

    
        
          Fierce Quiet Claim: A Military Protective Romance

        

        
        
          Kelakkiyar siddhar

        

        
          Published by Kelakkiyar Siddhar Siddhar, 2025.

        

    


Copyright © 2025 Kelakkiyar Siddhar

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

For permissions, inquiries, or rights, please contact:

Siva Prakash Publishing

[arutperumjothi555@gmail.com]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Fierce Quiet Claim: A Military Protective Romance

Sign up for Kelakkiyar siddhar's Mailing List

Further Reading: Bodyguard After Dark: A Protector Age Gap Romance

Also By Kelakkiyar siddhar

Chapter 1 Storm Watch

The rain had settled in before sunrise, not loud or dramatic, just steady enough to erase sharp edges from the world. It softened the road, the hills, the line between what was close and what was far. Captain Aaron Hale stood at the edge of the temporary outpost with his hands tucked into his jacket pockets, shoulders squared against the damp cold. He watched the road the way some men watched the sea, with patience sharpened by experience.

The outpost was quiet. Too quiet for his liking. The kind of quiet that made him listen harder to the small things, the click of a loose panel in the wind, the low hum of the generator, the faint voices of his team inside the main structure. This was his responsibility. Every inch of ground, every person assigned here, every civilian scheduled to pass through the valley today.

A vehicle appeared through the mist, headlights dimmed by the rain. Aaron did not move until he was certain. He waited, counting seconds, tracking the way the engine sound rose and fell. Only then did he step forward and signal for the gate to open.

Inside the lead vehicle sat Mara Ellison, hands folded in her lap, eyes fixed straight ahead. She had been briefed, escorted, delayed, and rerouted so many times over the past week that she had stopped asking questions. What she understood was simple. This place mattered. What she carried mattered. And the people assigned to protect her took that seriously.

When the vehicle stopped, the door opened, and cold air rushed in. Aaron was there before her boots hit the ground. He did not reach for her, did not crowd her space, but his presence was unmistakable, like a wall quietly placed between her and the rest of the world.

Captain Hale, he said. You are Dr Ellison.

She nodded. Yes.

Welcome to Ridge Station. We will get you inside.

His voice was calm, steady, without the sharp edge she had come to expect from men in uniform. He turned slightly, not quite giving an order, more like setting a direction, and the team moved with him. Mara noticed how they watched him, how their attention followed small shifts in his posture. She noticed how his gaze never lingered, always moving, always measuring.

Inside, the outpost smelled of wet fabric and hot coffee. A map covered one wall, marked with careful lines and notes. Aaron gestured to a chair near the center table.

You can sit here. We will go over the schedule once the weather clears a bit.

She sat, removing her gloves slowly, letting the warmth seep back into her fingers. Thank you for meeting us out there. I know conditions are not ideal.

He shook his head. Conditions rarely are.

That made her smile, just a little. He did not smile back, but something in his expression eased, like a muscle releasing tension.

Aaron had read her file twice. Civil engineer. Infrastructure assessment. Civilian contractor with clearance higher than most people realized. Important enough to warrant his unit being pulled from a quieter assignment and placed here, in a valley that looked peaceful but had too many blind curves and too few places to retreat.

He did not tell her that. His job was not to burden her with what he carried. His job was to make sure she did her work and left with the same steady pulse she had arrived with.

Outside, the rain intensified, drumming against the roof. The generator faltered, then steadied. Aaron turned his head, listening, then nodded once to himself.

Sergeant Brooks stepped closer. Perimeter checks are complete. No movement on the east ridge. Visibility is still low.

Aaron replied without looking away from Mara. Double the watch on the north approach. Keep it quiet.

Brooks moved off, already issuing instructions.

Mara studied Aaron openly now. You do not seem surprised by any of this.

Surprise gets people hurt, he said.

She considered that. I imagine you have been doing this a long time.

Long enough.

She did not push further. Instead, she reached into her bag and pulled out a folder, placing it carefully on the table. I will need access to the upper access road by tomorrow if the weather improves.

Aaron finally looked directly at her. His eyes were sharp, assessing, but not unkind. We will see what the weather allows. Safety comes first.

I understand, she said. I would not be here if I did not.

That earned her a longer look. Something shifted then, not dramatic, just a subtle recalibration. Respect, perhaps. Or recognition.

Hours passed in a rhythm of checks and quiet updates. The rain eased to a mist by late afternoon, revealing the valley in shades of green and gray. Aaron walked the perimeter again, this time with Mara beside him, flanked at a respectful distance by two soldiers.

The ground was uneven, slick in places. Without comment, Aaron adjusted his pace to match hers, positioning himself slightly downhill, a subtle barrier against a slip. Mara noticed. She said nothing, but her steps grew more confident.

This place feels fragile, she said after a while.

It is not, he replied. It is patient.

She smiled at that. You sound like you know it well.

I have learned to listen.

They stopped near the edge of the ridge, the valley stretching out below them. The silence was deep, broken only by distant water and wind through trees.

For a moment, neither spoke.

Aaron felt it then, the weight of responsibility settling more firmly. Not just the mission. Not just the terrain. Her. The way she stood her ground without challenging him. The way she observed without prying. The quiet strength that did not demand attention.

He had protected people before. Dignitaries. Officials. Specialists. But this felt different, and he did not yet know why.

As dusk approached, the temperature dropped. Aaron guided her back inside, ensuring she had what she needed. When she paused at the doorway, she looked at him.

Captain Hale.

Yes.

I am glad you are here.

He nodded once. So am I.

Outside, the mist thickened again, wrapping the outpost in its hush. Aaron took his position near the entrance, eyes on the darkening road, senses tuned to every change. Behind him, Mara settled into the temporary rhythm of the place, unaware of the quiet claim forming in the space between duty and something unspoken.

Chapter 2 Silent Orders

Morning arrived without ceremony. The fog lifted in thin layers, revealing the valley piece by piece, as if the land were deciding how much of itself to share. Aaron had been awake long before first light, moving through the outpost with the same quiet precision he used everywhere. He checked reports, scanned feeds, listened to the low murmur of radios. Nothing unusual. That unsettled him more than bad news ever did.

Mara woke to the sound of boots on gravel and voices kept deliberately low. For a moment, she lay still, orienting herself to the unfamiliar ceiling and the faint vibration of the generator beneath the floor. Ridge Station. Temporary quarters. She sat up and pulled on her jacket, already mentally sorting through the day ahead.

When she stepped into the common area, Aaron was there, studying the map wall with a cup of untouched coffee in his hand. He acknowledged her presence with a slight turn of his head.

Good morning, he said.

Morning. She glanced at the map. Something change overnight?

Not yet.

Yet was doing a lot of work in that sentence. She poured herself coffee and stood beside him, careful not to crowd his space. The map was dense with markings now, additional notes added since the night before.

You do not waste time, she said.

Neither does the terrain.

He set the cup down and pointed to a narrow stretch of road highlighted in blue. If the weather holds, we can escort you here by midday. It is exposed, so we will move fast and keep communication tight.

I can work within that window, she said. I will need at least two hours.

He considered it, eyes flicking between the map and her face. We will give you ninety minutes and reassess.

She did not argue. Understood.

Outside, the team assembled with practiced efficiency. No raised voices, no unnecessary motion. Orders were given once, clearly. Mara watched from the steps, struck by the way Aaron commanded without spectacle. His presence anchored the group, not through intimidation, but through certainty.

As they prepared to move, a message crackled through the radio. Aaron listened, expression unreadable.

Change of plan, he said after a moment. We are delaying departure by thirty minutes.

Mara frowned slightly. May I ask why?

You may, he said. I may not answer fully.

She accepted that, even if curiosity tugged at her. She had worked in secure environments before. Silence often carried more weight than words.

The delay stretched the quiet thinner. Aaron stood apart, radio pressed to his ear, jaw set. When he finally lowered it, he looked toward Mara.

There are movements along the western ridge. Not close, but enough to warrant caution.

Is it dangerous? she asked.

Potentially.

She nodded. Thank you for telling me.

He studied her reaction. No panic. No bravado. Just acknowledgment. That mattered.

When they moved out, the air was sharper, the ground still damp but firm. The escort formation was tight, efficient. Aaron positioned himself just behind and to the side of Mara, close enough to intervene, far enough to give her space. It was a balance he maintained instinctively.

The road climbed steadily, offering long views and very little cover. Mara focused on the task ahead, scanning the infrastructure points she needed to assess, making mental notes. Every so often, she became aware of Aaron’s gaze shifting, tracking movement, checking angles. It was like walking beside a storm contained in human form.

Halfway through the route, they stopped. Aaron raised a hand, the unit freezing instantly. He listened, eyes narrowed.

We are altering path, he said quietly. We will take the lower switchback.

That adds time, Mara said.

It adds safety.

She did not argue. She adjusted her pack and followed as directed. The switchback was narrower, bordered by dense brush. The air felt heavier here, sound muted.

Aaron’s focus sharpened. Every step was measured. He signaled once, twice, silent commands rippling through the unit.

Mara felt the shift before she understood
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