

    
        
          Shadows Unleashed

        

        
        
          Victor Carls Trilogy, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Tharun Vigneswar et al.

        

        
          Published by Tharun Vigneswar PS, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      SHADOWS UNLEASHED

    

    
      First edition. November 18, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Tharun Vigneswar et al..

    

    
    
      Written by Tharun Vigneswar et al..

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: A New Life

Chapter 2: The Prophecy of Shadows

Chapter 3: The Gathering Darkness

Chapter 4: The First Prophecy

Chapter 5: The Second Spirit

Chapter 6: The Path Forward

Chapter 7: The Battle at the Underworld Gate

Chapter 8: The Council of the Gods

Chapter 9: The Trickster’s Lair

Chapter 10: The Lair of Deceit

Chapter 11: The Calm Before the Storm

Chapter 12: Shadows of the Past

Chapter 13: The Gathering Storm

Chapter 14: The Search for Knowledge

Chapter 15: The Reckoning

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1: A New Life
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Victor Carls stood on the crowded Parisian street, his breath fogging the cool morning air. The hum of the city washed over him—a blend of laughter, the clink of bicycle bells, and the distant rattle of the metro. It was everything he had imagined when he dreamed of starting a new life in the City of Lights.

He glanced up at the sign above the small storefront that was now his. "La Boulangerie du Ciel" read the delicate, faded lettering in gold. His bakery. His dream. Victor had always been fascinated by the art of baking, something passed down to him by his mother, who had run a modest bakery in the small English village where he grew up. But Paris—Paris was the place where he could make something truly special.

His fingers tightened on the handle of his suitcase as he looked up at the apartment building across the street. The space was modest, but the idea of calling this city home felt right. He had always thought he belonged here, amid the cobblestone streets and the centuries of history that hummed in the very air. It was the beginning of a new chapter, a fresh start after a year of uncertainty, and Victor was ready to embrace it.

The journey to get here had been long, not just physically but emotionally. He had left behind his life in London, the memories of a past he couldn’t outrun, and the nagging feeling that something was missing. Here in Paris, he didn’t have to worry about who he was or where he was headed. He just had to bake, to pour his passion into the dough and the pastries, and let the rest fall into place.

He let out a deep breath, settling his suitcase onto the sidewalk and looking up at the small shop window. The bakery was tucked between two other old buildings, its wooden frame weathered by time. The scent of freshly baked bread wafted through the door as it creaked open. Inside, everything was just as he had imagined—a warm, inviting atmosphere, with shelves filled with warm baguettes, croissants, and pastries that gleamed under the soft lighting.

Victor smiled. He had poured his savings into this shop, this tiny dream, and now it was time to begin.

His hand was halfway to the door when a voice called out to him from the other side of the street.

"Bonjour!" a man called in a thick French accent. "Monsieur Carls! Welcome!"

Victor looked up to see a tall, thin man striding toward him with a wide grin on his face. His dark hair was tousled, and his neatly pressed suit was at odds with the wild energy he exuded.

"Ah, so this is the famous Victor Carls! The new baker in our midst!" The man extended a hand, and Victor, taken aback by the enthusiastic greeting, shook it carefully.

"Yes, that’s me. And you are...?"

"Ah, forgive me! I am Lucien Dupont, your neighbor and fellow lover of pastries." He grinned, his teeth white against his tanned skin. "I’ve heard great things about your shop, Monsieur Carls. I must say, I’ve been looking forward to sampling your creations. It is not every day that a master baker from London opens a shop in our fair city."

Victor smiled, slightly embarrassed by the praise. "I wouldn't call myself a master, but I do hope you enjoy what I make."

Lucien laughed, an easy, charming sound. "Oh, I’m sure I will. And if you need anything—anything at all—please do not hesitate to ask. I am here to help." He gestured grandly to the street around them. "This is a neighborhood of art, of culture, and of community. We look out for one another."

Victor nodded, feeling a flicker of warmth at the gesture. It was exactly the kind of connection he had hoped to find in Paris—people who could help him belong.

"I appreciate it, Lucien," he said. "It's a little overwhelming, you know? Starting something new. I’m not sure what to expect."

Lucien smiled sympathetically. "Starting something new always feels like that. But you’ll see, Paris will welcome you with open arms."

Victor chuckled, nodding toward the bakery. "I do hope so. I’ve put everything I have into this place."

"You’ve made a good choice, Monsieur Carls. Paris has a way of making you feel at home, even when you don’t know you belong." Lucien’s eyes gleamed with a strange intensity as he spoke, as though the words carried more weight than just the usual pleasantries.

Victor, unnerved by the undercurrent in his voice, looked away and nodded. "I’m sure it will. I should get inside—there’s a lot of work to do before I open."

"Of course! I will leave you to it. But remember, if you need any help, you know where to find me."

"Thank you," Victor said. "I’ll keep that in mind."

As Lucien walked off, his figure blending into the morning crowd, Victor stood for a moment, watching him. There was something odd about the encounter. The man had been too eager, too eager to welcome him to the neighborhood, almost as though he had been waiting for this moment.

Shaking the feeling off, Victor turned and entered the bakery. The bell above the door jingled as he stepped inside, the warm air wrapping around him like a hug. The smell of freshly baked bread and rising dough made him feel more at ease. He set down his suitcase, glancing around the room.

The bakery was a cozy space, with wooden counters and shelves neatly stocked with ingredients. The ovens, old but reliable, stood like sentinels along the back wall, ready to bring to life the bread, pastries, and cakes that Victor had spent years perfecting. It was everything he had hoped for.

He walked to the counter and set his hands on it, leaning forward. He had already made his decision to be here, to live in Paris, and now it was time to make it all work.

Victor had always dreamed of this—of waking up to the sound of Parisian life outside his window and the smell of dough in the air. But there was something more, something nagging at the back of his mind, a feeling he couldn’t shake.

It was the whisper of destiny, something he had never fully understood, but he had always felt it calling to him.

As he stood there, a faint vibration hummed from the corner of the room. It was subtle at first, barely noticeable, but soon it became stronger, a low, resonating thrum that seemed to pulse through the air itself.

Victor frowned, looking around. His gaze landed on the corner of the room where an old wooden chest sat on the floor. It had been there when he had signed the lease, hidden beneath a dusty tarpaulin, and he had assumed it was part of the bakery’s history. He hadn’t thought much of it, but now... now it felt like something he couldn’t ignore.

The thrum grew stronger, as if the chest itself was calling to him. Victor’s heart began to race, and a strange unease washed over him. Without thinking, he walked toward it, his steps quick and sure, driven by an instinct he couldn’t explain.

When he reached the chest, he hesitated for only a moment before lifting the heavy lid. Inside, nestled beneath layers of cloth, lay an ornate sword. The hilt was wrapped in leather, the blade gleaming faintly even in the dim light. The amber gemstone embedded in the hilt shimmered softly, casting a warm, almost hypnotic glow.

Victor’s breath caught in his throat. He had no idea where the sword had come from, nor why it was here. But somehow, deep inside, he knew that it was meant for him. The moment his fingers brushed the hilt, the vibration in the room intensified, and the glowing amber gem flickered brighter.

He pulled the sword free, its weight surprisingly light in his hands, and for the briefest moment, the world around him seemed to blur. The distant sounds of the city faded away, replaced by a strange, echoing voice that whispered just beyond his understanding.

"Victor Carls," the voice murmured, low and ancient. "You have awakened what was meant to stay dormant. The spirits are free, and your journey begins."

Victor stumbled back, his heart pounding. The voice had come from nowhere, yet he could feel its presence, its power, inside him.

He knew, without a doubt, that his life was about to change forever.
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Chapter 2: The Prophecy of Shadows
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Victor sat in the corner of his small bakery, the sword lying before him on the counter like an ancient artifact too heavy for him to comprehend. The amber gemstone in the hilt pulsed softly, its warm glow flickering with a strange, almost sentient rhythm. He had never felt more out of place in his life, yet at the same time, there was an undeniable pull toward the sword, as though it were calling to him, urging him to understand its significance.

He rubbed his temples, trying to steady his thoughts. How had he gone from a simple Englishman looking to start a new life in Paris to someone who seemed to be at the center of some forgotten myth? The voice from earlier still echoed in his mind, an ethereal whisper that made his skin prickle with both fear and curiosity. "The spirits are free, and your journey begins."

What journey? What spirits?

His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the bell above the door jingling. Victor jumped, his heart racing, and he quickly shoved the sword back into the chest, slamming it shut as though to hide it from the world. He wasn’t sure if he was ready to confront whatever this was, but there was no denying the weight of responsibility that seemed to be settling on his shoulders.

The door swung open, and a tall figure stepped into the bakery. It was a woman, her dark hair pulled back in a loose bun, and
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