

    
        
          Echo of Fate

        

        
        
          Ian Hughes

        

        
          Published by Ian Hughes, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ECHO OF FATE

    

    
      First edition. June 2, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ian Hughes.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231398027

    

    
    
      Written by Ian Hughes.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


ECHO OF FATE

A SAGA OF FATE AND FIRE

Book One of the Echo of Fate Trilogy

IAN HUGHES

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Copyright © 2025 by Ian Hughes 

[image: ]


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise, without written. 

permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission. 

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities is entirely coincidental. 

Ian Hughes asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work. 

Ian Hughes has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication. He does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, correct, or appropriate. 

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks, and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the 

books are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced in the book have endorsed it. 

First edition 

ISBN: 978-1-0682390-9-0 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Dedication 
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To those who have walked before, whose echoes still whisper in the wind. 

To the warriors, the dreamers, and the lost souls seeking their place in the weave of fate. 

And to those who stand at the edge of destiny, unsure whether to leap—may you find the courage to forge your own path. 

For the ones who remember, 

And for the ones who never had the chance. 

* * *
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This book was born of fire and silence. It began with a question: What if the myths we inherit are not just stories, but systems of control? 

What if memory itself could be stolen? 

Echo of Fate is a love letter to those who resist forgetting. It is also a warning beware the gods who ask you to be silent. 

Thank you for your attention. — Ian Hughes 

***
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​The Crypt Below Véornir
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The crypt exhaled a breath of centuries, thick with damp and the slow rot of forgotten things. For Harper and Fraser—archaeologists accustomed to lost ruins and ancient puzzles—this was more than a site. It was a discovery that whispered of legend and danger alike. The weight of time lay heavy in the air, pressing against Harper’s chest like unseen hands. Stone walls loomed around them, their carved warnings half-swallowed by erosion, yet defiant against the slow decay of time. The flickering glow of her lantern barely held the darkness at bay, the shadows curling and shifting at the edges of the chamber like something alive. 

Harper’s breath caught in her throat—not from fear, but from awe. There was reverence in her stillness, a quiet acknowledgment that she was standing at the threshold of something ancient and immense, and it was watching her back. 

She ran gloved fingers across the surface of the ancient slab. The runes were deeper than most she had seen—cut with purpose, with defiance, resisting the ruin of time. Symbols she did not recognise. Symbols that should not exist. 

“Tell me I’m not imagining this,” Fraser murmured behind her. He knelt at the edge of the slab, his breath clouding in the stagnant air. 

Harper didn’t turn. Her fingers hovered above the symbols. “You’re not. 

These runes... they’re unlike anything I’ve catalogued. Not Elder Futhark. 

Not even close.” 

“They’re older,” Fraser said, brushing dust away with the corner of his sleeve. “Deliberate. 

Structured. Like someone meant to be remembered. Or feared.” 

She finally looked over, meeting his eyes. “You thinking Proto-Germanic?” Fraser shook his head. “No. Older than that. This is something... different. 

Something wrong.” 

Harper pulled out her notebook, flipping past scrawled translations and faded ink. “Nothing matches. Not the curvature. Not the stroke order.” 

“Let me guess,” Fraser said with a dry smile. “Another linguistic anomaly to add to your growing list of obsessions.” 

“Careful,” she replied, arching an eyebrow. “You’re in that list, too.” The lantern guttered. Its flame flickered low as if shrinking from the runes. Harper leaned closer. “There. Look at this line. The grooves are too deep. 

Like they were carved to last forever.” 

She read aloud, her voice barely above a whisper: “They drowned, but they did not die.” 

The words echoed. A chill laced her spine. 

Fraser inhaled sharply. “That’s not a memorial. That’s a warning.” 

“They remain beneath the waves, ever watching, ever waiting,” Harper continued. The words came from her mouth like a memory she didn’t own. 

Fraser gave her a sideways glance. “Are you quoting, or translating?” 

“Both,” she said. “Neither. I don’t know.” 

She reached for the lantern and shifted it toward the base of the stone. More runes shimmered beneath a layer of dust, spiralling in a circle like a ceremonial mark. 

“Here,” Fraser whispered. “Beneath the sigil. This line... it says something about a torc.” 

Harper froze. “The Torc of Véornir.” 

Fraser blinked. “That sounds familiar.” 

She was already rifling through her notebook. “It’s a legend. An artifact tied to fate itself. The accounts are fragmented. Old Norse, Icelandic, even scraps of Gaelic text. Most dismissed it as myth.” 

Fraser’s gaze darkened. “And yet here it is. Buried in stone.” 

Harper found the page, her finger trailing lines of faded ink. She read aloud: 

“The torc is not a gift but a weight. It binds the wearer to what was and what must be. Only when the storm rises shall the old paths open. The torc calls the blood to its true form. Those unworthy shall burn.” “That last bit’s cheerful,” Fraser muttered. Harper looked up. “This isn’t just archaeology, Fraser. This is something else.” 

A noise. 

Gravel scuffed near the entrance. 

They both froze. 

Fraser stood in one smooth movement, hand drifting to the knife at his belt. 

“Did you hear that?” 

“Yeah,” Harper whispered. “We’re not alone.” 

She snuffed the lantern with a twist of her wrist. Darkness swallowed them. 

Fraser remained lit but low.  They crouched behind the slab, hearts thudding. 

Another scrape. Deliberate. Closer. 

Fraser leaned in, voice barely audible. “Could be another team.” 

Harper shook her head. “No. No one else knew we were coming.” 

“Unless they were already here.” 

A silhouette shifted at the edge of the crypt. 

Neither of them moved. Harper’s fingers clenched the slab. 

The figure paused. The air thickened. Something pressed into the room, invisible but palpable. 

Two muffled voices echoed faintly through the stillness. 

“They’re not here. Just shadows.” 

“Damn it. The boss isn’t going to like this.” 

A pause. Then a third voice, colder than the others: “Leave a message. They need to know they’ve been seen.” 

Metal scraped stone. A harsh whisper followed. 

“Tell them the Veil watches. The torc doesn’t belong to them. If they keep digging, they’ll wish they stayed buried.” 

Footsteps retreated. Silence closed around them. 

Fraser exhaled. “What the hell was that?” 

Harper relit her lantern, her hands shaking. “Whoever it was... they weren’t lost.” 

Fraser nodded grimly. “They knew exactly where they were going.” 

She looked down at the Torc’s inscription. “And they weren’t surprised to find us here.” 

Whatever they had uncovered tonight, it wasn’t just history. It was something far older. And it had just noticed them.    
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​The Flight and the Veil

[image: ]


The night in Trondheim was dense with cold—the kind that seeped through coats and into bones, settling in the marrow like an 

ancient memory. Harper and Fraser moved quickly through the dim streets, their minds still humming with the weight of what they’d uncovered at the university. Knowledge, it seemed, had teeth. 

The archives had yielded more than expected: scattered references, half-forgotten records, the whisper of something lost. But what lingered most in Harper’s mind wasn’t the discovery itself—it was the curator’s reaction. 

Some knowledge is best left buried. If you pursue this, you won’t be the only ones. 

The old man had spoken reluctantly, his gaze flickering toward unseen dangers even as his voice dropped. Before they left, he pulled Fraser aside, whispering a final warning. 

“There is an ancient group,” he murmured. “A society that has spent centuries trying to uncover the Torc’s true purpose. They call themselves the 

Veil of Aesir.” 

Fraser frowned. “Never heard of them.” 

“Few have,” the curator said. “They appeared in the early 20th century— pagan revivalists who see the torc not as a relic, but a weapon. A remnant of Odin’s will, left behind to shape mankind’s fate. They’ve searched for years. 

but never knew where to look.” His expression darkened. “If you’ve found a clue, you’re in more danger than you realise. They will come for it.” 

The warning echoed as they returned to their rented cottage on the city’s edge—only to find it destroyed. 

Harper stopped cold. The door hung ajar, the frame splintered. Inside, drawers lay yanked open, contents spilled across the floor. Books, papers, maps—all in chaos. 

Someone had been searching. 

Fraser stepped in first, knife drawn. “They’ve been here.” 

Harper scrambled to her satchel, heart pounding. She rifled through it— notes, photographs, the crypt inscription. Still there. Untouched. 

Fraser exhaled slowly. “We were lucky. They didn’t find what they were looking for.” 

Among the wreckage, Harper spotted something. A black sigil carved into the surface of a coin, left deliberately on the overturned desk. 

The Veil of Aesir. 

Her fists clenched. “They wanted us to know.” A floorboard creaked. 

Harper froze. 

Fraser moved first, crossing the room in swift, silent strides. He peered down the hallway. The house held its breath. 

Then—movement outside. 

A silhouette passed the window, cutting through the glow of a streetlamp. 

Harper’s pulse surged. “They’re still here.” 

She grabbed the notes, slinging the satchel over her shoulder. Fraser packed quickly, tucking his grandfather’s journal into his coat. 

“We must go. Now.” 

They slipped back into the city, breath fogging in the frigid air. Harper glanced over her shoulder—nothing. But the feeling lingered, a pressure at her spine. 

“They’re close,” Fraser murmured. “And if they knew where we stayed, they’ll guess we’re trying to run.” 

Harper pulled out her phone, hands trembling from cold and adrenaline. 

She called the only person she trusted. 

The phone rang twice. 

“Harper?” Samira’s voice was warm but tight with concern. “What’s wrong?” 

“They found us. Tore the place apart. We barely got out.” 

Samira’s voice dropped. “Did they find the inscription?” 

“No. But they were close. They left a mark. The Veil. It wasn’t just a warning—it was a message.” 

Samira was quiet for a beat. Then: “Then you’re in it now. Fully. You know that, right?” Harper swallowed. “I know.” 

“Get out of Norway. I’m in Shetland for Up Helly Aa. Get to Lerwick. Meet me there. I’ll keep you safe.” 

Harper hesitated. “They’re hunting us, Sam. If they catch wind of where we’re going—” 

“They will,” Samira cut in. “But I’d rather face them together than wonder if I should’ve done more.” 

Harper exhaled, the tension in her chest loosening slightly. “Alright,” she said. “We’ll get there.” 

“Be careful,” Samira added, her voice steel-edged now. “The Veil plays long games. But they bleed like anyone else.” 

Harper ended the call and turned to Fraser. “Shetland’s our next move.” 

He nodded, jaw set. “Let’s just hope we make it there.” 

Outside, from across the street, a dark figure stood beneath a flickering lamp. A voice crackled over a handheld radio. 

“They’re on the move. Confirmed.” 

Another voice answered, low and sharp: “Good. Let them run. The path ends where it always does.” 

A third voice, colder: “We retrieve the torc. If they resist, make it look like an accident.” 

The wind howled. And the hunt began. 

Train Escape 

By the time they reached the station, Harper’s nerves were frayed. The platform was empty, the cold biting deeper. The overnight train to Oslo pulled in with a low rumble. 

Fraser scanned the area. “We’re exposed.” 

They boarded quickly, finding seats at the rear where they could watch the entrance. As the train pulled away, Harper let herself exhale. The city lights faded behind them. 

Then—movement. 

A man stood at the far end of the carriage. Still. Watching. 

Harper’s breath caught. Her gaze dropped to his satchel—old leather, worn. The name on the strap twisted her stomach. She’d seen it in the university archives. 

She leaned toward Fraser. “We’re not alone.” He followed her gaze. His jaw tightened. 

“That name,” he murmured. “Veil of Aesir.” 

The train rattled on, its hum masking the silence between them. The man didn’t sit. Didn’t check his phone. Just watched. 

“We need to confirm it,” Harper whispered. 

Fraser shifted, feigning a rummage in his pack. He glanced at the strap. Nodded once. 

“It’s them.” 

Harper’s pulse pounded. She opened her phone, scrolling through their archive notes. The Veil was linked to stolen relics, vanishing scholars, underground-economy auctions. The curator’s voice echoed: They believe the torc is a way to cleanse bloodlines. 

“They won’t stop,” she whispered. “Not until they have it.” 

Fraser didn’t look away from the man. “Then we stop them first.” 

Harper switched tabs. An article caught her eye: Missing Professor Linked to Secret Society of Norse Revivalists. Professor Leif Grimsrud. Disappeared two months ago. Expert in Viking weaponry. Last seen after a major research breakthrough. 

She showed Fraser. “What if he found something about the torcs?” “Or the Veil got to him,” Fraser said grimly. 

The man shifted, reaching into his satchel. Harper tensed—but he only. 

pulled out parchment, tucking it into his coat before moving into the next carriage. 

“He’s moving,” Fraser said. “We need that note.” 

Harper nodded. “Carefully.” 

The Oslo Terminal 

The layover in Oslo was a blur of frigid air and too many faces. The terminal buzzed with movement, but Harper couldn’t shake the feeling of being. 

watched. 

Fraser kept his voice low. “We need to move.” Harper dialled Samira. 

She answered, groggy. “Harper?” 

“We’re in Oslo. On our way to the airport. They followed us.” 

Samira swore. “I was afraid of this. Get here as fast as you can.” 

“We will.” Harper paused. “I love you.” 

A breath. “I love you too. Get here safely.” 

She ended the call and looked to Fraser. “Shetland. Let’s go.” 

Fraser stood. “No time to waste.” 

They moved through the crowd, the memory of the parchment sharp in 

Harper’s mind. The man had left it deliberately, a trail meant to be followed. They reached the seat where he had paused. Fraser retrieved the parchment. 

Runes. A map. Several locations marked across the North Atlantic. 

“This is a message,” Harper said. 

Fraser pointed at a symbol. “The Veil’s vigil. It was in the curator’s notes.” 

Harper rolled her eyes. “Let’s just call them the Veil. Easier.” 

He chuckled grimly. “Still deadly.” 

“They have a plan,” Harper whispered. “And we’re in it.” 

Flight to Shetland 

The airport was a blur of neon and whispers. Check-in was fast. Security, faster. 

Still, the sense of being watched never left. 

Fraser scanned the terminal. “He could already be here.” 

Harper clutched her bag. The torc wasn’t inside—it was still hidden. But something hunted them. Something patient. 

Their flight was called. They boarded quickly. As Harper turned for one last glance— nothing. 

But that didn’t mean they weren’t being watched. 

The flight to Shetland was rough.  Wind screamed outside, the plane shuddering. 

Fraser muttered, “I’d rather face the Veil than this landing.” 

Harper gave a tight smile. “Almost there.” The landing jolted them. Harper exhaled slowly. 

Then cold. The kind that spoke of old things. 

And Samira. 

She waited at the arrivals gate, her coat thick, her expression fierce with relief. Harper barely made it two steps before she was pulled into a tight embrace. 

“You made it,” Samira whispered. “Thank the gods.” 

Harper buried her face in her shoulder. “We’re not safe yet.” 

Samira pulled back, her eyes dark. “Then let’s not waste time. There’s something you need to see.” 

Harper nodded, a chill racing down her spine. 

And followed her into the dark heart of the island. 
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​Flames and Shadows
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Samira’s embrace lingered, warm against the Shetland wind, even as Harper stepped back. The cold Shetland air did little to dull the sensation, nor did it dampen the flood of emotions that surged within her. Samira cupped Harper’s face briefly, her eyes searching for something unspoken, something fragile yet unbreakable between them. 

“You look exhausted,” Samira murmured, brushing a thumb over Harper’s cheek. “You’ve barely slept, haven’t you?” 

Fraser snorted, folding his arms. “She’s been running for her life. Sleep was low on the priority list.” 

Samira cast him a look—half amused, half exasperated—before turning back to Harper. Her fingers lingered on Harper’s sleeve, a silent reassurance. 

“Come inside. We need to talk.” 

Inside Samira’s Cottage 

Inside, the air was thick with the scent of old parchment, damp wool, and the faint trace of burning peat from the fireplace. Maps and excavation notes cluttered the dining table, overlapping in a chaotic sprawl of ink and theory. A thick book, its pages filled with transcriptions of runes, lay open beneath the dim glow of a desk lamp. The warmth of the room was welcome, but it did little to chase away the weight pressing down on them. 

“I was working a dig site here in Shetland,” Samira explained, gesturing to 

a series of photographs. “There’s an old burial mound—not Viking, but older. I think it could be linked to a time before the Norse settlers. The inscriptions we found were... unusual.” 

Harper leaned in, her breath catching as she studied the script. “These match the parchment we found on the train. The same runes.” 

Samira nodded slowly. “When I found the runes at the Shetland site, I kept digging—texts, sagas, anything. That name, Véornir, showed up buried in some obscure poetic fragments. It wasn’t just a shrine. It was a warning disguised as a sanctuary.” 

Fraser exhaled, rubbing a hand over his face. “So, we’re chasing myths within myths. 

Brilliant.” 

Harper shot him a look, shaking her head. “If the Veil believes in it, that makes it dangerous.” 

Samira placed a hand on Harper’s arm, grounding her. “We’ll figure this out. But first, let’s get something to eat. You both look like you haven’t had a decent meal in days.”  

The warm interior of the local pub was a world away from the freezing wind howling outside. The scent of roasted meat, fresh bread, and burning peat filled the space, mingling with the sound of low conversation and the occasional burst of laughter. The walls, lined with dark wood and old fishing relics, felt timeless, a sanctuary untouched by the dangers that lurked beyond. 

Harper exhaled as she sank into her seat beside Samira, the exhaustion in her bones momentarily overshadowed by the comfort of simple things— warmth, food, the presence of people who mattered. 

Samira leaned in slightly, her voice low and teasing. “If I’d known being hunted would bring you back to me, I might have sent a few anonymous threats myself.” 

Harper snorted. “You’re not funny.” 

“I’m hilarious,” Samira said, brushing her shoulder against Harper’s. “Besides, you look good when you’re slightly dishevelled and full of secrets. 

It’s very Indiana Jones meets brooding academic.” 

Harper arched an eyebrow. “If I’m Indiana, does that make you Marian?” Samira grinned. 

“Only if I get to punch a Nazi and kiss you in the same day.” 

“You really know how to romance a girl,” Harper murmured, fighting a smile. 

“Just wait until dessert,” Samira whispered, eyes sparkling. 

A nearby patron, overhearing the exchange, raised a brow but said nothing. Somewhere in the distance, someone muttered, “Not wise to speak of old fires so freely on Up Helly Aa...” Later, as Up Helly Aa reached its fiery crescendo, the torches illuminated. 

Samira’s face in flickering golden hues. Harper watched her, heart thudding with a mixture of awe and fear. The firelight painted Samira in tones of something ancient, something fierce, and Harper couldn’t shake the feeling that she was seeing her not just as the woman she loved, but as someone fate had chosen. 

Her stomach twisted—not with dread, but with the weight of inevitability. 

The flames danced in Samira’s dark eyes, reflecting a story yet to be written, one Harper feared they might not survive to tell. The festival’s chants rose around them, voices calling out to the old gods, to fate, to the past and the future entwined. 

Harper felt the heat of the fire and the weight of Samira’s gaze, something unspoken passing between them. A silent invitation. The Torc. The legend. The storm that was coming. 

When they returned to the cottage, the storm of embers still burning in Harper’s veins had nothing to do with the festival. Samira led her inside, fingers curling around Harper’s wrist, pulling her close. Their lips met with urgency, the pent-up fear and longing unravelling between them in a slow, heated surrender. The world beyond the walls ceased to exist. There was no Veil, no Torc, no chase. Just the warmth of skin against skin, the soft sighs and quiet laughter, the gentle push and pull of love rediscovered in the hush of the night. 

Later that night, long after the firelight faded and Harper’s breathing steadied beside her, Samira drifted into uneasy sleep. Her rest was restless, the weight of unseen things pressing against her mind. 

She stood in a vast hall of burning banners, the air thick with the scent of iron and smoke. Shadows moved in the firelight—tall figures draped in cloaks of black and gold. A voice echoed from the depths of the flames, hollow and unforgiving. 

The Torc will choose. Only the pure shall rise. The rest shall burn. 

She turned, but the ground beneath her feet was shifting, no longer stone but water—cold, endless, swallowing her whole. She fought to breathe, to surface, but hands—countless hands—rose from the abyss, grasping, pulling, whispering in tongues long forgotten. She could hear Harper’s voice somewhere above, calling her name, but the sea stole the sound, dragging her into silence. 

And then—a figure in the deep. Watching. Waiting. 

Samira gasped awake, her skin damp with sweat, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts. Her hand found Harper’s, gripping it tightly as if she might slip away too. 

Harper stirred. “Sam?” 

Samira swallowed, the dream lingering in the pit of her stomach like a warning she could not yet understand. “Just... a dream.” 

Harper’s fingers brushed against her cheek, grounding her. “A bad one?” 

Samira hesitated. “Maybe. Or it was a memory waiting to happen. That phrase... it wasn’t just a threat. It felt like something written into the torc itself. Like the torc remembers the gods’ judgment.” 

As dawn crept over the horizon, Harper stirred, feeling Samira’s warmth against her. The dream still lingered, shadowing the edges of her mind, but Samira’s presence was something real, something tangible. She turned, tracing the line of Samira’s shoulder with slow, thoughtful fingers. 

Samira shifted beneath her touch, her eyes fluttering open. A lazy smile played at her lips as she reached up, pulling Harper closer. There was no urgency now, no desperation—just a slow, languid exploration, an affirmation of what had been rediscovered between them. Lips met in the hush of morning light, bodies moving with the ease of familiarity and the thrill of something renewed. 

Harper sighed against Samira’s skin, feeling the world beyond them disappear once more. Nothing else mattered—just the warmth between them, the quiet rhythm of their breaths, the way Samira’s fingers traced absentminded patterns across her spine. 

Time stretched and blurred, marked only by murmured words and deepening touches. And for a while, there was nothing but them. 

A sharp knock against the door frame shattered the quiet. “Rise and shine, lovebirds!” Fraser’s voice rang out, far too cheerful for the early hour. “Or should I say, ‘love archaeologists? No need to rush—I’m sure ancient relics can wait a few more minutes while you two finish... whatever it is you’re doing.” 

Harper groaned, pulling the blanket over her head. “I swear, Fraser, one day I’m going to strangle you.” 

Samira laughed against her shoulder. “I’d pay to see that.” 

Fraser chuckled, his voice fading as he moved toward the kitchen. “I’ll put the kettle on. You two enjoy your... morning stretches.” 

Harper exhaled, rolling onto her back as Samira kissed the corner of her mouth. 

“He’s never going to let this go, is he?” 

“Never,” Samira murmured, her lips tracing a slow path along Harper’s jaw. 

But the dream still lingered, burning at the edges of her thoughts. The fire. 

The sea. The waiting figure in the deep. 

She pulled Harper closer, pressing a kiss to
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