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SUMMARY

 

Detectives Mitchell Reid and Joseph Valentino of the Chicago Police Department have finally moved from friends to lovers, partners on the job and off. Their new-found happiness is short-lived, however, when an escaped felon with a thirst for revenge shatters their world. The police tactical raid to recapture the convict goes horribly wrong, leaving Mitch severely wounded and Joey with a devastating head injury that plunges him into a long-term coma.

Two years later, Joey awakens with partial amnesia, which has erased a year of his life, including the knowledge that he and Mitch are lovers. Unwilling to force Joey back into a relationship if his feelings for him were no longer there, Mitch can only suffer in silence as he supports Joey on his long road to recovery, hoping he will remember the love they once shared.

 

Note: This is a second edition of a previously published book that has been re-edited, revised and expanded.
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MEMORY’S PRISONER




CHAPTER ONE

 

 

The summer night was filled with a pleasant assault to his senses. 

 

On the gentle breeze wafted tantalizing aromas of popcorn, cotton candy, hamburgers and fresh roasted sweet corn. Laughter and easy conversation mixed with the delighted shrieks of children as they spun faster on the Tilt-A-Whirl and the Zipper. A multitude of colored balloons adorned the tops of red and white striped tents while bright blue lights lit up the Ferris Wheel against the starry sky. 

 

Turning his head from side to side as he walked, Mitchell Reid soaked in the myriad of sights, sounds and smells, an easy smile on his face at the happy, carefree atmosphere surrounding him. Nothing epitomized summer in Chicago more than the street fairs and carnivals that popped up in practically every neighborhood. Especially around Independence Day. And if your birthday happened to actually fall on the Fourth of July, well, it was as if the whole country was throwing you a party. Who could ask for anything better?

 

Mitch rolled his eyes and shook his head at the man standing by his side, the aforementioned birthday boy, watching as he stuffed a hot dog in his mouth as fast as humanly possible. “You’re gonna choke, kid.”

Joseph Anthony Valentino gave him a sideways look, swallowing down the last bite. “Are you ever gonna stop calling me that? I’m twenty-nine years-old now for crying out loud!”

Thirty-five year-old Mitch chuckled. He loved riling Joey up. “As soon as you’re as old as me, kid.”

“Oooh, so…ancient then, eh?” Joey answered with a smirk, then a laugh, stepping sideways to avoid getting a playful smack on the back of the head from Mitch.

But at six-foot-two, Mitch had a long reach and snagged Joey’s Cubs shirt, pulling the other man around in front of him, stopping them both in the midway as people flowed around them. He smiled down into blue eyes that matched his own, sparkling with amusement, sliding his hands up Joey’s arms, up the perpetually lightly tanned skin, eventually tangling his fingers in the dark, wavy hair. “I’ll show you ancient,” he growled, dipping his head down a few inches and capturing Joey’s lips with his own. He plundered Joey’s mouth with his tongue fast and hard, delighting in the groan he received in response. Joey pressed his body fully against Mitch, but Mitch broke the kiss and stepped back with a smug smile and a raised eyebrow, smoothing down his dark green t-shirt.

Joey looked thoughtful. “Mmm, I take it back. You’ve still got it,” he replied with a grin, then threw a parting shot over his shoulder as he turned and walked away. “Old man.”

Mitch ran a hand through his short, blond hair in amused exasperation, then jogged up to Joey, throwing an arm around the other man, pulling him close as they continued down the midway.

“I need some ice cream,” Joey announced, looking around for the nearest vendor.

Mitch gaped at him in disbelief. “You had cotton candy, popcorn, and a hot dog, all within the last hour. Don’t expect me to feel sorry for you later tonight when you’re hunched over the toilet.”

“It’s my birthday,” Joey replied, as if that gave his stomach a free pass. “Ah! There’s one,” he pointed, just beyond the row of carnival games. He snagged Mitch’s hand and tugged. “C’mon!”

Mitch allowed himself to be led toward the ice cream vendor as carnies called out from each of the games, trying to entice people to spend their money and go home with a prize. Toss a ring on a bottle, break a balloon with a dart, knock down cans with a softball….

“Gentlemen! Step right up!”

Joey and Mitch abruptly stopped walking as a particularly animated carnie jumped over the short wall of his booth to land in their path.

“Gentlemen!” he said again, throwing his arms up in the air. “Care to try your luck? Test your skill?” he asked, gesturing toward his game. He took notice of their clasped hands, looked at Mitch, gave him a wink and a nod toward Joey. “Win your friend a prize?”

Mitch shook his head. “No thanks, we—”

“A pony!”

Mitch turned to look at Joey, watching as the young man suddenly turned into a young child, pointing at the giant stuffed animals hanging from the booth.

Joey bumped his shoulder against Mitch’s. “C’mon, Mitch! Win me a prize! It’s my birthday!”

Mitch looked Joey as if he’d lost his mind, wondering what had gotten into him, when he saw Joey’s eyes indicating he should look at the sign over the booth, at the type of game it was. Mitch did and he couldn’t stop the smile that crossed his face. He took out his wallet and pulled out a five dollar bill. “Anything for the birthday boy,” he answered with a wink.

 

~*~*~*~*~*~*~

 

Fifteen minutes later the two men left the carnival, heading home, one carrying a large stuffed animal, the other a half-eaten chocolate ice cream cone.

“I cannot believe you made me use my well-honed S.W.A.T. skills at an air rifle game to win you a pony!” Mitch shook his head, then popped the last of the sugar cone in his mouth.

“Ah, those games are rigged and you know it. It’s about time someone cleaned them out!” Joey laughed.

“Why didn’t you give it to some child before we left?” Mitch asked, wondering where Joey planned on putting the toy when they got home.

“Are you joking? Look at this thing!” Joey held it up before him in all its brown and white furry glory. “It’s awesome!”

“And you wonder why I call you ‘kid’?” Mitch teased. “Let me guess, you always wanted a pony when you were a boy.”

Joey hefted the toy up under his arm, then turned to walk backward in front of Mitch. “Indeed I did. But now….” he trailed off, coming to a stop, voice dropping several octaves. “There are other things I’d rather ride,” he finished suggestively, reaching around Mitch with his other hand to cup his ass, tugging Mitch against him.

Mitch watched as Joey’s eyes darkened in the twilight, knew they matched his own, then bowed his head as Joey stretched up to even out the three inches in height difference between them. This time Joey was the aggressor, pushing his groin against Mitch’s, squeezing his ass as he kissed Mitch forcefully. Now it was Mitch’s turn to groan. Damn that kid, he knew how Mitch got off on Joey taking charge.

And take charge he did, turning them both and backing Mitch up against the brick wall of the building next to the sidewalk they were standing on, never breaking the kiss. Mitch felt the rough edges of the brick scrape against his back, but the sensation of Joey grinding his hardening erection against his own quickly overrode the discomfort.

Joey was making it clear exactly what he wanted to ride, and Mitch was damn sure going to oblige him. Taking hold of Joey’s upper arms, Mitch pushed the other man back several inches. Before Joey could protest, Mitch grabbed his wrist and pulled them back onto the sidewalk. “Home. Now,” he growled, practically pulling Joey along behind him.

“We’re not gonna go see the fireworks?” Joey chuckled.

“We’ll be making our own. Trust me.” Mitch winked, then laughed as Joey’s eyebrows rose.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~

 

The door to Mitch’s third floor loft burst open and the two men stumbled through, pulling at one another’s clothes. Mitch kicked the door closed behind them as Joey let the stuffed horse fall to the floor. Forgoing the lights, letting the moon through the windows guide their way, they staggered over to the stairs and climbed up to the bedroom, tripping more than once as they refused to break their kiss. Their destination finally reached, they bumped into Mitch’s dresser at the top of the stairs, sending two gold detective’s badges tumbling to the floor, unnoticed.

“Off…off,” Joey panted, tugging impatiently at Mitch’s t-shirt as Mitch fumbled with Joey’s belt, both of them toeing off their shoes. Mitch relented and raised his arms, allowing Joey to remove the shirt and toss it away, groaning as Joey swiped his thumbs across both of Mitch’s nipples.

The rest of their clothing soon followed, strewn carelessly around the bedroom, their excitement growing as each layer was shed. Finally their hands and mouths roamed across bare skin, raising gooseflesh in their wake in anticipation of what was to come. Mitch let Joey take the lead, happy to let the birthday boy do whatever he wanted to him tonight. And God, he couldn’t wait.

Joey didn’t keep him in suspense, moving Mitch until the backs of his knees hit the bed and he sat down heavily, hands immediately rising up to grip Joey’s slim waist. Joey ran the fingers of one hand through Mitch’s short hair while the other took hold of his own erection, stroking loosely. Mitch swallowed deeply, knowing what Joey wanted. And he didn’t disappoint.

“Suck me, Mitch… please,” Joey breathed. “Want it so bad...”

Mitch leaned forward without hesitation, fingers tightening on Joey’s waist as he opened his mouth and took Joey inside. He couldn’t help the groan as he felt Joey’s cock resting against his tongue, hot and hard. He felt both of Joey’s hands on his head, cupping it, urging Mitch forward. Relaxing his jaw, Mitch took more of Joey in, until the head of Joey’s cock bumped the back of his throat.

“God…yes…” Joey moaned as Mitch pulled back, sucking hard, then forward again, setting up a rhythm sure to push Joey over the edge.

“Oh fuck…” Joey panted. “Feels so good...”

Mitch slid one hand from Joey’s waist to encircle the base of Joey’s cock, stroking and sucking at the same time. He immediately felt Joey’s erection swell even further right before he tasted a burst of salty precome on his tongue. Mitch groaned, feeling his own erection, hot and heavy between his legs, release several drops of clear fluid as well.

Wanting nothing more than for Joey to fall apart, Mitch moved his other hand from Joey’s hip to cup Joey’s heavy balls, rolling them in his hand, tugging gently. Joey jerked, breath catching in his throat, hips stuttering at the extra sensation and Mitch waited to swallow Joey’s release. But the other man surprised him by pulling back with a sharp groan, slipping from Mitch’s mouth.

Joey shook his head. “Not yet. Want you in me when I come,” he told Mitch, voice dropping. “Wanna ride you.”

“Oh fuck, yes,” Mitch answered, scooting fully up onto the bed, his cock throbbing at Joey’s words.

Joey crawled onto the bed next to Mitch, turning lust-filled eyes on him. “Get me ready?”

Mitch rolled to his right, pulling open the drawer in the bedside table, removing the tube of lube and a condom as Joey raised up on his knees and gripped the headboard, bent over just slightly, legs spread wide. Mitch sucked in a breath as he turned back, at the erotic sight of Joey presenting himself to him, wanting to be opened, to be filled.

Joey turned to look over his shoulder. “Hurry, Mitch...”

Needing no further encouragement, Mitch coated his fingers generously with lube, then surged up behind Joey, unable to resist the urge to slide his cock between Joey’s legs, brushing past his opening, pushing against Joey’s balls.

Joey pressed back against him with a moan. “God, Mitch, don’t tease...”

Mitch smiled at the needy sound of Joey’s voice and moved his hips back, the fingers of his right hand taking the place of his cock, circling Joey’s entrance just briefly before sliding his index finger in past the tight ring of muscle.

“Yeah...” Joey sighed deeply as his eyes slid closed.

Mitch leaned forward, dipping his head to trail hot kisses on the back of Joey’s neck and across his shoulders as he continued to move his finger in and out, adding a second one shortly and finally a third, until Joey’s breath came in short pants, his hips moving, trying to take Mitch’s fingers in even deeper.

“Now Mitch, c’mon...”

Mitch nodded, withdrawing his fingers and Joey groaned at the loss, straightening up as Mitch turned to lie on his back, his erection jutting up proudly. Joey gave it a quick pump before picking up the condom and sliding it down ever so slowly, his turn to tease. Then he straddled Mitch, reaching behind him to guide Mitch’s hard cock to his entrance, pushing down slowly and steadily, drawing the moment out, until just the head breached him and twin moans filled the air.

Mitch’s hands were on Joey’s hips, gripping tightly. “Don’t stop, don’t stop,” he pleaded, desperate to be completely enveloped in Joey’s tight heat.

Joey pressed downward with short pumps of his hips, taking more and more of Mitch inside him, his head dropping back in pleasure when he was finally fully seated against Mitch’s groin.

“So damn big, Mitch,” Joey breathed, eyes closed. “Love it when you’re in me...”

“Feels so good,” Mitch sighed, running a hand up Joey’s muscular bare chest, then over to rub his thumb across a flat nipple, feeling it tighten in response.

“Mmm… that’s nice,” Joey purred, letting Mitch play with his nipple for a moment longer, before rising up slowly on his knees, Mitch’s cock sliding out until only the head remained inside him. He sank back down in one smooth, fluid move, pulling sharp gasps from himself and Mitch.

They moved together, Joey rising and falling as Mitch gave short, sharp thrusts with his hips in counterpoint, his cock throbbing as Joey moved sensuously above him, on him, gripping Mitch in tight heat.

“That’s it, that’s it...” Mitch encouraged as Joey pushed down harder, grinding his pelvis into Mitch’s groin. “Ride me, Joey… God, I love watching you...”

Joey whined deep in his throat at Mitch’s words and reached for his cock, the tip deep red and wet with precome, but Mitch moved his hand away, shaking his head. “Nuh-uh…just like this, just my cock.” Joey growled, eyes narrowing. “Just find the spot...” Mitch told him, sitting up slightly against the headboard, changing the angle for the other man.

And it worked. Joey’s hands came to rest on the tops of Mitch’s shoulders and he sat back slightly on the next downward stroke, his entire body suddenly jerking, a surprised gasp falling from his mouth.

“Oh yeah, right there...” Mitch smiled and Joey could only nod, closing his eyes and biting his lower lip, practically writhing on Mitch’s lap as his cock hit the spot over and over. And then it was Mitch’s turn to close his eyes, the stimulation becoming too much for him as well, his orgasm beginning to build deep inside.

“Mitch… Mitch,” Joey panted, hips stuttering erratically. “I’m gonna...”

“God, yeah, c’mere,” Mitch urged, tugging Joey down against him, capturing his mouth, swallowing Joey’s cry as his orgasm overtook him, his cock pulsing between their bodies, coating their stomachs in milky fluid.

The sight, sound and feel of Joey climaxing above him was Mitch’s undoing. He held Joey against him as the other man’s body tightened around his cock, thrusting up sharply once, twice… and he was gone, letting his orgasm course through his body like lightning, pulsing inside Joey over and over.

It was long minutes later until their breathing had calmed and they lay tangled together, still connected, trading soft, lazy kisses.

“I love you,” Joey murmured, and Mitch felt his breath catch in his chest, just like each and every time he heard Joey say those words.

“Love you, too,” Mitch whispered back, tightening his arms around the other man.

“Mmmm...” Joey sighed with a smile. “Don’t ever wanna move...”

Mitch smiled, threading his fingers through Joey’s wavy hair. “If we don’t, we’re going to be glued together forever.”

Joey rose up on his elbows with a matching smile. “You say that like it’s a bad thing,” he replied, then reluctantly shifted, eyes falling closed for a moment as Mitch’s softening cock slipped from his body.

While Joey snagged the closest discarded t-shirt to clean up their chests and stomachs, Mitch disposed of the condom in the trashcan next to the bed, then pulled back the blankets so both men could slip under the soft, maroon sheets. Mitch spooned up behind Joey, holding him close, and kissed the side of his neck. A flash of bright, colored light outside the window caught both men’s attention and they turned to look just as a second colorful explosion filled the sky, painting their naked bodies in blue and red.

“Told ya we’d make fireworks,” Mitch quipped, chuckling, as Joey turned in his arms. “Happy birthday.”

Instead of answering, Joey dropped his head against Mitch’s shoulder.

“What wrong?” Mitch asked, confused.

Joey tilted his head back up. “My mom...” he trailed off.

Mitch sighed deeply, biting his tongue against the words that wanted to spill from his mouth on that particular subject, that being one Angela Valentino. She was a cross between a gypsy and a hippie, never in one place for more than a few months. A “free spirit” as Joey described her. “Free spirit” apparently also meant “free love” since Angela claimed to have no idea who Joey’s father was. She was the only parent Joey had, so he was devoted to her, no matter how oblivious she could sometimes be. Like today.

It was no secret Mitch disapproved of the way Angela had raised Joey, never giving him a stable home and all too often wrapped up in her own life to pay attention to her son’s. And the feeling was mutual. Anti-establishment, Angela placed the blame squarely on Mitch’s shoulders for Joey leaving law school behind to join the Chicago Police Department, even though Joey had told her time and again it had been his decision. To say they didn’t get along was an understatement and Angela was a topic they tried to avoid. But it wasn’t surprising she was brought up today.

Mitch brushed his fingers down the side of Joey’s face. “She didn’t call. I know.” He kissed Joey’s forehead. “I’m sorry.”

Joey shrugged, trying to brush it off. “It’s just a birthday. No big deal.”

“It is a big deal. It’s your day.”

Joey gave him a smile. “And you made it special. That’s what’s most important to me.”

Despite Joey’s words, Mitch knew Joey was stung by Angela’s forgetfulness and he wanted to do whatever he could to get his mind off it. He leered playfully at Joey. “Well the day’s not over yet. Let me see what else I can do to make it special….” He reached down between their bodies.

Joey gasped, then chuckled. “Oh yeah, happy birthday to me...”

 

~*~*~*~*~*~*~

 

Dawn was just breaking the next morning when Mitch woke, warm and relaxed. Comfortable. Happy. All because of the man lying on his back beside him. Mitch propped up on his elbow, careful not to disturb the sleeping man, just wanting to look. Joey was always so full of energy that he was rarely still for more than ten minutes at a time, so Mitch cherished these early morning moments to just gaze at the man who had stolen his heart.

At thirty-five, never having been in a serious, long-term relationship, Mitch had resigned himself to a life alone. Not that he hadn’t tried. There had been several men in his life but he had never felt any kind of deep, meaningful connection to them.

Until Joseph Anthony Valentino had literally walked off the street and into his life.

And he’d never left.

Here they were, five years later. The first three as friends, the last two as partners on the force, the last four weeks as lovers.

Mitch shook his head. God, they were so stupid. Both wanting more from the other but afraid to lose what they had. So they’d danced around each other for years. And they might still be dancing if not for Joey’s apartment building burning down. With Joey homeless, Mitch immediately offered the small spare room under the stairs in his loft, until Joey could get back on his feet.

And that’s when it clicked. For both of them. How easy it was to live together. How right it felt. They could do this, they could make it work and not jeopardize what they already had. He’d never forget the night they took the chance, crossed the line and how Joey made him realize for the first time what being in love felt like.

The first rays of the sun peeked up over the horizon, bathing Joey’s bare skin in soft shades of pink and orange and yellow, illuminating the patch of puckered skin that had been invisible in the dark last night. Mitch reached out, his fingers hovering over Joey’s chest, over the now-healed scar from the bullet that almost took his life, nearly one year ago to the day. Mitch clenched his hand and dropped it back down to the bed, swallowing past the tightening in his throat. He could still see Joey lying there on the ground, eyes wide and scared, gasping for breath, bright red blood pumping through Mitch’s hands as he desperately tried to stop the bleeding.

“Stop.”

Mitch’s eyes flicked upward at the soft command, blue eyes locking with blue, seeing compassion and understanding reflecting back at him.

“You need to stop doing this to yourself, Mitch. It wasn’t your fault,” Joey said softly.

“I almost lost you,” Mitch replied, voice strained.

Joey took Mitch’s hand and laid it on top the scar. “But you didn’t. I’m here.” He rolled over, covering Mitch’s body with his own. “Let me prove it to you,” he said, dipping his head and kissing Mitch deep and slow.

Mitch let himself relax, one hand sliding up Joey’s bare back, the other reaching down to cup his ass, feeling Joey’s morning hard-on pressing into his stomach. He spread his legs, bending them at the knee, letting Joey settle between them, silently asking for what he wanted with a tilt of his hips. Joey hummed in response but the moment was broken by the shrill ringing of Joey’s cell phone.

Mitch growled in annoyance as Joey rolled off him, reaching for his phone, on the floor in his pants pocket. “Who the hell is calling us on our day off? This had better be damn important.”

Joey glanced at the caller I.D., shot a concerned glance at Mitch. “It’s Tim.” Mitch sat up as Joey brought the phone up to his ear. “Captain?”

The change in Joey’s demeanor was instantaneous, his features hardening. “When?... I understand. We’ll be right there, sir.”

“What the hell’s going on?” Mitch asked.

Joey’s voice was flat, eyes gone dark. “It’s Doyle. He’s escaped.”

 


CHAPTER TWO

 

The Major Crimes unit of the Chicago Police Department was always a hub of activity, but today more so than the average day. The moment the elevator doors opened, Mitch could feel the tension in the air so thick it crackled like electricity. He and Joey made their way quickly down the hall, reaching the bullpen just as the doors opened to reveal a tall, African-American teenager walking through.

Mitch smiled and stuck out his hand. “Danny! Good to see you.”

The youth shook Mitch’s hand. “You, too, Mr. Reid, Mr. Valentino.”

“Your dad had you for the weekend?” Joey asked.

Danny nodded, looking disappointed. “Yeah, my mom dropped me off last night so Dad and I could go to the fireworks. Supposed to go down by the lake and have a picnic today but...” his arm swept out, indicating the controlled chaos. “Mom’s downstairs to pick me up.”

“I’m sorry. I know your Dad was really looking forward to spending some time with you,” Mitch replied.

Danny shrugged. “It’s okay, I understand. He’s gotta work.” He looked at Joey. “I know how bad this guy is. Good luck.”

“Thanks, Danny,” Joey answered. “Take it easy and we’ll see you around, okay?”

“You bet!” With a smile and a wave, the teenager continued on down the hall and Mitch and Joey stepped inside the bullpen.

People moved all around the two men as they made their way to their desks on the far side of the room, both blue uniformed patrol officers and plain clothes detectives like Mitch and Joey. Before they could reach their destination, fellow detective Dean Sullivan walked up to them.

“Mitch. Joe,” he greeted them. “Can you believe this shit?”

Joey shook his head at the stocky, thirty-three year-old, red-headed man, voice hard. “What the hell happened?”

“I don’t have all the details. Cap will call a meeting as soon as we’re all here,” Dean replied.

Mitch looked around the room. “Where’s your partner?”

Dean rolled his eyes and hooked his thumb over his shoulder. “You mean Casanova?”

Both Mitch and Joey turned to look in the direction Dean was pointing, spying thirty-year-old, dark-haired Kei Watanabe. He was chatting up Susan, a civilian employee. Twice a day she brought in coffee, sandwiches and yes, doughnuts, for officers tied to their desks, too busy to run out or down to the cafeteria to grab a bite to eat. Kei was affectionately known as “Mr. GQ” around the department. No matter how casually dressed the rest of the detectives were, Kei wore a sharp suit and tie each and every day, not one hair ever out of place. But despite his slick appearance, Kei was one of the nicest guys around.

The three men’s attention was drawn away from Kei’s apparent courtship ritual when the door to the bullpen opened to admit veteran detective Rick Taylor. At fifty-one years-old, Rick was the oldest of the core group
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