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As I began writing Kyleigh and Lauchlan’s story, I knew I could not do it justice in 10,000 words. As a result, this short story does end with a cliffhanger. I did not start out with the intention of ending this story in such a way. I, myself, am not a huge fan of cliffhangers, but there is much more to tell in their story and I wanted to do justice to both the characters and you, my readers.

Kyleigh and Lock’s story will be continued in the full-length novel Flames of Desire, coming early in 2025.
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Dedicated to all those who dare to dream

Remember to always Be the Storm
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Chapter 1

Kyleigh
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Age Five

 

 

At the tender age of five, Kyleigh learned that not every child was friendly. It was a warm summer day, the sun was bright in the sky, and Kyleigh’s nanny had taken her and her siblings to the park to play. The nanny sat on one of the many benches, her nose in a book, while the four older MacLellan children ran amok and the twins slept soundly in their pram.

That day, her vibrant red hair was in pigtails that swayed back and forth while she pushed herself on a swing. She felt so proud to not need someone to push her anymore. A sudden tug on one of her ponytails had the swing turning sideways and a soft cry slipping from her lips. “Ow!”

“Crybaby. I didna hurt ya none.”

She stopped swinging and rubbed her head. “Did too!”

The boy reached out as if he was going to do it again and another boy was suddenly there. “Leave her alone.”

She watched as the one who’d been picking on her walked away, a sulking expression on his face. “Thank ye.” She smiled shyly at the dark-haired boy.

“Welcome.” He flashed his own grin and ran off before she could say anything else.
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Age Seven

 

 

“Nanny? Do I really have to go to the market with you?” 

“Aye, ye know ye do, Little Miss.”

At seven, Kyleigh was still too young to be left at the manor, unlike her older brothers. She pouted and huffed, but she put her shoes on, took hold of the pram her younger brother and sister still used, and made the short trek into town.

This day, there were more things to see at the market. Usually, it was just the usual vegetable vendors, but everywhere she looked, all Kyleigh saw was sparkly things. She stopped to look at a display, and got lost in all the shiny gems sparkling in the afternoon sun.

“Nanny? Can we get one of these, please?” She looked up, expecting to see the woman standing beside her, but she wasn’t. “Nanny?” Turning every which way, the woman was nowhere to be seen.

“Nanny! Nanny!” She started to cry as fear gripped her. She didn’t know how to get home from the market and there were so many people, how was she ever going to find her?

“Don’t cry. What’s wrong?”

Kyleigh sniffled and looked up to find a familiar pair of green eyes watching her. It was the dark-haired boy who’d helped her that day at the park. “I lost my Nanny.”

“It’s gonna be okay. I’ll help you look. She’s probably looking for you right now.”

When he held his hand out, she took it tentatively.

“You think so?”

“A’course I do!”

She gripped his hand tightly as they moved through the market. It wasn’t long before the sound of her name being called reached them.

“Kyleigh! Kyleigh, where are you?”

“Nanny!” As soon as she heard the woman’s voice, she dropped the hand she was holding and ran through the crowd.

“Oh, thank Bridgid! Child, ye nearly gave me a heart attack!”

“I’m sorry, Nanny. I was looking at all the sparkly stones and didn’t know you’d left.” She sniffled and looked down at her feet.

“Now, chin up, child. It all turned out well. And who might ye be?”

Kyleigh realized her nanny was talking to the boy who’d helped her. 

“Lauchlan.” He grinned. “Happy to help.”

“Lock, there you are. We gotta go before your papa gets mad.”

An older boy gripped his shoulder and Kyleigh watched as the two ran off.

“Let’s go home, child. The twins will be wanting their lunch soon.”

“Yes Nanny.” Even as she followed her nanny down the road, back to her home, she thought about the boy who’d helped her twice now.
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Age Ten

 

 

It was hard being one of only two girls in a family of six. At the age of ten, she was too old to play with the twins, who were only five, but her older brothers said she was too young to play with them.

It was early summer, the sky was clear, there was a faint breeze rustling the leaves from nearby trees, and Kyleigh was itching to go outside and play. As soon as the nanny was focused on getting the twins down for a nap, she snuck outside. Her eyes narrowed in on her three older brothers—Ainsley, Balfour, and Barclay—as they headed toward the path that would lead them away from the castle.

“Whatcha doin’?” she asked and grinned when all three boys jumped, startled.

“Dang it, Kyleigh, don’t do that!” Barclay groused. “You scared us.”

“But it’s fun to make you jump.” She grinned up at them. “Where are you going?”

“We’re meeting some friends in the hollow for a game of Rounders,” Ainsley replied. Rounders was similar in many ways to American baseball.

“I wanna play.”

“You’re too little. Go play with the twins,” Balfour sneered.

Kyleigh stuck her tongue out at him. “Am not,” she grumbled. “Don’t wanna play with them,” she added under her breath. She watched them leave and moped for all of five seconds before she took off after them. Just because they wouldn’t let her play didn’t mean she couldn’t watch. In secret.

She was silent as she crept closer to the bushes edging the hollow. It was what the grownups called ‘neutral ground’—not that she really understood what that meant. All she knew was that the boys liked to go there to play Rounders with other boys from the surrounding area.

Kyleigh settled down to watch the game. She peered through the leaves, a pout still on her face, because her brothers wouldn’t let her play. The pout intensified when she saw a boy not much bigger than her playing with them.

“Stupid boys,” she grumbled under her breath. 

The sound of running approached her, pulling her from her thoughts. Kyleigh looked up in time to see the ball coming right for her and her hiding spot. A squeak of fear escaped her and she knew she wasn’t going to be able to move fast enough to keep from being spotted.

Just as she thought the ball was going to land on top of her, a shadow blocked out the sun. Her eyes lifted and her fear turned to surprise. 

It was him. The same boy who’d chased a bully away at the park when she was really little. The same boy who’d helped her when she’d gotten lost at the market.

In that brief moment, they shared a secret smile before he moved away from the bushes and resumed their game.


Chapter 2

Lauchlan
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Age Eight

 

 

For most eight year old boys, their biggest worry was if they would get to play with their friends. Lauchlan Adair wasn’t like most eight year old boys. As the first born, and eldest son of the Adair family, he was already being trained to one day take over the family reins.

As a clan of Griffin shifters, that meant having very little time for fun and games. Most of his days were spent reading about the history of shifters around the world, training to fight in both human and griffin form, and joining his father during meetings.

However, every now and then his mother insisted he get to enjoy his childhood some. As those days were few and far between, they were most precious to him.

It was early afternoon when he found himself at the park nestled close to the hollow, where other children were playing. For a brief moment, he could just be a boy playing with others.

“Ow!”

The small voice caught his attention as he was running toward the jungle gym, but it was the rougher voice of an older boy that made him stop in his tracks.

“Crybaby. I didna hurt ya none.”

Lauchlan approached the swings just as the little girl responded.

 “Did too!”

When the bully reached out to grab one of the little girl’s ponytails, Lauchlan was there to stop him. “Leave her alone.” Even at the age of eight, he had an air of
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