
 

You Look Familiar-A Very Special Valentine’s Day with Carter and Reed 

 

“I’m really sorry, Reed. You know I wouldn’t ask, but I’m sick; I gave Rick the night off 

to be with his girlfriend, and they’re out of town and the new bartender just fucking quit on me. I 

need one other person to handle the bar besides Kevin.” 

“Vernon, it’s no big deal.” Reed tucked the cordless phone between his chin and 

shoulder. “Carter’s not even home this weekend, and Helen’s been asking when Jacks can come 

for a sleepover. I’m sure she’ll be fine with tonight.” 

“And you won’t get in trouble at work?” 

“Nah. I took the night off. With Carter gone, I figured Jacks would need someone home 

to watch him. So I’m happy to help out.”  

Valentine’s Day didn’t mean much to Reed with Carter away on business. He’d have to 

plan a belated celebration—something to make sure Carter never forgot the holiday again. It 

hadn’t meant much to Reed when Carter mentioned it a month ago, but the closer it got to 

February, he couldn’t blink without being bombarded by ads featuring loving couples having 

champagne-infused dinners and he started to feel a bit sorry for himself that he’d be sitting home 

alone. Now he’d be at the bar, surrounded by singles looking to hook up on the sexiest night of 

the year. 

“You’re saving my ass. I really appreciate it.” 

“No problem. I’ll see you tonight.” 

After hanging up, Reed made his coffee, and when it finished perking, poured himself a 

cup, scanning the empty table. On a normal Saturday, Carter would be there, reading the paper 



while he made them all breakfast.  The house seemed so big with only him and Jacks home, and 

for a moment, his thoughts ran wild. What if Carter’s plane crashed and he never came back? 

What would happen to Jacks then? He twisted the ring on his finger round and round. 

“Stop it,” he muttered to himself. “Stop creating problems where there aren’t any.” 

“Reed?”  

He glanced up to see Jacks standing in the doorway of the kitchen. To the average person 

he looked like any nine-year-old boy, except Jacks was bordering on twelve. Yet he didn’t let 

that hold him back, and since Reed had come to live with him and Carter last year, Jacks had a 

full social life of afterschool playdates and weekend parties and sleepovers. It exhausted Reed 

thinking about it, but Jacks’s progression was remarkable and thrilled Carter who still, as Reed 

knew, wanted to protect Jacks from the world.  

“Hey what’s doing? Feel like some breakfast?” 

“Yeah, sure. Do you have to work tonight?” Anxious silvery eyes, so like Carter’s, 

searched his. 

“If that’s okay with you. I was going to text Helen to see if you could have a sleepover.” 

The worried expression vanished, replaced by a delighted whoop of happiness. “Oh yay. 

Helen said the next time I came over we could make pizza.” All smiles, Jacks opened the 

refrigerator and took out the container of milk. “I want Froot Loops.” 

Never underestimate the power of pizza, Reed chuckled to himself. 

     

*      *    *   * 

 



At ten that night, Reed stood behind the bar feeling both nostalgic and caught in a bit of a 

time warp. His whole world had changed in this bar; it was where he first met Carter, that night 

setting off a string of far-reaching events neither of them could have ever predicted.  Strange he 

hadn’t heard from Carter all day and for the umpteenth time, Reed checked his phone, but no 

new messages winked back at him. The screen remained upsettingly empty. 

Knowing how Carter immersed himself in his work, Reed held off texting him even a 

hello. Most likely he sat with his clients in some trendy Miami bar, listening to them spout off 

their financial statements in an effort to impress everyone around them. He grinned to himself, 

thinking how boring it all sounded. Carter had bitched and complained endlessly about having to 

fly out to Miami on such short notice, but these new clients were highly demanding, and Carter 

prided himself on his company’s personal service. 

The pace picked up in the bar, and Reed soon fell back into the routine he’d all but 

forgotten over the past year. He’d served what seemed like his hundredth pink sea breeze—the 

bar’s concession to Valentine’s Day and was swiping the customer’s credit card when he heard a 

voice. Deep yet quiet, it was the one he’d always hear above anyone else. 

“I’d like a Grey Goose on the rocks.” 

A smile burst over his face and Reed spun around to see Carter, looking a bit rumpled, 

his jaw rough with dark stubble and so fucking sexy he wanted to jump over the bar and climb 

him. 

“Hi. When did you get back?” 

A lazy but decidedly wicked grin titled Carter’s sensuous mouth and he crooked a finger 

at him. Reed stepped closer to hear.  

“What’s your name?” 



A laugh escaped him. “Are you serious? What’s going on?” He leaned across the bar 

close enough to see the thin line of black encircling the irises of Carter’s silvery eyes. Close 

enough to smell his wonderful scent Reed had been missing for a week. Whatever game Carter 

played, Reed didn’t care, he’d go along with it. He had his man back and all was right in his 

world. 

	  “Reed,” he said, his eyes sliding shut as the tip of Carter’s finger traced his lips. Only 

one week away and all it took was a touch to set his blood to boiling. “My name is Reed.”  

 “So, Reed.” Carter slid a warm palm across his cheek and cupped his face, brushing their 

lips together. “Are you with someone exclusive? Or does he let you out to play?” 

The air closed in on him, and as always when Carter touched him, Reed found it hard to 

breathe. A sigh of pleasure escaped him at the press of Carter’s fingers as they slid through his 

hair. 

“Oh, I’m exclusive. Very, very exclusive.”  

“I guess that’s why I haven’t seen you here before.” Carter played havoc with the lobe of 

his ear, tickling and teasing it with his thumb. Reed’s breath caught short and his heart pounded. 

They danced around each other like they did at their first meeting—each wanting the other so 

badly yet not giving in to that pull. Not yet. 

He opened his eyes to Carter’s seductive smile. “I’m helping out the owner. I had nothing 

to do tonight, and my stepson is with the sitter.” 

A slight tilt of Carter’s head and a blink were his only acknowledgment. “Well, Reed, 

with that face, I think a man would have to be crazy to leave you alone with nothing to do. What 

time is your shift over?” 

 “I get off at midnight. I have the early shift.” 



“Lucky me.”  Carter braced his hands on the bar and kissed him, and oblivious to the 

whistles and catcalls from the crowd, Reed looped his arms around Carter’s neck and melted into 

him, greedy for more. Standing up on his toes, he held onto Carter’s neck while their lips and 

tongues sucked, nibbled and licked, rediscovering the shape and taste of each other. 

“Maybe we can go in the back for a quickie,” Carter whispered to him, his heated breath 

sending tingles down Reed’s spine. “You fucking turn me on so much.” 

Calling upon whatever reserve of strength he possessed, Reed stopped kissing Carter and 

drew in a shaky breath against his cheek, loving the familiar roughness against his own. God, he 

missed him. 

 “I can’t. We’re short-handed, and I can’t leave the other bartender in a lurch.” Yet he 

made no move to walk away, unwilling to break their embrace, wanting to kiss Carter’s reddened 

lips again. 

“Your dedication is admirable. I hope the bar owner and your man know how lucky they 

are. If you were mine, I’d make sure to let you know.” 

 “I’ll make sure to tell them both.” 

At Carter’s slow grin and nod, Reed started to walk away, but Carter caught him by the 

hand and held him.  That simple touch set off a fierce rush of desire through Reed, and he almost 

gasped out loud. And then he felt it—the smooth edge of the gold ring he’d given Carter brushed 

against his palm, reminding him of all he’d gained during the year. He squeezed Carter’s hand. 

“I’ll take my drink now, though.” 

Still not quite sure what Carter had planned, Reed kept quiet and nodded, pulling his 

hand away to fix the drink. A sense of déjà vu swept over him as he placed the glass in front of 

Carter; every detail of their first meeting etched within his mind like an engraving. The nervous 



anticipation and his worry over stranger sex almost caused him to bolt, until the yearning he’d 

spotted in Carter’s eyes and the desperate loneliness revealed a man not unlike him. Flawed and 

hurting. Waiting for love. 

“Thanks.” 

Their eyes met, and Reed now saw only passion, warmth, and love reflected back in 

Carter’s regard. 

“I’ll see you at midnight, then.” 

 

*      *     *     * 

 

When he touched down at JFK that evening, Carter had only two thoughts: home and 

Reed. He’d changed his flight to leave a day earlier, wanting to surprise Reed and be home for 

Valentine’s Day. Carter gave himself a pat on the back for arranging this, knowing Reed 

expected nothing. Carter couldn’t wait for Reed’s reaction. Damn. He couldn’t wait to see Reed, 

period. A week away with no one next to him in bed, no one to tangle his cold feet with and to 

hold in the middle of the night sucked. Reed was nothing short of addicting and making love to 

him, hell, merely holding him gave Carter a happiness he never knew existed outside of the 

stories he read to Jacks when he was younger. Yeah, his life had become a fairy tale, and he 

fucking loved it. 

Cursing his dead cell phone, Carter strode through the airport anxious to get his bag and 

get home. This was the first time he’d left home for an extended period of time and though 

leaving Jacks wasn’t as much of a concern anymore, Carter still worried. For all of Reed’s 

progress, Carter knew he wasn’t as secure with Jacks when it was only him in charge.  And 



though Carter knew Reed could handle Jacks and almost any situation thrown at him, telling him 

didn’t help. Living with Reed had taught Carter he needed to back away sometimes and let his 

lover work through his anxiety and find his own way in the world, no matter how he itched to 

protect and help him. 

Coming home to find the house dark disconcerted him for a moment; where the hell was 

everyone? It was only eight o’clock, so Jacks should be in his room spending some time reading 

but more likely playing on his tablet. Carter let himself in and dropped his suitcase and coat by 

the door then ran up the stairs. When he found both Jacks’s and his own bedroom empty, his 

heart skipped a beat and he grabbed the phone by the bed to call the one person he knew would 

have the answers. 

“Helen? It’s me.” 

“Carter? You’re home early. What a nice surprise.” 

“Yeah.” He hated being short with Helen, but his nerves were shot. “Do you know where 

Jacks is? No one’s home and my phone died so—” 

“It’s fine, he’s here with me.” 

Relief flooded through him, and he fell back on the bed with a whoosh. “Oh good. I got 

scared. I know it’s stupid, but…” 

“It’s not stupid. I don’t blame you. But Reed called and said he had to fill in at the bar. 

Vernon had an emergency. Jacks and I made pizza, and now he’s watching a movie.” 

“Oh, okay.” This would require a slight adjustment in his plans, but then a thought 

popped into his mind, and he almost laughed out loud. “I have an idea.” 

    *     *     *     * 



Midnight ticked closer, and Carter almost laughed at the confused looks Reed kept 

shooting him from across the bar. He’d missed him so damn much this past week it almost hurt 

to be so close and not touch him. But that would run counter-productive to his plan for the 

evening, which he’d made hasty arrangements for during his trip into the city. Carter had lived 

his whole life always having a backup plan at the ready, and this one might be his best yet. 

The vodka slid down nice and easy, but he’d made sure to nurse his second drink until he 

left.  He didn’t want to lose control before he was alone with Reed. That wasn’t part of the plan.   

“Hey, I’m ready.”  

Looking up from his glass, seeing Reed standing there confused him for a moment. Did 

the past year even happen? 

“You okay?” Reed slipped his arms around his waist feeling so damn good it should be 

illegal. But he had a part to play and needed to focus.  

“Are you ready? Can you spend the night with me?” 

Glints of gold sparked in Reed’s amber eyes as his lips curved in a smile. “I can. It’s all 

arranged.” 

“Good. Let’s go then.” 

“Where are—” 

Carter placed two fingers over Reed’s mouth. “Shh. Trust me?” 

“Funny enough, I do.” 

Their arms entwined, he and Reed walked out of the bar. It didn’t take a minute before a 

cab pulled up with its light on and he hailed it. They got inside and settled into their seat. 

“The West Hotel, please.” 



“Traffic’s a bitch tonight; it’s gonna take a while.” The cabbie glanced back at them 

before putting the car in drive. 

A slow smile crept across his face. “That’s fine.” 

He turned back to Reed, who gazed at him with delight. “I see what you’re doing.” 

Drawing him close, Carter whispered in his ear, “Baby you have no idea what I’m going 

to do to you.” 

A shiver rippled through Reed’s slim body, and Carter loved that even after a year they 

could still surprise each other. 

“I don’t care what you do, as long as you do it with me.” 

Reed sighed in his arms, and Carter dipped his head, their mouths meeting in a gentle 

touch. No need to rush, the fire between them needed little to stoke the flames. One touch from 

Reed had always been all it took to send Carter’s world reeling. The press of his lips, Reed 

clutching his hair to draw him closer up; all were his anchor, his safety. One week away had 

been seven days too long; he missed his life and this man in his arms who’d so ensnared him 

with his sweet love and passion, Carter would give him anything he wanted. 

They remained kissing and caressing each other with subtle, gentle brushes of fingertips 

and lips against quivering skin. Darkness enveloped them in the back of that musty cab but 

Carter sensed Reed’s desire. It existed between them, a force so bright and beautiful it reached 

out to slide into Carter’s bloodstream, giving him life.  

 All too soon, the cab stopped in front of the hotel, once a familiar sight to them both. 

Arms around each other, he and Reed walked into the lobby and Carter, who’d been there earlier, 

viewed the new decorations with a cursory glance. More importantly, Carter watched Reed’s 

face, serene and undeniably joyful. 



“Happy?” 

Reed squeezed him tighter. “I am now.” 

They rode up the elevators in silence and it wasn’t until they got inside the suite—their 

suite—that Carter spoke. He unzipped his jacket and tossed it on the chair, waiting for Reed to 

follow suit. 

“Remember? Remember the first time I brought you here? I thought you’d be a one-and-

done, like every other person in my life.” He slid his fingers into the belt loops of Reed’s black 

jeans and pulled him close. Carter wanted Reed to feel how hard he was—how much he was 

wanted. “But I couldn’t let you go. I couldn’t forget you.” 

Unsmiling, Reed popped the tab open on his jeans and after stepping out of his sneakers, 

unzipped them and pulled them off, kicking them to the side. Without breaking eye contact, Reed 

undid Carter’s pants as well, helping him take them off after he kicked off his shoes. When he’d 

finished, Reed backed him up to the wall, took his hands and pinned him there, kissing him with 

deep, soft thrusts of tongue. Their cocks rubbed up against each other, the dampening fabric of 

their boxers giving pleasurable friction to the ache pulsating within him. Carter flattened against 

the wall and sighed, as Reed licked a wet path down his throat to the shell of his ear. 

 “I remember things too,” whispered Reed, lips warm with promise. “I remember what 

you said to me in the bar.” He let go of one hand and reached inside Carter’s boxers to grasp 

hold of his aching dick. “ ‘I want you to fuck me. Make me scream.’ ” 

The beautiful comfort in Reed’s strokes him gave him chills, and he shamelessly thrust 

hard into Reed’s hand, while he trembled and shook against the wall. “Oh God,” he groaned. 

“Fuck.” 



Once again, as he had a year earlier, Reed surprised Carter by taking control. He yanked 

Carter’s boxers off and sank to his knees, gripping Carter’s hip and teasing his groin with his 

mouth and fingers. Each gentle touch felt fresh and new, every kiss, fiery yet sweet. Carter 

moaned, teetering on the edge of coming apart. 

“Fuck me, baby, please.” He burned from the inside out; his skin tender, feeling flayed 

apart. “If you want me to beg you, I will.” 

The tight, wet warmth of Reed’s soft lips took his cock deep and Carter shuddered, 

seeking purchase against the smooth wall. Finding none, he dug his fingernails into the palms of 

his hands to keep from grabbing hold of Reed’s head and fucking his mouth hard and fast. Too 

soon, too soon, he thought in a haze of lust, and he forced himself to hold back the wave 

threatening to crash over him and carry him away. 

Reed sat back on his heels and wiped his red glistening lips. “Turn around and face the 

wall.”  He got up and walked over to Carter’s bag and unzipped the side pocket, taking out a 

small bottle of lube. A faint smile crossed his lips, and Carter’s body throbbed at what he knew 

was about to come. His hand slick and gleaming, Reed returned to him and pressed a sweet kiss 

to his lips. Carter tasted his pre-come on Reed’s tongue and he trembled, the hungry need rising 

within him. 

“I missed you,” he murmured, his head falling back as Reed began a lazy exploration of 

his neck with his marvelously talented tongue. “I couldn’t sleep without you.” 

“Oh yeah?” Reed smiled against his throat. “I was awake the nights myself. You 

should’ve called me. We could’ve had some dirty phone sex.” 



The thought had occurred to him, but it wasn’t the sex he missed. Plenty of guys hit on 

him while he was away, but it never occurred to Carter to pay attention to their innuendos and 

invitations. All he needed; the only one he wanted was Reed. 

“I missed you, not your cock, although it’s a beautiful part of you.” Nuzzling close, 

losing himself in the scent of Reed and the taste of his skin, Carter almost didn’t recognize 

himself. But living with Reed this past year had changed him, made him a better person. One not 

ashamed to be afraid or show his love. The rewards—having Jacks succeed far beyond what he’d 

ever imagined and Reed loving him despite his faults—far exceeded any happiness he’d ever 

imagined. 

“I don’t like waking up alone or even being by myself in bed anymore.	  It’s different 

when you work the night shift; I know I’ll wake up and you’ll be there.”  He caught Reed’s face 

in the palms of his hand. “It’s no good without you anymore, baby.” 

An incandescent smile lit up Reed’s face, and Carter knew he’d said the right thing.  

“I love you too.”  

With one hand, Reed pulled off his briefs until he too stood, naked and Carter caught a 

glimpse of his thick, reddened cock. Trembling, Carter reached out to touch him, loving the hot 

velvety softness of his skin and took both their cocks in his hand, their sticky fluid coating his 

fingers as he jacked them off. Their lips met and desire took over; tongues slid, wet, hot and 

searching and Carter struggled to remain standing in a world that spun out of control.  

“Fuck me. Right here.” 

With a strength Carter didn’t know he possessed, Reed flipped him around. “Spread your 

legs,” Reed whispered, soft lips right up against his ear. “Now.” 



Finally. Nothing turned him on more than a bossy, dominant Reed. And damned if Reed 

fucking him against the wall didn’t crank him up tighter than ever. But he wanted to have a little 

fun. 

“Make me.” 

Reed’s low chuckle sent a ripple of pure lust down his spine. “Yeah? Okay.” 

Before he could answer Reed knocked his legs apart and slid a wet finger deep into his 

hole and began to pump it hard. 

“Ahh, fuck.” Seeing stars, Carter pushed back on his hand, desperate and greedy to be 

filled. “Do it,” he gritted out. 

“You think after a week away I’m gonna rush this? No way.” 

Reed bit down lightly on his shoulder, then licked away the sting. A trail of kisses 

proceeded down his back but that didn’t stop Reed’s wicked magical fingers from causing havoc 

inside him as they twisted and pressed until Carter cried out, his world narrowing to that burning 

stretch inside him that let him know he was alive. 

Laughing against Carter’s back, Reed removed his fingers then spread his ass wide. 

“You’re so beautiful. So mine.” 

“Yeah.” The cool air against his drenched skin didn’t halt the rising fever in his blood 

and he reached down to jerk his rigid cock, thumb sliding over the crown to pick up the wetness 

leaking from the tip.  

The thick shaft of Reed’s slicked-up cock slid between his ass cheeks, the rounded head 

catching the rim of his hole, teasing him, sending flutters of excitement buzzing through him. In 

frustration, Carter pushed back, but Reed held him pinned against the wall, keeping up that 

maddeningly teasing stroke until Carter broke apart with pleasure and sobbed out loud. 



“Please, God, please.” 

At his cry, Reed gave him what he craved and sank deep inside him, holding him close 

with a strong arm around his waist, thrusting slow and steady. Together they rocked, Carter 

barely able to stand as tremors wracked his body. 

Carter wanted to speak, to tell Reed how much he loved him but words failed, so he 

turned his head and with their innate connection, Reed sensed his need and found his mouth, 

kissing him, deep, hard and searching, breaths mingling. 

 Much too soon, his orgasm crashed through him like a tidal wave, drenching him with 

sweetness; his come splattered through his fingers, hitting the wall before him. Carter thought he 

might fall, but Reed held him tight, and his ass clenched tight, milking Reed’s cock as he came 

deep inside. 

They stayed together with Reed draped over him, Carter’s cheek flat up against the wall. 

He could think of no more perfect homecoming or Valentine’s Day celebration than to be loved 

by the man he loved. 

“Welcome home. I’m glad you decided to surprise me.” Reed snuggled closer, his cock 

softening, but neither wanted to move and break the spell. 

If Carter had his way, he’d give a lifetime of surprises for this man. 

“Me too. Wanna take a shower then go to bed?” 

“Mmm hmm. Sounds good.” Reed pulled out slowly and Carter winced but missed his 

body heat and turned to hold him close. 

“When I saw you at the bar tonight, I thought back to that first night and it scared me to 

think how I might never have found you, or how stupid I was that first night when I sent you 

away.” 



“Tonight I plan to stay.” Reed’s eyes sparkled with laughter. “The night is young, and 

we’re just getting started.” 

Carter kissed him. “You bet. We have forever.” 


