

    
        
          Reunion With A Fae

        

        
        
          Mythical Heat, Volume 10

        

        
        
          Cassandra Vayne

        

        
          Published by Knotted Quill, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      REUNION WITH A FAE

    

    
      First edition. February 13, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Cassandra Vayne.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215760123

    

    
    
      Written by Cassandra Vayne.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Cassandra Vayne

	    

      
	    
          
	      College Shifter

          
        
          
	          The Wolf's Roommate

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Incubus Dreams

          
        
          
	          Incubus Dreams: Part 1

          
        
          
	          Incubus Dreams: Part 2

          
        
          
	          Incubus Dreams: Part 3

          
        
          
	          Incubus Dreams: Part 4

          
        
          
	          Incubus Dreams: Complete Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mythical Heat

          
        
          
	          Dragon Offering

          
        
          
	          A Virgin for the Forest God

          
        
          
	          Medusa's Guest

          
        
          
	          The Summoner

          
        
          
	          Insomnia

          
        
          
	          Bride of the Demon

          
        
          
	          The Mating Service

          
        
          
	          The Huntress

          
        
          
	          The Thief

          
        
          
	          Reunion With A Fae

          
        
          
	          The Hazing

          
        
          
	          Her Gargoyle Guard

          
        
          
	          Summoning the Merman

          
        
          
	          The Cult

          
        
          
	          Inconvenient Rut

          
        
          
	          Saved by the Undine

          
        
          
	          The Wildcat's Prize

          
        
          
	          Last Hunt

          
        
          
	          Witch's Forest

          
        
          
	          The New Thing

          
        
          
	          Last Spacewalk

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Good Boy

          
        
          
	          Fylgja

          
        
          
	          The Inheritance

          
        
          
	          Prey

          
        
          
	          Ink and Pom-Poms

          
        
          
	          A Flash of Scale

          
        
          
	          Trail Run

          
        
          
	          Forest's Patience: A Paranormal Lesbian Romance

          
        
          
	          A Dance for the Warlord

          
        
          
	          Mythical Heat: A M/F Collection

          
        
          
	          Mythical Heat: A F/F Collection

          
        
          
	          Mythical Heat: A M/M Collection

          
        
          
	          Moving Forward

          
        
          
	          The Selkie's Librarian

          
        
          
	          The Assignment: A M/M Erotic Short

          
        
          
	          Trying Denial: A F/M Erotic Short Story

          
        
          
	          First Time Alone: A Solo Erotic Short Story

          
        
          
	          Stress Relief: A M/M/F Erotic Short

          
        
          
	          Long Distance Call: A F/F Erotic Short

          
        
          
	          Chest Challenge: A M/M Erotic Short

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Cassandra Vayne’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Cassandra Vayne

Reunion With A Fae (Mythical Heat, #10)

Sign up for Cassandra Vayne's Mailing List

Also By Cassandra Vayne

About the Author


-
[image: ]


Gerald collapsed on the couch, exhausted from finally getting the last box out of his car. 'I guess I should get in shape.' He thought, using the bottom of his baggy shirt to wipe his face, immediately tugging it back into place to cover his belly. His sandy brown hair was soaked with sweat and all Gerald wanted was a comforting shower. He looked around at the boxes scattered around him and groaned at the thought of having to unpack felt like climbing a mountain on another planet.

It was a mixed blessing when his cell phone rang. He didn't want to get started with the daunting task of putting everything away, but Gerald knew putting it off wouldn't help. He'd let it go to voicemail but his uncle didn't like being ignored. "Hey, Uncle Jim."

"Good to hear your voice, Gerald.” Uncle Jim’s voice was raspy and trying to cut through a bunch of people talking in the background. “Just calling to make sure you got there alright."

'More like calling to see if I gave up and you get Mom's house.' "I got here fine. Just brought in the last box."

Gerald could hear his uncle muttering to his aunt in the background but he must have been covering the phone because Gerald couldn't make out the words. "Are you unpacking? You shouldn't procrastinate on that even if you don't have much stuff."

The entire call was going to be little digs at how he went from his tiny apartment to his childhood home in a small town with more trees than people and Gerald was just not in the mood. Uncle Jim may be bitter his mom left the family home to her only son rather than her brother but Gerald didn’t need to hear about it. He didn't feel lucky to have the house. He'd rather have his mother than a house. Not even knowing how sick she was, he did promise her he would take care of it after she passed so, he'd sold his apartment, packed up his life, and came back to his hometown. "I better get to work then. I'll call you later. Say hi to Aunt Rachel for me. Bye!" He said, failing to sound natural in the slightest but he'd deal with the fallout of rushing off the phone another day. For now, Gerald just needed quiet.

He left the phone on the couch while he went to unpack, starting with his computer and setting up the internet so he could get back to work after his bereavement leave was over. Gerald did freelance animation and art commissions at home so there wasn’t much pressure but he didn’t want to wallow. He could continue being bereaved whenever needed and work would be a great distraction.

By the time he was done, Gerald felt sore all over and his stomach growled. He didn't have the energy to do much more than make a sandwich with whatever was left over from his old place and some shelf-stable things his mom left behind.

Sadly, his mother was well aware of her fate and there was nothing perishable in the house.

Now the quiet was a bit much and Gerald took his sandwich and his sketchbook to the backyard, where his old swing set still stood. He carefully sat on the swing, praying it would hold his weight as he looked out at the nostalgic view. Mom's house sat at the top of a hill looking out at a small creek and beautiful trees. Gerald spend hours by that creek and in the little forest; as if he were some great explorer or mythical creature.

Nibbling at the sandwich, Gerald watched the flowing water and tried not to dwell on the fact he would never hear his mother humming from the kitchen again. The sandwich was suddenly tasteless and sat in his throat like gum as he tried to force it down. He didn't want to cry anymore, Gerald just couldn't muster up the energy. His eyes watered but not enough for a tear to escape, only enough to make him wipe his face to relieve the itch caused by the moisture on his eyelashes.

He lingered there long after the sandwich was gone, lazily sketching a face his hand was very familiar with. Whenever he felt unmotivated or blocked, Gerald would just let the pencils flow on the page; somehow drawing the same face over and over. A strong jaw, bright green eyes, and a smile that exuded comfort and warmth. Gerald sat there sketching until the sun went down and more bugs than he was comfortable with showed interest in him.

Gerald just couldn't claim his mother's room or his old room so the couch had to do. It was comforting to snuggle under his blanket after a hot shower, happy his mother's scent still lingered as he fell into a fitful sleep.
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Instead of his alarm, another phone call from Uncle Jim shocked Gerald awake but he just ignored it. The first moments of the morning were for coffee and a sweet treat to go with it, not for Uncle Jim’s attitude, so Gerald left the phone behind as he went to start his day.

Once he was caffeinated and what remained of his possessions were unpacked, Gerald started to break down the boxes but quickly ran out of steam. ‘I should definitely start working out.' He mopped his face with a towel and frowned when he looked down at his body; disappointed it was no longer as strong due to being hunched over tablets and computers to complete his art. When the doorbell rang, he almost wanted to ignore that along with his phone since he was all sweaty and sticky but Gerald was expecting some deliveries that needed to be signed for.

When he opened the door, there was no delivery person but Gerald was almost knocked to the ground by a tall, lanky guy who enveloped him in a tight hug.

"You're finally back!" The man's voice was deep and filled with unrestrained excitement.

"Wait, what?" Gerald managed to stay on his feet but his muscles shook when he tried to wiggle out of the embrace. "Who are you?"

The stranger stepped back, finally allowing Gerald to get a decent look at him. He was taller with lean muscle and a sharp square chin with a beard the same color as the black hair on his head. A thin scar ran through one bushy eyebrow but otherwise, his features were so symmetrical, it made him look ethereally handsome. "Oh no," When his face fell, Gerald thought his heart would break to see so much sadness in those bright green eyes. "You don't remember me? Then, how are you here?"

Gerald backed away from the open front door, his thought spinning. What should he do? Call the police? Try and run? "Mom died." He stuttered, taking small steps back to create some distance; closer to the kitchen where there were sharp objects in case Gerald needed them. "She l-left me the house and I moved back here-"

"Oh no," The man frowned and his eyes filled with tears. "I just visited her last week. She didn't say anything about being sick."

His mom wasn't the type to talk about her problems but Gerald was more concerned about how this stranger knew his mother. "Who are you? How did you know, Mom?"

"I was worried this would happen." He looked even sadder and Gerald had a strong urge to let him have another hug. "We were very close as children but I had to leave and the memories of me faded away. I can bring them back but I imagine you're confused enough and still grieving." He looked down at his hands as he twisted a green ring around his finger, backing towards the open front door. "I'll come back a better time."

Before Gerald could ask any more questions, the man was gone; leaving him baffled and staring out into the street. 'What in the world was that?' The stranger stayed on his mind for the rest of the day as he tried to remember ever seeing him before. Gerald had a few people he remembered from when he was young but they were mostly just friends on social media; some of them only contacted him to try and rope him into a pyramid scheme while the others he did chat with here and there.

'But I would absolutely remember a guy that hot.' Gerald felt his dick stirring while he was ruminating on this strange situation in the shower. He used the warm water to lubricate himself as he stroked his shaft. He was tall with long limbs to easily wrap you in warmth and comfort and soft olive-colored skin. His eyes were so bright and earnest, twinkling in a way Gerald had never seen before.

The thought
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