm to the skin he’d just abused. Romeo’s flesh was nicely warm under his touch, radiating a heat that equaled the one in Julian’s hand, and he knew that his lover felt the same sting he did. The burn from irritated nerve endings was a sweet pleasure-pain that heightened his arousal and left him tingling all over with lust. 


	Romeo came first. He screamed, threw his head back, and bucked, shooting ropes of creamy cum over Julian’s hand and his own stomach. His cock pulsed next to Julian’s, and its contractions, along with the sight of Romeo climaxing, were the trigger for Julian’s orgasm. It burst out of him, from his groin through the tight channel of his cock, exploding out of him and leaving him weak and trembling. 


	He collapsed on top of Romeo, their chests and bellies glued together with sweat and semen. Romeo’s excited heartbeat thudded under his ears, a symbol of strength, health, and life, and suddenly, some of the deep sadness Julian had felt ever since he’d learned of his housekeeper’s death lifted. He still mourned her loss, but he was no longer numb with pain. Instead, he wanted to act. He wanted to find out what had happened, and should he find that there was a crime behind all of this, he was determined not to let it go unpunished. Action was good. Revenge was better. 


	 


	 


	* * * *


	 


	 


	“So…” Romeo said after a while. “Dinner?”


	Julian hummed contentedly. “Oh, yes please. I’m starved.”


	Chuckling, Romeo stood. He winced as he pulled his pants back up. 


	“You okay?” Julian asked. 


	“Yeah, just…You’re a caveman.”


	“Huh? Why are you calling me that?”


	“’Cause it’s true.” Romeo smiled and gave Julian a quick kiss in passing. “You’re a caveman. And not just for the obvious reason.” He raised his eyebrows and pointed at his ass before he continued. “You consider a filet steak from Joe’s the best there is. You’re clueless when it comes to picking the right wine for dinner. Bugger, I guess I should’ve known you’d even spank your boyfriend on the dinner table.”


	Julian’s heart gave a little jolt in his chest. “Is that true?”


	“Well, yes. Of course. Unless you want us to have dinner on the coffee table.”


	“That’s not what I meant.”


	“It’s not?”


	“No, and you know it.”


	Romeo looked up. “I thought that was clear.”


	“Hmm. I guess so, but this must be the first time you said it out loud.”


	“What, the B-word?”


	“Yes.”


	“And you like it. You’re going all possessive on me, aren’t you?” Romeo grinned and shook his head. “See, caveman.”


	“So what? I may not have the most refined tastes, but at least I don’t fuss about stuff like the right blend of coffee or which way to cut up a fucking steak. And I don’t use words like bugger—at least not in the sense you do.”


	“Right. You don’t.”


	“You’re from England, aren’t you?” 


	Romeo had gone to the sink where he washed his hands. He froze at Julian’s words, clutching the towel. “My mother is—was—English. Some of her word usage rubbed off on me, I guess.”


	“I see. And your father? American?”


	Romeo chewed his lip. “French-Italian.”


	“Oh. So you’re a European crossbreed, huh?”


	“Yeah, I suppose you could say that.”


	“Helps with the languages, I assume.”


	“It does.”


	“Do you speak all of them? Italian, too, I mean. I already know you speak French.”


	Romeo put the towel back on its rack and turned to the food they’d left on the worktop. He picked up the knife and weighed it in his hand before he said, “I’m fluent in five languages. The three obvious ones—English, French and Italian—Spanish, and German. I also speak Russian, and I can get by in Chinese if I have to.”


	“Wow. You really have a talented tongue.”


	Romeo made a face. “I just got around a lot as a kid.”


	“Yeah, you said so. Swiss boarding school, huh? What was that like?”


	“Boring, mostly.”


	“Apart from your art teacher, I assume?”


	Romeo picked up his wineglass and took a sip before he answered. “Yes.”


	“This is just a guess, but…I wouldn’t happen to have recently met this former teacher of yours, would I?”


	Romeo’s back was still turned, and it would have been easy to miss the hesitation in his motion, but Julian had been watching him closely. He decided not to let on that Romeo’s body language had just given away the answer. He was far more interested in hearing what Romeo was going to say. 


	Romeo didn’t say anything. He picked up the frying pan, poured oil into it, and put it on the flame then watched it heat up in silence. 


	“Is this where you’re not lying to me?” Julian asked after a while. 


	“Yes,” Romeo said tonelessly. “I didn’t hide that very well, did I?”


	“Well, no. It was obvious that you care for Jacob Goldstein even before you asked me to keep his name off the records.”


	Romeo’s shoulders tensed. “The steaks are almost done. Would you put the bread and salad on the table, please?”

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
ROMEO & JULIAN 3

SAGE MARLOWE

Me and the Muse Publishing





OEBPS/Images/MM_Logo_and_name.jpeg
Me and the Muse





OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





