
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


His Ruthless Touch


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]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: The Arrival at Blackmoor Estate
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Ashlyn Vale’s cab twisted up the long, winding road like a serpent curling toward its prey. The trees rose tall and still on either side, black limbs clawing against a sky thick with fog. The car's wipers thudded in a hypnotic rhythm, failing to keep the windshield clear. She shifted in her seat, clutching the folder in her lap—a weathered leather file bound by a gold crest, its seal cracked but unmistakable: Blackmoor.

The driver grunted. “Never been up here before. This place gives me the creeps.”

She didn’t answer. Her thoughts were already ten steps ahead, climbing through the shadowed corridors of a mansion she’d only seen in grainy photos. Blackmoor Estate. Once a landmark of gothic elegance and whispered scandals, now a fortress with one occupant—and he had summoned her.

As the car came to a stop, she saw it through the mist: high towers stabbing into the clouds, windows tall and dark, ivy choking the stone like veins over a corpse. The estate loomed like it had been waiting.

The iron gates opened with a groan. No guards. No signs of life. Just motion sensors and silence.

The car rolled to a stop at the base of wide marble steps. A man in a black coat stood at the top, unmoving. She stepped out, heels crunching against gravel, coat pulled tightly around her. The cold slapped her cheeks and stung her eyes, but she kept walking, folder still in hand.

“Miss Vale,” the man said, voice low and even. “Welcome.”

“Mr. Thorne?” she asked, though she knew better. This man wasn’t him. Too clean. Too polite.

“I am Alaric. House steward. Mr. Thorne is expecting you.”

He led her inside, boots echoing against stone. The grand entry hall was cathedral-dark, ceilings vaulted and frescoed with scenes of angels locked in battle. A great chandelier of iron and crystal loomed overhead, unlit. Instead, candelabras lined the walls, throwing flickering gold shadows that twisted as they walked.

Ashlyn tried not to gawk, but it was hard. The place was a mausoleum dressed in silk and bone. Every portrait stared down with oil-painted judgment. One caught her eye—an older man with striking silver eyes and a cruel mouth. Beneath the frame: Lucien Thorne, 1876.

The Thorne lineage was older than most countries. Power rooted deep. Their wealth—old money steeped in debt, blood, and rumors.

Alaric stopped at a set of double doors.

“He’s inside. He does not tolerate lateness, Miss Vale.”

“I wasn’t late.”

His expression didn’t change. He opened the door and gestured her in.

Lucien Thorne stood near the window, tall, motionless, one hand resting against the glass. His back was to her, dark hair neatly combed, tailored suit charcoal with black cuffs. He looked like he’d stepped out of another century. Even in profile, there was something unnatural in his posture—too still, too poised.

He didn’t turn.

“Sit,” he said, voice like velvet dragging across broken glass.

Ashlyn remained standing.

“I prefer to stand.”

“You were instructed to comply.”

“I haven’t agreed to anything yet.”

He turned slowly. Pale gray eyes locked on hers. Cold as the fog outside, but calculating, precise. His face was beautiful in a dangerous way—sharp cheekbones, a mouth too elegant for kindness, and eyes that saw too much.

“You came, Miss Vale. That was your agreement.”

“I came to listen,” she replied, stepping forward, matching his gaze. “Not to obey.”

Something flickered in his eyes—not anger, but approval. Like he’d found an unexpected note in a song.

He gestured to the chair again, this time more gently. “Sit. Indulge me.”

She sat.

He circled behind her, fingers steepled. “You know why you’re here.”

“I was told you needed a legal consultant. Discreet. Independent.”

“I need more than that. I need someone who doesn’t ask too many questions. Someone who can disappear on command. You came highly recommended by the one person I trust.”

“And I’m guessing you don’t trust many.”

“Not a soul.”

Ashlyn opened the folder and slid it across the table. “Then let’s talk about what you’re hiding.”

He looked down. Inside were papers, photos, diagrams—records from his holdings, hidden subsidiaries, offshore accounts. She’d done her research. His expression didn’t change.

“You're thorough,” he said. “Obsessive.”

“I like knowing who’s hiring me.”

“I’m not hiring you.”

Her brow lifted.

“You’re being tested,” he continued. “This is only the first hour.”

“Tested for what?”

His lips curved—not a smile. “For loyalty.”

“To whom?”

“To me.”

The room fell silent. The storm outside raged harder, wind rattling the glass.

“You’ll stay in the east wing,” he said at last. “Your phone, laptop, and any devices must remain here. You’ll be escorted if you leave your assigned quarters. I will call on you when required.”

Ashlyn rose to her feet. “You think I’m going to live under lock and key like some asset?”

Lucien moved to her side, too fast, too close. His voice dropped to a whisper.

“You came here because the world out there is crumbling, and you don’t trust it anymore. You came because you wanted something different. Something dangerous. You can deny it, but your eyes tell me otherwise.”

He reached out—not to touch her, but to close the folder between them.

“I chose you. You can walk away. But if you stay, there will be no half-measures. No second chances.”

Ashlyn’s heartbeat thundered. She had known power before. She’d stood in courtrooms where CEOs trembled and senators squirmed. But Lucien Thorne was different. He didn’t want money or victory.

He wanted obedience. Control. Not for sport. For a purpose she couldn’t see yet.

“I’ll stay,” she said.

She didn’t know why.

He stepped back. “Good.”

Alaric reappeared without a sound, as if summoned by thought alone.

“Take Miss Vale to the east wing. Lock her room from the outside.”

Ashlyn stiffened.

Lucien met her gaze one last time. “Don’t mistake security for captivity, Miss Vale. You’re safer in here than anywhere else.”

He turned his back again.

She followed Alaric out, folder clutched in her hand like a loaded weapon.

Somewhere in the bowels of the estate, a clock struck midnight.

Blackmoor had swallowed her whole.
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Chapter 2: A Gaze Like Winter
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Ashlyn awoke to the sound of silence. A stillness so thick it pressed against her chest like a second blanket. The room was vast, its stone walls covered in faded tapestries and oil paintings of unfamiliar faces. The bed beneath her was impossibly soft, its sheets scented with something cold and clean—like winter wind. Morning light filtered through tall windows, stained glass fractured across the stone floor in shards of red and gold.

She sat up slowly. Her head ached with questions.

The east wing was colder than the rest of the house, as if it had been sealed off from time. A fireplace remained unlit, its grate filled with unburnt logs. No firewood, no matchbooks, no switch. Just waiting.

She swung her legs over the edge of the bed and winced as her feet touched the freezing floor. Her suitcase had been placed at the foot, untouched. A small table beside the bed held a silver tray—tea, toast, and a folded note written in clean, slanted script.
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