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LUCIEN

Author’s Letter 

The Angel of Wrath

This book didn’t save me.  It named me.

Lucien is not a story.  It is a mirror.  A raw, ruthless mirror—held up to every man and woman who has carried rage they never asked for, walked through fire they couldn’t explain, or fought battles so deep inside that silence became their only language.

There were moments writing this book where my hands shook.  Lines I almost didn’t write—because they opened doors inside me, I thought they were sealed shut.  I didn’t write this book to comfort.  I wrote it because I needed to know that even after the voice breaks... even after the soul goes quiet... even after the world calls you a beast—There is still something human in you.  Even if it hurts.

Lucien is a man few will understand completely.  But for those who do, this book is for you.  If your soul has ever been under siege—  If mercy felt harder than vengeance—  If silence has ever been your last defense—

Then you're welcome.  This book was never meant to save.  It was written to see you.  And if it names you—hold on.  Because you are not alone.

E.J. Thorpe

LUCIEN

The Angel of Wrath

By EJ Thorpe
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Southern France

By the time Lucien Adrien Belland inherited the last vineyard, his father was already buried—quietly, without priest or parade.  Just three men stood at the grave, and none of them spoke long.

Lucien did not weep.  He was not sure if he knew how.

The old man had never taught him much of tenderness.  Nor rage.  Nor weapons.  Only silence.

There had never been a weapon in the Belland House.  Not above the hearth.  Not in the cellar.  Not even tucked into the folds of old military coats.  The estate bore no banners, and the library held no war records—only scripture, treatises, and texts on law and medicine.

Lucien had grown up a scholar’s son.  But still—there were signs.

Strangers passing through would pause at the name Belland.  Officers of the crown would shift uneasily at its mention.  And once, when Lucien was no older than twelve, he remembered a travelling friar stepping back as soon as he heard the boy’s surname.

“From the line of the Ash?” he had asked—quiet, shaken.

Lucien hadn’t understood.  His father had simply stared.  Then shut the door.

Not once, in all the years, did the man ever speak of war.  But there were the scars.  A shoulder that never quite sat right.  Nights when the candles burned low and the old man would pace—muttering verses under breath as though praying something back into the dark.

Lucien never asked.  And the answers never came.

Now, years later, with a wife named Léonie and the vineyard barely yielding enough for bread, Lucien had let the mystery fade.  He farmed.  He prayed.  He rose early and worked hard.  His hands were strong.  His voice quiet.  He bore the name Belland, but little else of the world remembered.  Until the day they came.

A black horse.  A crimson seal.  A summons.  No ceremony.  No choice.  Just a name—Lucien Adrien Belland.

Conscripted.

And so the sword found him.  Not as a choice.  As a reckoning.
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The First Sword

Southern France 1665

The Bell at Dawn

They came on a grey windy morning.  A royal courier on a black horse, bearing a parchment sealed with crimson wax.  The steward unrolled it with trembling hands.  There was no ceremony, no honor—just a cold decree from the King’s War Council.

Lucien Adrien Belland, of House Belland, is hereby conscripted to the Royal Infantry, effective immediately.  No exceptions. No appeals.

Lucien stood without speaking.  He had known it would come.

The vineyards had long since dried, the servants dismissed, the title stripped of power.  Only the name remained—Belland, a relic of nobility.  His bloodline once shaped courts and counseled kings.  Now, it filled quotas.

He was six feet six inches tall, striking even in silence.  His shoulders strained against the seams of his coat.  Arms like timber, posture straight as cut stone.  His face bore the noble sharpness of his ancestors, but his grey eyes were distant—disconnected.  There was a stillness in him that unnerved even the courier’s horse.  He accepted the parchment and turned back toward the manor without a word.

His wife waited inside.  She was small beside him—barefoot, shawled, barely twenty.  Her name was Léonie.  A Protestant, born to a family exiled under whisper and pressure.  Yet she had never lost the gentleness in her speech, nor the fire in her prayers.  She looked at Lucien now with eyes that loved deeply—and understood little of the storm hiding beneath his quiet.

He didn’t speak.

She stepped forward, took his hand, and pressed something into it.  A wooden cross.  Plain.  Almost palm-sized.  Worn smooth from years in her hands.

“Keep this with you,” she whispered.  “When you feel afraid... or angry... hold it.  And when you come home, I’ll read the Word with you, and you’ll finish it.”

He looked down at the cross, then at her, his jaw tight.

She smiled.  “You’re not a violent man, Lucien.  I know that.”  She kissed him softly—cheek, then chest, above the heart.

He closed his fist around the cross, unsure how to explain that there were nights he didn’t trust his own hands.  But he said nothing.  He rode away before the sun rose.

The training yard reeked of straw, oil, and old bruises.  Lucien stood at the edge as conscripts—farm boys and low nobles alike—jabbed at dummies under the barked orders of a sergeant.  He had never held a weapon.  Not once.

His father had forbidden it, and Lucien never asked why.

But when they handed him a rapier—He didn’t hesitate.  He took it in his right hand.  Felt the cold balance settle against his palm.  Something flickered behind his eyes.  Not recognition.  Awakening.

A drillmaster laughed.  “Hold it properly, Lord Longshadow.  This isn’t a fencing court.”

Lucien didn’t respond.

The sergeant signaled.  “Strike the post.”

He moved.  Too fast.  The blade arced clean and hard, edge whistling through the air, striking the wooden neck of the target with such force the head cracked off sideways.

The yard fell silent.

Lucien stood motionless, the rapier extended.  His chest rose slowly.  His eyes—those grey, unreadable eyes—had gone dark around the edges.  The look on his face had changed.  Expressionless.  Dead calm.  A death mask.

“...What in God’s name,” one recruit muttered.

Another took a step back.

The sergeant squinted.  “Again.”

Lucien didn’t hear.  He was somewhere else.  The sword hummed faintly in his grip.  His knuckles had whitened around it.  Every muscle in his body coiled like a drawn bow.  The air around him felt heavier.  And then...

A door opened.  And something terrifying stepped through.

The Rapier in the Straw

The dummy’s head still lay in the straw when Lucien was told to stand down.

No one approached him.  Not even the drillmaster, a man twice wounded in the border wars, who’d spent twenty years barking boys into blades.  He cleared his throat once, but Lucien didn’t move.  The sword remained angled downward in his grip, as though it had grown into his hand.

“Lower the weapon,” the sergeant finally said.

Lucien blinked.  The world returned—sound, cold, faces.  He lowered the rapier without comment and stepped back.  No protest.  No triumph.  Just a calm, unreadable silence that followed him like fog.

Later, in the straw-lined barracks, the others kept their distance.  It wasn’t just his height—though at six foot six, Lucien was a mountain among twigs.  It was the way he sat—rigid, silent, eyes unfocused, like a hound straining at a chain only he could feel.

The whispers started before sunset.  “That’s the Belland noble.”  “They say he crushed a boar with one blow once.”

“No—he strangled a stag with his bare hands.”  “Don’t look him in the eye.  I heard he’s cursed.”

Lucien heard none of it.  Or, if he did, he gave no sign.  Instead, after the others had fallen asleep, he reached beneath his tunic and took out the small wooden cross.  He stared at it for a long time.  His hands were still shaking.  He hadn’t felt rage when he struck the dummy.  He hadn’t felt anything.  And that frightened him more than fury ever could.

Léonie’s voice echoed in his memory:  “You’re not a violent man.”

He wished she was right.  By dawn, his body moved differently.

The instructors took note.  Lucien’s attacks weren’t just strong—they were surgical, reflexive, cruel in precision.  Every sparring match ended in seconds.  The others stopped volunteering.  They began avoiding drills with him altogether.  When forced to engage, they used full padding—even for blunted weapons.

He never mocked them.  Never smiled.  But after each match, he stood still, eyes slightly unfocused, as if listening for something beneath the surface of the world.

By the third day, the sergeant asked him to stay behind after drills.  “You ever train in private, Belland?”

Lucien shook his head.

“Then how in God’s name do you fight like that?”

He didn’t answer.

The sergeant eyed him.  “You’re not a man, Belland.  You’re a blade looking for something to cut.”

Lucien didn’t blink.

The sergeant stepped back and crossed himself.

That night, Lucien left his cot and went to the practice yard alone.  Moonlight spilled across the straw.  He picked up the rapier again.  And for the first time, he noticed his own reflection—glimpsed faintly in a broken shield’s polish.  His face was pale and distant.  His grey eyes were black at the edges.  Like someone else had looked back.  He closed them, gritted his teeth, and reached for the cross.  He clutched it in his left hand, fell to his knees, and whispered the only words that came:  “Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death...”  He waited.  But the words didn’t calm him.  Not this time.

The Look in His Eyes

Captain Vallon, the commander of the garrison watched from a shaded parapet as Lucien dismantled a seasoned infantryman with a blunted rapier in precise and unnervingly powerful movements.  No footwork drills.  No flourish.  Just a precise step, a flick of the wrist, and a downward sweep that sent the man’s blade flying across the yard.

The soldier staggered back, arms up, but Lucien didn’t press.  He simply lowered the rapier, turned, and walked back to his post.  No nod.  No recognition.  He moved like a man swatting insects.

The Captain lowered his spyglass and said nothing for a long while.  “Where did you say he’s from?” he asked the sergeant beside him.

“House Belland,” the sergeant muttered.  “Some minor nobility.  He was conscripted three weeks ago.”

“He’s not trained.”

“No, sir.”

The Captain scratched his beard.  “That man doesn’t fight like he was taught.  He fights like something woke up in him.”

They watched as Lucien stood motionless, staring into nothing.

“Have you ever seen eyes like that?” the sergeant asked.

The Captain didn’t answer immediately.  Then:  “Yes.  Once.  On a field outside Ardèche.  A man who lost three sons and then charged a cavalry line with nothing but a broken axe.”

“Did he survive?”

“No.”  “...But Lucien might.”

The whispers spread beyond the walls.  New recruits avoided the barracks yard.  Two left camp altogether.  Others claimed to have seen Lucien in the night, kneeling in the practice sand with a cross clutched in one fist, whispering prayers with clenched teeth.  Some called him holy.  Most called him cursed.

The instructors, once proud, now issued drills around him.  His name rarely passed through lips without a glance to the sky.  The few who dared speak to him came away pale, unable to recall what they’d said.  But always, it came back to his eyes.  Not angry.  Not bloodthirsty.  Just empty.  As if something inside was gone... or something worse had taken its place.

In a letter penned hastily to a central command outpost, one officer wrote:  This Belland boy is wrong.  His ability is not learned.  His manner is not normal.  He says little, but when he raises that blade, it’s like a different man enters the room.  I would request reassignment.  Or exorcism.

Lucien said nothing of any of it.  He drilled alone.  Ate little.  Slept rarely.  But every night, before the moon dropped, he would take out the wooden cross.  And hold it like it was the only thing keeping him from tearing the walls down.

The Wrath-State

It was meant to be a small engagement.  A skirmish near the northern border—bandits harassing a supply line, nothing more.  A test for the young conscripts.  A chance for them to taste blood, to learn fear, and to march back with pride in their wounds.

Lucien rode at the rear.  Silent.  Observing.  One hand always resting near the cross.

Captain Vallon, riding beside the column, had ordered him placed there on purpose.  “Let’s see what he does when it’s real,” he’d muttered.  They would all learn soon.

The ambush came near a tree-lined hill.  Arrows first.  Screams.  Men fell into the mud before they drew blades.

Lucien dismounted in silence.  He moved into the trees without waiting for orders.  “Belland, HOLD—” the Captain called.  Too late.  Something had already changed.

The first bandit didn’t even see him.  Lucien came through the underbrush like shadow poured into flesh.  He struck once—through the ribs.  The second blow removed the man’s throat.  He didn’t stop moving.  A second man lunged from the side.  Lucien twisted, grabbed the attacker’s wrist mid-swing, and crushed it with one hand—bone splintering like dry wood.  A backhand from his free arm snapped the man’s jaw so violently he was dead before he hit the soil.  By then, the others had noticed.  And they backed away.  Not from the Royal infantry.  From him.

The witnesses would struggle to describe it.  Lucien didn’t yell.  He didn’t roar.  His face barely moved at all.  But his eyes—God help them—his eyes went black at the edges.  Like death itself had widened his gaze and taken residence behind it.  His shoulders moved like iron doors opening.  And when he advanced, it felt less like a man charging and more like a judgment falling.

One bandit, shaking, threw down his blade and ran.  Lucien caught him.  With his hands.  They said he struck the man once in the chest, and the body folded inward like paper.  Ribs broken.  Heart crushed.  No blade.  Just wrath.

Only seven bandits remained when the other infantry reached the scene.

They found Lucien standing amidst the trees, soaked in mud and blood, his rapier dangling loosely in his grip like it was part of his arm.  His breath came slow and deep.  The whites of his eyes had vanished.  His face was... blank.

Captain Vallon stepped forward, slowly.  “Belland,” he said.

No answer.

He raised a hand.  “Lucien.”  The great man blinked.  Slowly—painfully—he sheathed the blade.

Captain Vallon stood frozen a few paces back.  He had seen men go mad in war, seen brothers torn apart in skirmishes too small for history books.  But this—This was different.

And softly—almost to himself—he murmured:  “He was already stronger than any man should be.  But when it rises in him—that thing behind the eyes—it’s as if the laws of flesh are torn open.”  No one replied.  The forest didn’t dare echo it.

From a pocket inside his coat, Lucien pulled the wooden cross.  His fingers trembled as he gripped it.  And only then... only after whispering something inaudible beneath his breath...Did Lucien Belland come back.  He walked past the Captain without speaking.  Returned to his horse.  And rode toward camp without a word.

That night, Léonie’s voice haunted him again:  “When you feel afraid or angry... hold it.  And when you come home, I’ll read the Word with you, and you’ll finish it.”  But there was no Word now.  And no one who could finish it with him.

Only the cross.  Only the quiet.  Only the thing inside him, whispering—Let go.

The Return with the Cross

It was meant to be a simple rout.  A rebel holdout in the valley.  Fifty men at most.  But when the clash began—beneath low thunderclouds and among the thorns of a ruined vineyard—what unfolded was something the officers had never seen.

They saw him again.  Lucien Belland.  The line held just long enough for him to pass through it.  He didn’t charge.  He walked—sword already drawn, eyes dim and distant like he didn’t see the enemy, but something far deeper.

The first rebel lunged.  Lucien didn’t parry.  He stepped inside the swing and brought the rapier upward, splitting the man’s jaw through the skull in a sudden, snapping arc.  A fountain of blood sprayed over Lucien’s shoulders.  He didn’t blink.  He spun the blade once and moved forward.

Another came screaming with a war axe.  Lucien sidestepped, took him through the ribs, and kicked him into the thorns where he bled out, gurgling.

He cut low, cut back, stepped through two men like wind through tall grass.  Each kill was clean—but not kind.

A rebel tried to drop his weapon and raise his hands.  Lucien paused.  His head tilted slightly.  Then he moved forward and opened the man’s throat with one long, quiet cut.

The officers watching from the ridge stiffened.  “He’s not berserk,” one whispered.  “He knows.  And he just doesn’t care.”  But they were wrong.  He did care.  

There were moments—brief, strange pauses—where Lucien would hesitate.  Over a man already bleeding.  Over someone young.  Unarmed.  Something behind his eyes would flicker.  But then—The sword would move again.  Like mercy had knocked once, but wrath had opened the door.

By the end, thirty-four rebels lay dead.  Only one lived long enough to crawl away.  Lucien watched him go.  Then turned and began to clean his blade.  He cleaned it slowly—with the same deliberate care one might use to dry a chalice after Communion.

The rest of the regiment stood back, saying nothing.  No cheers.  No calls of victory.  Just quiet.  And the wind.  And the man in the bloodstained tunic holding the rapier as if it were a part of his body.

Lucien’s breath was shallow.  His mouth open.  His stare hollow.  But his hands...His hands moved.  He reached into his tunic.  Drew out the wooden cross.  Grasped it.  Hard.  His fingers trembled around it, white-knuckled.  He drew in a long breath—through the nose, slow and animalistic.  Then—he sheathed the sword.  

A murmur moved through the watching officers.   “God help us...”  “He’s not normal.  That’s not training.  That’s not fury...”The Captain said it quiet, almost reverently:  “That’s the Angel of Wrath.”

Lucien turned to them only once—his gaze passing over their faces without recognition, like he had returned from some place they could never enter.  Then he mounted his horse and rode ahead without a word.  The cross still clenched in his hand.
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